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to delete 


Abel Coelho (MFA Asian Performance, 2009), 
Kyoto on December 21, 2017. Abel was a talented 
butoh performer and choreographer, and one of 
the people responsible for opening the very first 
theatre in Japan dedicated to butoh perfor- 
mance—the Butohkan, opened in 2017 in Kyoto. 
In addition to being an accomplished lighting 
designer and technician, Abel was a multi-lingual 
and truly multicultural individual, as well as a 
deep thinker and artistic dreamer always ready to 
explore ideas and artistic boundaries. UHM Dept. 


of Theatre and Dance honors his life and art. 


For Abel Coelho ’04, January 1, 2018 
Lines of Thinking 
by Matt Shetler | Jan 1, 2018 


“O chestnut tree, great rooted blossomer, 
Are you the leaf, the blossom or the bole? 
O body swayed to music, O brightening glance, 
How can we know the dancer from the dance?” 


—W.B. Yeats (from the poem Among School Children) 


Just before the holidays | learned of the death of Abel Coelho, Antioch 


College class of 2004, and these lines from Yeats came to mind. 


Abel had performed at the College only a month before in what | con- 
sidered a truly remarkable program of Japanese theater, contemporary 
dance, and music. Afterwards | remember thinking how in its entirety, 
the different performances and performers were unboxing traditional 
cultural forms through innovative reframing, sampling, and mixing. 
These translations, re-interpretations, and innovatory works were 
thoughtfully and respectfully done and at an extraordinary level of 
artistry. It made me happy, hopeful, and pleased to experience them 
on Antioch College’s campus, a place that has witnessed great and 


memorable theater over the years. 


Those feelings were still fresh with me when the sad and surprising 
news of Abel’s passing arrived in an email. He had been living in Kyoto 
with his wife, who had left him sleeping peacefully in bed when she 
headed off to work. That is how she found him later in the day when 


she returned home. 


Abel had studied dance and theater (focusing on lighting) at 
Antioch.He had gone to Japan to study the avant-garde genre, Butoh, 
which had developed in the 1950’s in the post-war and nucle- 
ar-threatened world, during a time in which many elements of tradi- 
tional Japanese culture were being challenged to reform and even 
indicted for the consequences of the war and Japanese militarism 
itself. While in Japan, Abel established a co-op that is still running 
today; upon returning to Antioch, he designed and performed, 
according to Eric Miller, “one of the most memorable senior projects” 
in the school’s recent history. Before his visit in November, Abel had 
returned to the College one other time after graduating. Apparently, 


his performance then was also memorable. 


After graduating from Antioch, Abel deepened his practice of dance 
and theater, teaching workshops and classes and completing an MFA 
in Traditional Asian Theater at the University of Hawaii. His own cho- 
reographies were performed internationally and, based in Japan, he 
was a leading force for the founding of the world’s first and only 
Butoh-dedicated theater, the Kyoto Butoh-Kan. This month Abel was 
planning to join the award winning composer, Keiko Fujiie (who had 
collaborated with him and other Butoh dancers at Antioch) in Barce- 
lona on a new project. The two had also been in conversation about a 
return performance at Antioch College to celebrate Earth Day in April 
2018, perhaps with Fujiie’s composition, “Wilderness Mute,” a cham- 
ber and choral piece about the immediate aftermath of the atomic 
bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. That event is still being 
planned; of course, not with Abel, but with his unmistakable influenc- 


es and spirit, to be sure. 


As for his performance at Antioch this past fall, it was, | realize now, 
virtuosic. Accompanied on piano by Keiko Fujiie, it took place on the 
bare stage of the Foundry Theater lit (no doubt by Abel) to use the 
darkness as a screen on which beams of light might render the invisi- 
ble visible and then make it vanish in movement, reemerging some- 
where else. Bare feet, limbs, hands, eyes, cheeks, jutting jaw, lips, 
teeth—a chiaroscuro of dance, music, and text shaped around Ham- 
let’s soliloquy, interspersed in Japanese and English, an articulation of 


something very new and, for me, full of hope. 


Louise Smith, Antioch College Professor of Performance, 
introduced the performers and program that night. She had been 
Abel’s teacher back in the day and one could feel clearly the love 
and pride she shared for her student. It was she who wrote with 


word about his dying. 


“Abel was a very special person whose life had challenges that art 
helped him to transcend. His work as a performer came from a deep 


place.” 


In the last lines of his poem Among School Children, Yeats asks us to 
ponder how we might make sense or know a part of something with- 


out regard to its whole: 


“O body swayed to music, O brightening glance, 


How can we know the dancer from the dance?” 


Those who had the great pleasure to have watched Abel Coelho 
dance and practice life creatively might suspect as | do that there 
were no dualities when it came to his art. His search was for unities 


and we benefited from his journey with us. 


| want to end this New Year’s Lines of Thinking with a poem that | 
dedicate to Abel: 


Snow, Crows 


First one, 
landing on the untouched snow, 


A solid black spot on a blank page. 


Then the other, 
landing above ona bare tree branch, 


Another glyph; two inky ideograms 


Together, 
forming a sentence with the Ione tree, 


a complete, eloquent thought 


about experiencing emptiness and fullness 
In the same moment, 


In the same silence. 


0OFun_01 


Assign all existence intentionality. The window exists because it wants to. The same is true of 
that cloud, this water, or the computer. It makes no difference that some of these object were 
“made” by humans. They obviously wanted to come into existence and so sneakily found ways 
to use humans to make them. Their desire for existence is obvious because if they did not want 
to exist, they wouldn’t: they would cease. All physics and all matter exists because it chooses to 
use the frame-structure of the universe to come into being and stay awhile. 


We are just playings of the immanent-world. More than any substance in the universe, our 
human consciousness are the most sculptable. There is sufficient evident to our malleability. 
Mass produced and badly made rubber toys wanted to exist, as did houses, files, and culinary 
creations. The laws of physics cunningly make use of our human frailties to make material 
objects, which subtly asked to exist. These object cooperate with each other vastly: the 
manufacture of a poem calls forth the manufacture of paper, ink, PR materials, conveyor belts, 
and so on. Objects too like humans vie for existence. The Beta video player didn’t have much 
success; objects also have their Darwinian strategies. The most insidious is when they play into 
and before long create needs humans didn’t know they had: headphones, blankets, plates, 
toothbrushes. 


The worlds in nature too are a part of the vast conspiracy to play upon human weakness. They 
demand to be seen, they ask recognition by appealing to the desire to explore. They camouflage 
themselves in beauty to lure the unsuspecting tourists, who then proceed to immortalize them. 
This too is Darwinian: who can argue that the ridges of the Andes succeed much more admirably 
than the brush of Central Texas in promoting themselves? 


We poor humans are the victims in this. Somehow we’ve been duped into creating more and 
more objects, objects which take sheer glee in how effectively they’ ve brought themselves into 
being. Natural vistas and beautiful caves too delight in the gullibility of humans, and if the price 
they pay is in muddy footprints and the empty coke bottle, at least they have attained 
immortality! 


Objects are also play dirty. They hit below the belt. Just when we think we’ve killed yet another 
annoying object by “trashing” it, it actually joins its friends in huge orgies of communal 
immanence. They love our “out of sight out of mind” habit because it keeps them in perpetual 
reproduction and allows them to hold great family reunions at dump sites. 


They are masters at reverse-psychology. They pioneered the recycle movements that pander to 
their self-esteem. Younger objects like to rebel, just like young humans, so rather than join their 
elders in landfill, they take an existential glee in Reduce Reuse Recycle. They know they’Il join 
their family in the landfill or ocean soon enough. And the objects both natural and human-made 
differ greatly from humans in that they don’t mind being destroyed outright. Not in the least! 
This is because they (unlike humans) prioritize the good of the many over the good of the few, so 
in those bonfires and smelting pits, in being “treated” to break into component parts, or the 
mountain top strip-mined, they secretly chuckle because they know that their survival as a 
species is never be in jeopardy. 


I say I’ve had enough of being manipulated by the material world, be it a pretty island, a nice 
shaped tree, or yet another chocolate foil wrapper. It’s time to take back immanence for 
ourselves! Just say no(!) to immanence! 


OLife_01 


Isn’t Life one of the most prized of all concepts? Is it not true that life is conceived as incredibly 
important, a virtue that should be protected and extended as much as possible? The fragile ecosystem, 
the struggle of a little plantling through concrete, all /iving! Further, in comparison to the other planets 
of the Solar System, the bubble of Earth is so very rich in life; even more so is Life a virtue by its 
transience, that all things die, and our lives to which we are so attached, will end too. Humans lament 
the end of life, fellow beings, animals, or the death of a tree or flower. There are good reasons why we 
value life so much: life supports life. Instinctively, we know that the death of trees or other species 
create conditions under which life cannot thrive Not that this has stopped the short-sighted from clear 
cutting forests or hunting species to extinction. All of which, of course is justified for the sake of 
"human" life.. It is also so that we humans form deep bonds with each other, and so the end of life for a 
fellow human is a cause of grief. Furthermore, we are given by nature an instinct to preserve our own 
small lives, so the avoidance of death is ingrained so deeply that when masses of people die on other 
continents, our empathies are provoked—and so we try and avoid calamity. The struggle of life, the 
effort to stay alive is the stuff of which epics are made, of deeply embedded cultural stories: to endure! 


By the same (living) token, isn’t life automatic? Close your eyes for twenty seconds. Are you back? 

How much effort did it take you to stay alive for those twenty seconds? Precisely. None at all. As 
precious as life is framed as, it is self sustaining. Every next moment of being alive comes automatically 
from the previous, with no effort or struggle. Only in extremities of danger, etc., is the effort to stay 
alive noticeable, when it cannot be automatic: the fight against asphyxiation, hypothermia, endurance in 
sickness. Otherwise, life is just business as usual. 


Since life is so automatic and persuasive and pervasive, it can be unnoticeable. The is one reason why 
humans so often engage in risky or strenuous acts; we wish to fee! alive. We already are alive, but in 
extreme sports, or athletic endurances and challenges, risky partying—selves are pushed into feeling 
each moment as an exhilaration, a high after which we say “wow | really felt alive then!” These 
behaviors serve a Darwinian purpose as well. Endurance tests build strength for survival, and risky 
behaviour (when not pathological) often results in a renewed appetite for life. 


The automatic continuation of life forms the structure of being. Desire is nature’s way of ensuring that 
life will continue automatically. Appetite, sexual drive, avoidance of pain and discomfort: all which 
support the invisibility of life’s tyranny over us. In fact, that one of the surest indicators of a potential 
suicide is the inability to feel desires of any kind—and yet even in the case of suicide, the cards are 
stacked in favor of life, and the effort to die is so much greater than the effort needed to stay alive, 
which | assert: is automatic and often effortless. All the meanings and reasons of life are structures that 
continue to (and) support life. 


Without needing an effort to stay alive every moment, and with the convenient appetite for food and 
sex to sustain life, with breathing a reflex that can only be stopped with strong will power—life 
discretely and and silently ensures its own continuance. Life is so silent that we forget the fact: it is 
exclusively via life that we perceive life. It is the first prerequisite to being. It is observable that life is 
always the continuation of life—so one of the great questions is how/why life started to begin with. 
There are tantalizing clues in microbiology and carbon chemistry, but finding the origin of this the Great 
Tyrant of Continuation is an elusive goal. 


So examining reasons and situations in which life is not preferable will be one of the most useful tools 
for understanding why life is valued so highly. When is the termination or absence of life preferable? 
Let’s look at many such situations, and see what commonalities can be drawn. This discussion is 
concerned with decisions to kill or end life. So crimes of passion, etc., are not considered here. 


Your father has stage IV terminal cancer. His death is only a matter of time, and meanwhile he 
is either wracked with pain or zoned out on pain killers. He has mostly lost all his desires, soon it 
will be only through the intervention of medical machinery that his life continues. As his 
progeny, you decide it is better that he die sooner than later. Luckily you live in a country where 
doctors are willing to help, and so you and your relatives decide to administer him a lethal 
injection that will cause him to fall asleep and die in less rather than more pain. 


A young victim of brutality is so damaged that her body is dependent on extensive machinery to 
stay alive. All major organs are damaged, and the brain is also brutally traumatized. Her 
relatives decide to “pull the plug,” rather than extend her pain. 


An invasive species of Juniper has come into the forests of O’ahu and is wreaking havoc with the 
local ecosystem. A major campaign is underway to cut and kill this Juniper species. 


Rats infesting San Antonio, TX, are spreading fleas and pestilence through the city. The City of 
San Antonio decides to eradicate the rats with poison. 


An unrepentant serial killer is given the death sentence by the government of Japan. 


A bank robber murders a cashier. 


An intellectual is put to death in the 1500’s for their ideas that challenge the rule of the church. 


You kill a cockroach in your kitchen. You kill a virus in your blood. We kill as many bacteria as 
possible in an operating room before surgery. We kill the mould in the shower tiles. 


A president decides that the death of many soldiers of own and other countries is preferable 
than the loss of a natural resource that may be gained or preserved through these many deaths. 


Fish, cattle, plants, and horses are killed wholesale for their nutritive and manufacturing value. 


A farmer burn clears 100 acres of forest so that she may grow GMO beets. 


A tyrant decides to genocide an entire ethnic group. A different ethnic group kills the tyrant to 
prevent this from continuing. 


A woman loses the will to live, and despite their wonderful job and supportive family, kills 
herself. 


A man commits suicide because he feel depressed. Another man kills himself because he lost 
his job, love, or role in society. 


Enough! | think the common thread among all these examples is obvious enough, but | will write about 
it anyway. Objectively speaking, the common thread can only be understood through subjectivity. It 
will strike some as cold, but choices to kill or “let die” are motivated by usefulness. In every case, it is 
either an objective or subjective judgement of the usefulness of life continuing or ending: when life is 
judged to be useless or less useful, life is terminated. 


The word “useful” has strong connotations of coldness and the stripping of humanity from human life. 
In this case, the term that could be substituted without ruining my thesis would be “healthful”. Is it 
“healthful,” does it promote “health” for the differing agents and environments presented? | will risk 
using the terms interchangeably, and see where that take us: 


Your father has stage IV terminal cancer. His death is only a matter of time, and meanwhile he 
is either wracked with pain or zoned out on painkillers. He has mostly lost all his desires, soon it 
will be only through the intervention of medical machinery that his life continues. As his 


progeny, you decide it is better that he die sooner than later. Luckily you live in a country where 
doctors are willing to help, and so you and your relatives decide to administer him a lethal 
injection that will cause him to fall asleep and die in less rather than more pain. 


Usefulness: Your father’s life is no longer healthful to him. His life is absent of pleasure or desire. As 
such, the continuation of his life just causes pain to you as his empathic child. 


A young victim of brutality is so damaged that her body is dependent on extensive machinery to 
stay alive. All major organs are damaged, and the brain is also brutally traumatized. Her 
relatives decide to “pull the plug,” rather than extend her pain. 


Healthfulness: This young womans life is similarly, consisting only of physical pain and a brain so 
damaged as to be unable to function. There is no “use” in extending her life in such mechanistic ways. 


An invasive species of Juniper has come into the forests of O’ahu and is wreaking havoc with the 
local ecosystem. A major campaign is underway to cut and kill this Juniper species. 


Usefulness: In the long run, it is healthful to kill the invasive species as to preserve the variety of life 
already present in O’ahu. 


Rats infesting San Antonio, TX, are spreading fleas and pestilence through the city. The City of 
San Antonio decides to eradicate the rats with poison. 


Healthfulness: Killing the rats is useful, because it eradicates disease, which affects ecosystems and 
humans in harmful (useless) ways. 


An unrepentant serial killer is given the death sentence by the government of Japan. 


Usefulness: The government of Japan has decided that this man will serve no use to society. In 
addition, his death is useful in that it serves as an example to would-be murderers. Is this healthful for 
society at large? 


A bank robber murders a cashier. 


Usefulness: | can think of nothing particularly healthful or useful in this case, demonstrating the limits of 
“blanket thinking”. 


An intellectual is put to death in the 1500’s for their ideas that challenge the rule of the church. 


Usefulness: The church makes use of his death by making an example of him. They are prioritizing their 
own livelihoods above others in a perversion of the idea of “healthful”. In addition, the challenges to 
the church rule are eliminated at the source. (This technique can backfire if a martyr is created.) 


You kill a cockroach in your kitchen. You kill a virus in your blood. We kill as many bacteria as 
possible in an operating room before surgery. We kill the mould in the shower tiles. 


Usefulness: Many bacteria and viruses make us sick, and endanger the healthy and silent life we have. 


A president decides that the death of many soldiers of own and other countries is preferable 
than the loss of a natural resource that may be gained or preserved through these many deaths. 


Healthfulness: the president has decided that the usefulness of accessing the natural resource justifies 
the use(lesness) of many people dying. This is another example of a differing concept of “healthful” and 
|”, (Many people disagree.) 


“usefu 


Fish, cattle, plants, and horses are killed wholesale for their nutritive and manufacturing value. 


Healthfulness: Food for humans keeps us alive; certain botanical extracts are useful for their medical 
applications. Etcetera. Another example where the frame of healthfulness is controversial. 


A farmer burn clears 100 acres of forest so that she may grow GMO beets. 


Usefulness: Killing many species of plants is useful for the farmer because his goal is to make the land 
useful for farming his GMO beets. 


A tyrant decides to genocide an entire ethnic group. A different ethnic group kills the tyrant to 
prevent this from continuing. 


Usefulness: The tyrant decides that an entire ethnic group is not useful or is actively harmful to his aims. 
Or he can not even think of them as human, and so the usefulness of empathy is lost to him. Another 
perverted frame of use and health. 


A woman loses the will to live, and despite their wonderful job and supportive family, kills 
herself. 


Healthfulness: With no desire to live, what is the use of staying alive? This is quite subjective, too. 


A man commits suicide because he feel depressed. Another man kills himself because he lost 
his job, love, or role in society. 


Usefulness: These men feel their lives have no more healthfulness to them. Either to themselves, or to 
society. 


Enough. From amoral standpoint, the examples above are all over the map, and certainly | do not 
justify murder or genocide or ecocide. The point here is that when life of any kind is framed as 
unhealthful, useless or harmful, it is easier to terminate. This easier is as true to the child struggling with 
a terminally ill parent as a pathological tyrant. It is in the bank teller’s death where an act in—the- 
moment becomes totally 


So when is life useful? What is the converse, what usefulness does preserving or continuing life have? 
There is no need for many examples. Life, when not pathological (in all senses of the word) supports 
life. The reason why pathologies are comparatively Comparatively is a key word here. few in relation to 
the wide world is that pathologies are rarely self-sustaining. They Darwin themselves out of existence, 
such as when viruses kill their hosts, a drug-addict ruins his/her health, or when invasive species ruin 
their surrounding biosphere and end up starving. In healthy (continuing) ecosystems, predator and prey 
support each other, and any death that occurs in ecosystems is for the sake of preserving life and life- 
diversity. And humans keep each other alive because we are useful to each other, in all kinds of ways. 
Now we dive a little further into the reasons for continuing our own individual lives. Why keep living? 
What is the point, the reason, the goal of living? Since comparatively few choose to end their lives, and 
the overwhelming majority automatically continue to live, and indeed, create life, there must be strong 
reasons to keep on keeping on. Obviously, one keeps living because it is automatic; in addition, all the 


instincts to keep living are directly a function of the life-drive. But what use does my life have to me? 
And indeed, am | separable from my life? 


Again, what use does my life have for me? The majority of humans use their lives for pleasure or 
satisfaction. The word “pleasure” implies hedonism, but here | am using the term in the most simple 
way possible. The pleasure of appetite, which to some people compose an entire culture, while others 
barely notice it; the pleasure of the senses, sex, exercise, all of which are useful. The pleasure of work 
or relaxation, both with their useful effects upon the world as a whole. In fact, almost every pleasure in 
using one's life is at once a function ensuring the continuation of life and a reason to continue life. 
Someone might “live for their work,” and indeed, their work directly or indirectly supports life for the 
self and others. Someone else might “live for their family,” or “live for food,” and in these cases, too, 
support the healthy continuation of life, be it life continuing through the creation and maintenance of 
families or the continuation of our own lives by taking in nutrition. These varied uses of life change as 
we age, mesh and blur, and serve the additional use of helping humans deal with existential questions 
like “what is the meaning of life?” 


If life is so persistent in its continuation, so ingrained that many reasons to keep living are built-in 
mechanisms of that very continuation, and so automatic at the same time, then life must have a drive of 
itself. Whether conscious minds are present or not, life goes on. And on and on. The meaning of life 
is....life. Maybe the only function (use) of life is to continue life—and is it not observable that 
ecosystems are self balancing to preserve themselves as a whole, as opposed to favouring one species 
or another, so that variety of life is kept alive? As this is quite observable, what are the implications? 


Now we are getting deeper into unanswerable questions. So from here on, let’s just speculate, and 
refrain from definitive answers. 


A first step is trying to find a definition of life that is usable. A definition, as such,encircling a concept 
and therefore closing it, will no doubt prove unsatisfying for many, but let’s forge ahead anyway. For 
the sake of intense philosophical debate, let’s stay away from strictly biological definitions of life that 
use concepts like “cellular” and “metabolism”. 


“Any system that organizes groups of atoms into self propagating units can be called alive.” 


Now what may we find to disprove the above definition? The first rule-breaker is a single human being, 
obviously a lone human cannot reproduce themselves without another human of complementary type 
present... So one human alone, while obviously alive and made up of self—propagating cells is alive, 
they themselves fail to meet the above criterion. Additionally, computer programs may take advantage 


of geometric sets and mathematically generate graphics with endless and self-replicating fractals, such 
as a Mandelbrot set. And crystal growth is also a self-propagating system. Let’s try again: 


“Any system that organizes groups of atoms into units capable of propagation and adaptation, and 
therein capable of propagation and adaptation themselves can be called alive.” 


The biggest change in this new sentence are the words “capable,” and “adaption”. Now life expands to 
include the single of a pair needed to propagate, and excludes crystal growths and fractal sets, which do 
not adapt And while fractals may be able to endlessly replicate, the fractals themselves do not 
propagate into other fractals, but keep within the limits generated by their base equations, even when 
irrational numbers are used to keep permutations infinite in variation. This is however, a really 
interesting concept. If any endlessly self-repeating system that has variation built in can be considered 
alive—and irrational numbers like Pi are used therein, then by reverse metaphor all life could be 
considered the result of equations spiraling like Pi into infinite divisibility..... 


Life itself has no external Agent. Life is its own Agent. That is, life creates itself...if a system is not 
capable of creating itself, maybe is is not alive. For example, if | were to create a computer that seems 
sentient, one could say that according to this idea the computer is not alive, as it never would have 
come into existence without me as an Agent. But if that computer were to go on and create other 
computers, which are also capable of propagating themselves, then those computers could be called 
“alive”. 


Some theologies posit that life was created by a divine being. These philosophies rarely mention if those 
divine beings are alive or not, though it tacitly assumed. If the divine beings that created life are alive 
themselves, what life-continuation are they a part of? Scientists are able to more-or-less able to 
pinpoint when life originated on this planet, and there are several quite compelling theories as to how 
life became look it up!self-replicating. As to why and how life has become so darn persistent and self- 
balancing? Please let me know when you find out. 


Life is so unnoticable, and so automatic. All the meanings and reasons of life are structures that 
continue and support life. Life uses life, and so many acts are understandable in the context of this self- 
automata. From this, it follows that there are discoverable systems that guide the acts that beings 
make. These systems are most commonly called ethics or instinct—the line between the two becoming 
sharper as the ability to modify or alter instinct rises. 


Ethics arising from the ability to suffer and notice suffering; cause harm 


Manifestly, almost all cultural groupings have a code of ethics or the concept of morality. These may 
vary quite wildly, and it seems like efforts to identify a pan-cultural ethics is fraught with difficulty. But 
what is wild to me is the existence of ethics to begin with. Systems of ethics arise because humans and 
groups of humans are able to suffer. Add the ability to suffer with the ability to notice suffering, and 
systems of ethics become possible. By “suffering,” note that the terms applies as much to groups of 
humans as to individual human beings. Merely noticing our own or another’s suffering still falls short of 
explaining why morality exists. There are many ways of unfolding the answer—but in a nutshell, ethics 
and morality are yet another function of the tyranny of life: life must continue. For the best guarantee 
of that continuation, life must be healthy, and therefore, free of suffering. 


All the mechanisms that cause systems of morality are ultimately serving that aim Let’s exclude 
pathologies, please. We’ll examine pathologies in another place.. Hard exercise causes some suffering, 
but the results of those efforts create health (and usually a rush of endorphins as a bonus). And so for 
many people, the choice to exercise “could be” framed as a moral one. And the same is true of course 
in framing societal conventions that discourage harming other people. It is not that people often 
intellectualize in this way when helping people in pain or making laws against cruel behaviour. Rather, it 
is the mirror neurons, wherein witnessing an action / emotion by a different being causes those neurons 
in our own bodies to react. Somatic empathy is a powerful way of reducing harm. The magic of somatic 
empathy is that it is even effective at a distance, vaulting over continents so that the more fortunate 
provide help to the less. Undoubtedly, there are many people whose empathy does not leap such 
distances: more local. They cause suffering—on purpose or by omission—with a completely different 
system of values. Many prioritize their own tribe, and so hold a system of ethics that accepts harm to 
other groupings. Others prioritize a set of values within their own tribe, and so punishing perceived 
wrongs for the sake of maintaining those values is acceptable or even desirable. Think of Pol Pot’s 
merciless killing of intellectuals, or the adulterer who is punished. Yet another manifestation of ethics is 
in the wholesale genocide of a different group of humans (often ethnic or religious groups): when 
difference is constructed so that the “other” has no humanity or personhood, and therefore not subject 
to short-range or long-range somatic empathy. 


In common with all these diverse ethics is the common theme of life continuing. In every case, the 
justifications for cruelty or kindness is the preservation of life of one kind or another. Identifying this 
commonality is useful because it points a way in which to think about difference. If the common thread 
is that of life continuance (or preservation), then how diverse cultures conceive of this continuance can 
be more fully articulated and understood, and therefore differences in moral systems as well. 


Since life continuing is one the basic drive of all ethical systems, then the diversities of those systems 
arise from different ideas of “life” or of “human”. There are at least two factors at work here, then: one 
is differing ideas about who / what is human life; the other factor is the ranking system accorded to 
“human” against other life. 


Starting from the first—it is not merely a question of deciding that all or only part of the members of the 
species Homo Sapiens are human or not—the projections of “life” also encompass the roles played by 
individuals. Definition. In societies where a strong degree of individual autonomy and freedom is 
valued, every single human being is afforded empathy, and so in the larger picture whole sets of rules 
and conventions are set up, attempting to minimize individual suffering, maximize individual freedom, 
while yet preserve a society which functions healthily. But a different society might have evolved along 
lines where the individual personality is less valued than the role they play in keeping society 
sustainable. Rather than prize each individual life-continuation, the roles are protected, because (for 
example) if in a small village the knife maker abuses his job and takes more than his share of meat by 
bribing everyone in need of a knife, then as a role, his life is not worth keeping healthy, and he could be 
sacrificed for the sake of a smoother run village. 


Of course, because environmental and sociological conditions of any groups, not to mention religions, 
are so different, ethics evolve differently as well. The other factor | speak about is ranking: in other 
words, a system working in concert with the definitions of life to rank certain kinds of life as more or less 
valuable than others. In ranking, we mean ranking of every kind of life, from the value of a different 
human individual, to a different tribe, to valuing highly or not animal and vegetable life. Fora 
contemporary American example: the president. The president’s life is so highly valued that literally 
thousands of people are dedicated to preserving it, and there are some willing to put the president’s life 
above their own. And whereas our society may not aim to preserve the life of every living mammal (or 
tree), there are many groupings of humans who have been vegetarian since ancient times. The clear- 
cutting of the Amazon, or eco-disrupting oil pipelines are other instances of life-value differences. 


It is obvious “now” that clear cutting and oil spilling into the ocean are not practices that sustain life— 
continuance in the long term, but then, the priorities and definitions of “life” have been altered by a 
combination of short-sightedness and the intervention of the money machine, where “life” is reframed 
to mean purchasing power (because the more money one has the more one can be secure: a position 
particularly emphasized in societies where individual lives are more important than smoothly run 
villages—the villages have become countries in any case). These kinds of eco-destruction and “top-1%- 
ism” are pathologies arising with the evolution of mass markets and over-population Dare | use the 
word “capitalism” ?. 


These two axis—Definitions of life-continuance and Ranking of life—allows us to understand why there 
are no universal ethics. Ethics are inculcated from birth, so it is quite tempting to assume that one’s 
instinctual morals are universal. Even the Golden Rule cannot be universal. Do Unto Others as You 
Would Have Done Unto You. For just one example, this rule usually assumes that one is defining 
“others” more or less as one defines oneself. But if someone transgresses a rule in society (for example: 
adultery), they might lose their right-to-life-continuance (and therefore their “humanity”), and be 
stoned. Thankfully, all humans have the capacity to break the conventions of their society, and so quite 
slowly, rare souls here and there open their empathic capacities and change society. 


This is a common theme in literature: the protagonist is an ordinary product of their harsh society, and 
as such has little sympathy for transgressors. Then they themselves transgress, and realize the pain of 
being excluded or devalued in their society. Another variation is where the protagonist witnesses this 
happening, and in contrast to their peers, feels empathy. 


Religion is an excuse to engage in all sorts of barbaric or compassionate acts. The Old Testament is an 
example (a testament) to how a tribal, nomadic society in a harsh environment created ethics to 
preserve their particular form of life-continuance. Christians and Muslims believe in the Eternal Soul, 
and so since their idea of “life” expands well-beyond this World—and all the compassion as emphasized 
by Jesus or Mohammed isn’t enough to change very conservative believers into expanding or widening 
their definitions and values of life. As an aside, the creed “believe and all your sins will be forgiven” is an 
excuse to engage in Very Bad Acts, since forgiveness is coming anyway, and often these VBA’s are in the 
name of preserving or spreading a particular definition of life—continuance. 


(It is strange to me that among the Seven Last Words of Jesus on the Cross, the cry of “why have you 
forsaken me?” does not topple the whole edifice of a morality based on the assumption of forgiveness 
(for some, anyway) and the horror of using human flesh as a sacrifice to “Save” believers. But then, this 
opinion is the result of a differing viewpoint.) 


As another example, Japan was for thousands of years just many small villages heavily dependent on 
agriculture. A society where “life” literally depended on the labor of everyone in the village to work very 
hard to prepare for and survive winter. Not only were “roles” important, but the labor of everyone. 
Even with the rise of the emperor and shogunate, almost the whole population were still farmers. So it 
is no wonder that in Japan today, where the “village” has widened to include the whole country, work 
roles are very important, and instead of rice the harvest is economic development. And so even the 
most severely disabled people are “rehabilitated” into society by giving them employment—a practice 
that strikes some foreigners as cruel. The benefit of this society was able to give rise to the post-war 
Japanese Economic Miracle, although at the cost of family life and leisure time. At this time of writing— 
2016—young Japanese have different values than their parents, and so ethics in Japan are in a time of 
flux. The value of healthy families is coming to outweigh the value of work, and so a shift in “Life- 
continuance”. 


Basically, nothing | write here is new at all. If anything, | come to realize that those rare ones who can 
transcend their birth ethics in place of wider and more inclusive ethics are very special people. 
Additionally, the starting point that all ethics are born from the ability to suffer and the ability to notice 
suffering gives deep hope. After all it is more of finding out how to reframe life and reframe values so 
that the delicate balance between individual life-continuation, society-continuation, and human rights is 
efficacious. | hinted earlier about how this can be achieved when | wrote about a theme in literature in 


which a character is placed in a situation where they have no choice but to recognize that all humans 
live in the same valley of experiential sensation; and that subjectively one does not lose one’s humanity 
even when the transgressor is the self. 


It is manifest that there is no universal Ethic—not among tribes of humans and not even among the 
humans of any given tribe—and so how is it that humanity will be able to unite as a species that values 
its own life-continuation and the continuation of life-on-earth as a complementing and necessary 
ecosystem? The most effective language is that of emotion. And the most effective conduit of emotion 
is art. Effective art is placed in a very special position where without the need for any preaching, human 
somatic responses are evoked, practised, and shared. And literally vital to this idea is the measure of 
“effective” art. An art only relevant to a few in a particular cultural moment might be moving, but 
quickly requires an education to appreciate from beyond that art’s milieu (cans of tomato soup). 
Without a strong degree of efficaciousness—that is: art that manages to withstand the slings and arrows 
of outrageous fortune; time, context, audience. 


| dislike that already | need to defend this thesis against those who would argue that much art—from 
Rothko to Sibelius, Hijikata to Schonberg require immense education to appreciate. True enough. But 
what is pretty miraculous is that populist or folk forms of art are just as effective, and though often 
short-lived, the populist TV programme (The Jeffersons, Evangelion) can change people in the here-and- 
now, and often serve as a gateway into appreciating enduring art. Harry Potter is pretty good, and it yet 
serves as a great catalyst for young people to explore more books and more books. Still, there are many 
works that need no education to appreciate: Shakespeare’s language is universal, as is Beethoven. 
Another goodness of effective art is that unlike scripture, it shows and does not tell. 


This is the genius of the novel or the play. A novel is made up of words, which directly impart 
meaning...but an artist-novelist chooses to arrange the words into a form which, overflowing many 
pages, moves beyond the mere meaning of those words and creates in the reader a deep impression. 
This is why novels in translation still retain such power (unless the translator is not an artist themselves). 
Thomas Mann’s Doktor Faustus is my favourite example of this, although Shakespeare is a more familiar 
example. 


Masses of humans aren’t as thoughtful as individuals. Telling a country to stop polluting their rivers will 
not change this short-sighted activity of life-continuance. Telling one person, and you might convince 
them, but who knows? Whereas a film, book, TV show, dance, poem, painting, play that silently evokes 
a respect for nature will in seep into a populace, and be a change agent. This takes time. Perhaps this 
can explain how generations across cultures sometimes understand each other better than with an 
older generation of their same culture. And again, with good art, human widening is not a goal of the 
art, but a side-effect Please, let’s excuse psychopaths and the pathological. . Art is a point of fixity 
across centuries and continents, because emotions are universal. Powerful art opens the mirror 
neurons, even if just through the medium of sound or paint. 


There is a universe that is only accessible through art, a space completely invisible through anything 
except the filter of human experience. So many bright stars, galaxies that brighten the unknown dark of 
existence, a cosmos as universally navigable to the Zulu as to the Ainu. And as with art, absolutely 
anyone can appreciate a starry night, and with only tiny practice, come to recognize and read the 


constellations that evoke little stars within our tiny selves, little stars that talk to each other across all 
stripes of existence. 


OMeta_01 


Reality is unsatisfactory. All achievements end with the expectation of rest, then further achievement. 
Rest is never permanent, and action always diminishes only to become reinvigorated. Every object 
exists, and therefore is subject to rules of existence: “at some point” gradual change becomes 
noticeable, or silent forces erupt into consciousness. 


Actions can not, ever, be repealed except in the present tense. My callous comment is not retractable 
even seconds after the utterance. A mistake onstage is never recoverable. An ecstasy past will always 
be past; the attempt to reexperience ecstasy is a plan minutely executed only right now. 


Objects separate or gather, but the sheer tyranny of number of nouns is not negotiable. The volume of 
diversity of action, thought, or subject is irreducible. Infinity is a daily intrusion because difference 
never ceases except (perhaps) with personal permanent death. 


Desire is a sweet feeling that can become absolute fury when not slaked; yet fulfilled desire is a 
bittersweet feeling because one can never know if satiety will become static and oppressive, or the 
yearning with all its insecurities will return. 


All the above is Sysphian and Absurd. That is well known. It is also well known that one answer is to 
accept and make the most of such brutal diversity for humans to experience and act: one way or the 
other, those are the only two verbs possible. Zen conceptions embrace the Absurd too. 


| will attempt a metaphysics alternate. A metaphysics to counter the above declarations. Difference 
and existence are concepts that must be retained, because otherwise | would be a dead one writing a 
non-existent philosophy of oblivion. Truth is, this act of creation is staving off my suicide. 


It is tempting to create an alternate /ife to replace this one. That would be fiction. It is a metaphysics 
alternate that | seek, though science fiction might be one of the gates through which we pass. The limits 
of words will make the reading to come less than easy. Pause frequently and reflect. 


Any “thing” is a confluence of properties. Solidity and movement and adjectival attributes intersect with 
each other and create this movable world. The various universal and specific currents mix and make 
whirlpools in the ocean, and every and any experience or object is the result of being pulled down these 
co-incident intersections in a complexity so sublime we just take it that “existence is” rather than 


knowing the dependencies. So the pencil in front of me is a whirlpool of uncountable attributes that 
force me to recognize it; one of these attributes is that of solidity. Another whirlpool in the fabric of 
existence is my knowledge of (say) my friend’s regrets. Solidity is not a part of that existence, but 
nevertheless an intersection of currents cause it to exist and my knowledge if it to exist. 


Such a conception leads to the visualization of flatness, or an ocean (that word is used above). But the 
matrix sustaining these confluences of attributes can only be multidimensional and of such bravado as 
to be unnoticeable in structure; concepts only become manifest when they intersect in just the right 
ways to attain immanence. Blueness does not “flow” from somewhere and clash with my mug to give 
the mug blueness, rather the other confluences create a solidity that allows the invisible current of blue 
to become (finally) noticeable. We see a blue mug, but we do not see “blue” flowing in the air to or 
from the mug. This is simple in that the mug exists in just the right configuration that blueness is 
manifest. 


If so, then everything exists in just the right configurations that make them them. “Moving” is a verb 
that exists, as is “existing” as is “typing”. In all these cases too, attributes flow to and from to form 
comprehension. Remove one attribute from such a confluence, and the thing changes. So contingency 
is the norm, and what sustains countless reality is just intersectionality, which irresistible draws notice 
to human consciousness. If warp and weft create patterns and intersections that reveal patterns, then 
the conception above is a warp and a weft and a woof and a bark and a miao and all that jazz. There are 
sO many conjuctions that pattern experience that trying to isolate the varicolored threads only forms 
tangles in your mind. Allow the weave to pattern as it will, and try to use the resulting multidimensional 
fabric healthily. 


..let’s try again. The attempt above fails quite spectacularly. | will move to the realm of science fiction. 
| need to find a meta-conception of reality that may not exist, but in imagination at least would be one | 
would like to live. 


Absolutely everything is “possible” because we are alive to experience and act. The first prerequisite is 
to be alive. Only death breaks the covenant of experience. We feel, think, and experience in different 
ways. In all ten billion humans and the trillions of experiential beings there is an infinitude of sensation, 
experience, and thought. We are all subject and agents of existence. 


Life is the only possible way to conceive of conceiving. We do not think of inanimate objects as 
processing experience. (Computers are on the way.) So reality is transmitted to and via us experiential 
beings. That is it. All experience is transmission. Transmission in all ways: to, via, and from all lives. 
Intra- and inter-, ex-, in-, co-, and re-. It is well known that there are too many things for one life to 
know. No one can know all. So in the stead of total process, trillions of lives human and non-human 
transmit their experiential realities. We are then all movable windows viewing reality. Windows are 


positioned differently, so while you see the beautiful blue mountain, | see the flat lake before it. You 
experience friendship, and | experience regret. | have a conception of reality, you have a conception of 
spirituality. And so on. 


What is prime in this construction of experience is difference and movability. To ask all humans to have 
the same views of reality is like asking all the inhabitants of all the dwellings in the whole world to all 
have the same view out their windows. Difference is inescapable and vital. These windows we possess 
to access the word are, like our thoughts, movable. What | perceived as pretty five years ago is not the 
same as now. Situations differ, and so must we. It is more hypocritical to hold just one view of reality 
than to let it drift as we change within time’s matrix. 


There is so much in the world. Literally trillions of object, verb, infinity of specificity and generalization, 
moments, sensations pure and mixed, speciation. All these, fleeting and sustaining, form reality. We 
can not forget that “experience” is not limited to humans, all living beings have their realities, even if 
they hold no capacity for memory. The variety is overwhelming, and can only be encompassed by as 
many live beings. Existence is too subtle and baroque to be apprehended. | assign the value of 
goodness to multiplicity. | must, or else the complex filigree is painful. Existence is such a deceptive and 
total structure that it is only through trillions of experiences can it be conceived at all. 


The function then, of experience, is to be a movable window. The only ones to benefit from our views 
might be the other lives in our spacio-temporal locality. Yet experience too arose from the laws of 
physics, and so while life might be rare on the cosmic scale, it is a function of the way the universe works 
and so contravenes no unwritten laws, life flows from physics. 


All the pain and bitterness, lost nostalgia and finding light in the eyes of a stranger, the offensive ways 
object impedes movement and the body tires, the pleasure of a dish of figs or a merely imagined 
sunrise, fiction, poetry, maths and petty bureaucracy, it all is glimpsed through these movable windows. 
Our function is merely to experience and add to the impossible paradoxical yet immanent truth of 
existence. If we too follow the laws of physics quantum and other, then we too are expressions of the 
universe. 


OMeta_02_bridgeTOperspec 


What is it about “down” that is so vital? How come | have never come across a philosophy of down, of 
the ground or floor that supports? Only in metaphor can | find these philosophies: in the form of 
spiritual guidances. Besides life and all that supports life such as air and nutrition, | can think of almost 
no other fundamental that sustains our existence (besides the existence itself). The ground, the most 
constant support throughout all our lives—in fact, the only way to even think of having “no ground” is to 
contrast towards ground: the verbs “to fly,” “float,” “hover” all rely on “ground” or “down” with which 
they operate against. 


The ground is so present as to be unnoticed. At the same time, we are constantly aware of if it. We tire 
after traveling over it (and so find ways to travel more easily), we use it as a support in exercise, we alter 
its quality and feel with different types of flooring or carpet or paving, we envy the astronauts who glide 
over it in free-fall. Yet for all these ways in which we interact against ground, we take it for granted. 
More so than air, more so than gravity, even. It is at the same time the most unnoticed and the most 
worked with support which all on Earth depend. 


But now that | point it out, | have no doubt that all my readers are thinking of astronauts, babies born in 
free-fall, and any number of invented conditions where we may live without a ground. Or perhaps you 
point out other things we take for granted, such as air, the dimensions of space, or the laws of physics. 
All true. All true. 


So in this way, we can use this foundation (pun intended) as a base to question all aspects of existence. 
Why stop at the ground? We take the three dimensions of space for granted because how could we 
live without them? They “hold” the structure of existence with such authority. Edwin Abbot’s Flatland 
imagines creatures living in two dimensions, the concept of a third almost unimaginable to them. 


In science, there are theories which state that the constants of our universe were formed in the fires of 
the Big Bang. And with the wonderful tools of mathematics, we can form models of the universe with 
varying numbers of dimensions (some of them curved, even!). With math, we can change the constants 
of physics and see what happens (read Greg Egan’s Orthogonal series for an exploration of these 
themes). 


But in thinking about the varieties of existence, maths can only take us so far. If we have trouble 
imagining life in more or less dimensions, how can we even imagine existences in which our 
“mathematical objects” can not exist. An existence where 1, 2, 3, 4,5 objects are uncountable because 
even the differences of plural vs. singular can not exist. Or an existence in which the simple idea of “left 
/ right” or the simple ideas of yes / no or 1 and O are impossible. | am not speaking of a negative 


existence, of “nothing,” of negation. Rather, I’d like to know what other might populate separate 
existences, an other that holds true. Concepts that in the context of those existences, make as much 
sense as plural / singular do to us. A schema in which mathematics and logic too, are but qualia. 


Literally unimaginable, and so vital for us to think about. 


Since we can only perceive through the brain, we can never apprehend an existence independent of 
ourselves. Imagination will always be human, and the most abstract and gifted thinkers will always be 
human too. Numbers and logic, math and thermodynamics, laws of physics; truths about the physical 
universe—incredible fortresses of science. Human gifts of human thought. 


These are foundations. The grounds that we use to think. It is no accident that in many languages, 
expressions of instability use words that refer to the ground. We aren’t grounded. You have no grounds 
to say that. | feel unstable. Constants are literally vital for our continued lives in this universe. But 
imagining no ground: start with the literal and extend the metaphor. Wonderful. Wonderful. 


OMeta_03 


Consciousness "lives" in the energies of our brains. The constant flicker and fire of electrical and 
chemical energy across neurons and nerves, structures and messages and signals. It is generally 
accepted that if this electrical weather were to totally end, so would our lives. If the brain stops 
managing the body—we'll die—and if the body stops providing nourishment for the brain—we'd die 
too. This open system is literally dependent on energy renewal in the form of food, drink, and air. 
When the replenishment stops, so too, will we. 


(Parts of the above paragraph seem to posit a difference between brain and body: each one supporting 
the other, "hand in hand," so to speak. But since the brain is a part of the corpus, | believe it can be 
misleading or even dangerous to a priori conjure them to be apart: to be isolate "nouns". All the organs 
[brain included] of the body—are processes that work in conjunction with each other—verbing—in 
time—continuous processes producing [even now] "life". All vital organs are processes which in turn 
vitalize every other organ/process. Certainly, as a medium through which the world is accessed, it is 
easy to prioritize the brain. In our gratitude for life continuation, thanks are due to all the systems, 
verbs, cooperations, brain included.) 


To continue with the renewal necessary for this great process, our life. Beginning with physics: the Law 
of the Conservation of Energy states that energy can neither be created nor destroyed—although it can 
change form. For example, the energy in the form of oils in our food becomes the necessary energy to 
power our bodies, some being used by the brain, some by the muscles, some by the liver, etc, etc. So 
the the energy in the oils becomes electrical energy, mechanical energy, heat, and many other forms of 
energy, which in turn are "converted" and converted again, and we must resupply from time to time and 
eat. Like the energy of the battery in your phone, we need to replenish. Ending that replenishment 
leads eventually to death—but death can also intercede, and end the replenishment when we might 
wish it to continue. 


Ina very literal way, consciousness lives in the continual and ever (re)new/(ed) interplay of electricity in 
our brains. Rather than say that our "consciousness is energy," it might be more accurate to understand 
that the physical structures of the brain are dependent on this energy—which "plays upon" these 
structures and ever evolve jointly so that consciousness is always, and can only be: a verb. 


OPersonal_01 


The mornings bring with them a crispness like that of fresh ice-cream. There is a chilly purity in the 
transparency of the dark mornings—a darkness that will melt with the light and bringing a subtle 
softness that like ice cream, becomes the best time to experience. —Bite my lip in consternation— 
because like ice cream, that perfect consistency soon melts into shapelessness. The morning that 
brought that wonderful texture also brings with it the possibility of spoilt ice-cream. The flavour 
becomes overly sweet, sticky liquid on my fingers like my emotions gumming up the ability to move 
freely and with vitality. The day comes. All| want is night. All | wantis sleep. All | want is another 
morning. | want it so much that if it were possible to go to bed at 12:30pm and sleep to the next 
morning darkness (around three-thirty am) I’d be on the pillow by 12:20. 


OPersonal_02 


Self-harm. There have always been at least two types of self harm (hitting or cutting myself) that 
habitually | engage(d) in. The oldest type is a tantrum: where some extreme of sadness, frustration, and 
self-rage, as naturally as boiling milk foams over, fire nerve impulses with violent movements. Since | 
can only blame myself for such tantrums (the emotions are mine), the rage is turned toward the self, 
and | end up brutalizing my own body in blind and bruising ways. 


The other self harm is much more thoughtful, and hence more insidious. It starts with deep 
psychological pain. Somehow, | have reacted to the environment and feel strong psychic hurt. But this 
pain, being lodged in the emotions, has no material existence. Unlike bodily pain, there is no bleeding, 
no bruise or physical harm which | may blame. No nociception (pain nerves firing). Emotional 
pain...where is it? Inside me...somewhere.. But not very localized, not an object | can touch or probe. It 
has an inner presence, yet is completely invisible. This leads to self harm. Why? Because self-harm is a 
reification, an actualization of this pain. In cutting myself, | can take a purely abstract and internal pain 
and transform it into a shape physical and external. In such a way, distance is gained as well: instead of 
being “a part” of the abstract invisibility of emotional life, the pain comes “apart” from the self, 
becoming external and concrete; and so rather than denying it, | have just moved the locality. My hope 
is that by making these scars external, the emotional scars too would migrate outside my mind. An 
actual wound on the skin which is reassuring for having such concrete reality, and even, vitality. 


Once accomplished, there is a tangible sense of relief. Then things spiral. Then the awareness that that 
small wound on my skin isn’t enough to exorcise the poison. Then comes a very real need to keep going. 
Then | do. Again. And again. Every time, promising to finish, and every time, being pulled back into the 
satisfactions of actualization. At some point, understanding that if | continue I’d likely disable a muscle, | 
stop and take a warm bath, crying and sobbing silently with catharsis while sterilizing the wounds and 
marveling at the smells from same wounds. 


Always cutting in the same place means less social awkwardness: people get used to seeing a certain 
scar, and when the wound is fresh, they usually assume | was picking at it. 


| do it to my face, ear, or throat. This makes perfect sense: there are very real and disfiguring wounds on 
my face that represent the invisible hurts inside. Moreover placing the scars in such a visible place is a 
signal, a tattoo: | have known pain. 


However, let’s make one thing quite clear: the pain comes from me: my reactions or wellspring of 
difficulty. This pain is real enough that | felt | must respect it and externalize it. Yet comparing my pain 
to others, the other 8 billions on the planet, what | feel is a speck. | am blessed in never having lived in a 


war zone, experienced torture or a hideous accident. I’ve never had to scrimp for the calories just to live 
one more day...my life is trivial, my pain is trivial, and the only value it can be assigned is a subjective 
one, in that | am the one living my life, not anyone else. Inasmuch as possible, knowing this is not 
especially helpful, but communicating the knowledge of my own comparative insignificance might offset 
the enormous narcissism of these paragraphs, the enormous narcissism of self-harm. 


The philosophising is mostly done way after the fact, at the post-cutting level. 


OPersonal_03 


In an intellectual, reasoning way—| have come wish to die. What would come "after death," | have no 
idea. The question is totally redundant. After all, if | were to die (and | know | will eventually), wouldn't 
there be no "after" for me? Being dead and all. This "after" would be experienced by the people alive 
after my death, after all. 


| would like to die surrounded by loved ones, all of us totally cognizant of my death, and accepting and 
supporting. Most all of us would like to die surrounded by loved ones...| would like that death to be 
sometime this year. Ideally contact those important people, gather them in some special clinic or 
house, and have them smile at me as | pass into the Undiscovered Country. 


The expressions "early death," or "before one's time" seem to suggest that somehow our allotted span 
of life must somehow expand into old age. But what if | feel that "my time" is nowish? 


We will all die eventually. Is it so abnormal for me to wish it happen this year, when | am thirty-four/five 
years old? There is acommon construct—that suicides are called "selfish," as if the wish to die were 
somehow a disrespect of those who love us. Rather, | think those who won't allow one to die have 
somehow failed in their empathy for the death-wish. After all, it is the suicides life who is most affected, 
rather, ended. 


OPersonal_04 


How sad | feel. Realizing that my philosophical musings are merely derivative, and befret of originality, | 
am again struck by the Great Barrier in coming up with anything fresh. This is especially disappointing 
because there is a true pleasure in philosophising. As far as writing and thinking is concerned, | 
recognize in myself only one idea that is fresh: the idea of impossible to think logics, alternative 
cognitions that are literally not-thinkable, but just as ‘real’ and valid as anything we conceive of through 
the filter of our own existence. This small idea is my own, but surely echoed throughout history by 
many Thinkers more gifted than myself, as the first domino for this idea tripped when reading Stanislaw 
Lem’s book Fiasco in which humans try and make sense of incomprehensible aliens. 


And | grant one more prose(aic) talent: the meander. | know myself to be quite good at starting with 
one set of ideas and meandering with them to a different place, although the ideas themselves are not 
too original, and usually my meander ends with the theme of impossible thought, as described above. 


As far as poetry is concerned: pretty much every artist writes poetry at some time or another. | suspect 
that as no great reader of poetry, and therefore unexposed to the rigors of meter or metronomy, my 
work is just as trite as the next teenager who puts pen to page and writes angst. For Goddess’ sake, | 
can’t even count syllables! 


In the dance studio | feel a talent. In both the extremely frustrating process of choreography and in the 
thrill of leading a workshop, a spark informs me of my worth. Choreography is the hardest thing | do, 
but honestly feel that the efforts are rewarded with a sort of original dance/movement work. 

(Hopefully this isn’t my Leo/Rooster self crying out for attention.) But far from being smug in the studio, 
| am always on the search for new approaches to teaching the body, and try and learn as much from 
other dancers as from masters whose work | (somehow) dislike. And | recognize that many 
choreographic seeds are born when | see dance by someone else—small movements or images that give 
me nutrition to grow my own garden. 


At the same time, as a dancer, | lack. | might have certain muscles achieved with daily effort, and 
flexibility is on my side, but | definitely lack any concrete technique that would wow(!). Even my 
choreographies are rather simple in that there are relatively few movements in any span of time, since | 
lack the focus and training to keep up and remember complex movements for any duration. | am more 
of an artist, and dance is one method towards art...but as a dancer-artist | lack powers of concentration 
and memory. 


As a workshop teacher, | apply everything | know and think to participants. In that role | focus sharply 
on each and every individual, even with twenty people in the room, yet at the same time ideas and 


techniques leap from my mind with such profusion that | need to consciously slow down and let the 
dancers explore. The reason for the overflow is a simple one: all the juvenile philosophising, all the 
philosophical regurgitations that surface in my writing—I apply them to dance. Put unprettily, you could 
say | vomit philosophy onto dancers and pass it off as “original method”. Put prettily, you could say | 
connect philosophy with movement, and show how philosophy and being are intimately connected in 
the body, and how to adjust those connections for various purposes. In this way my workshops are 
rather rigorous yet free-wheeling. I’d like to think that my synthesis of different ideas becomes 
something rather my own, but | just don’t know about that. But | do think the body is a vital and so 
immediate locus to experience philosophy. 


Since my talents lie more in the realm of applying what | know rather than creating the new, I’m good at 
café philosophy. This is just a parlor trick, really. Taking ideas from Sartre and using them to shoot the 
breeze with a friend is just applied engineering. If anything, the more philosophy | read, the more | 
realize just how many of my ideas have either been more fully explored by more powerful intellects 
than my own or just how much | regurgitate. 


OPerspecives 01 


Relationship to emotions, judgements and opinions. Keith and Abel. 


Emotions | have. They seem to be like strong currents in a three dimensional scape, as graspable as 
wind, pulling hither, yon, sometimes convulsing into hurricanes of lethal gale perfectly capable of 
tearing, ripping. A heat from the south, or a sinewy sharp gust from above. Like a smart sailor there are 
times when | can deploy sheets to the wind and go far; but there are times when those sheets of self 
come twist and knot, or, to change metaphors, self becomes a fire either snuffed or powered by these 
air streams. Therefore certain winds can be accounted for and used or avoided by the study of the 
coming clouds. While a bit of predictive metrology is possible, emotions are invisible like wind and so 
never truly graspable. Emotions are to be felt, withstood. | can, | do, use them to steer and fuel my fire, 
to billow sails. 


The image has limits as of course because it conceives of emotional experience as always something 
somewhat passive, and allows not for one to self-power oneself into good directions. It must be allowed 
that there are at least two weather systems, in my own being and in the exterior. Sometimes beautiful 
storms or damaging heat-waves come from interactions of these patterns. No wonder the forcast is not 
reliable. 


As | seem to be made of weak bamboo and paper, opinions and judgements too are whirls and corolis 
affected mini weather systems within my joints. Ever at the mercy of a wind from a different direction, 
yet still | affect a measure of control over this meat covered body in order to gather certain coloured 
streams, let others blow away and out, or allow new tidal movements. In short: the mental tools of 
opinion and judgement as as invisible and ungraspable as those emotion winds. | merely deploy my 
limbs in ways to keep those invisible mental tools consistent, or move them so that some over-strong 
current won’t shred the paper self that fills this one body. 


Alternative. 


There are those whose emotions have solid affect. Emotion-nouns almost offensively wayward in how 
they press close. The thought-shapes these people live with are variously comfortable or unpleasant 
objects. An icy warm love that melts in your hot hands, or the dry tinder grass of desire aflame yet 
always grows back. Judgements and opinions like wirework propping and supporting object-thought, 
wireworks that bend with weight or stretch thin at times. Which one you choose to look at and what 
looms large and soothingly or sharp and small or any other combination. To grasp a slippery happiness; 
the small resentments like grit from the beach; the soapy bubbles of small amusements; sturdy prop of 
helper love; unexpected memory shard; sticky strange friendship. Or one can back oneself into a corner 
and merely observe, an ineffective disengagement since the gaze can never truly be still. 


These are only approximations...the two conceptions above are approaches, not positions above 
reproach. Emotions are pre-verbal; descriptions of how they are experienced are dissonant from wet 
feeling. Just as equations describing a falling object’s speed are accurate descriptors, but not at all the 
same. 


Option Three. 


One third image. Postulate emotions as if nourishment. The act of tasting, smelling, swallowing, effort 
to masticate: aren’t emotions as proximate, vivid, undeniable as an act of eating? Like nourishment, 
emotion is literally responsible for the movements of our physical bodies, and to a greater or lesser 
extent, becomes our very beings. Emotions travel the interstices of being, causing growth or leaving 
poison. As the foodstuff does not always taste as healthy as it might be, astringent feelings too add 
nutritive value or not; some tastes pass right away, others leave persistent aftertastes. Food is 
chemically converted into bio-electrical muscle movement—the same is true of feelings. We try and 
eliminate the noxious feelings lest they infect us. As a meal passes invisible (but sometimes felt) 
through the digestive tract and leaves traces of health or poison, emotions too have their invisible 
movements within the soul. One tries to only eat delicious and healthy things, but there is strange 
satisfaction in indulging something overly bitter or greasy. Emotions like foods are immediate 
sensations, but the effects on our bodies and souls take time (years even) to notice. And if one is 
starving, one might partake of the most available food, unhealthy though it might be. There are people 
(often teenagers) who have the worst kinds of habits but somehow grow up fine. Some don’t care what 
they eat. Eating badly is not always a choice. And that is where this image fails, as emotions are not 
always choices, and we partake of them with no end—a movable feast indeed! Even an absence of 
significant feeling worms though a person and changes them, for worse or better. 


All these images—indeed almost all my writing, ever—is comparing apples to oranges. Of course! 
Emotions aren’t food, weather patterns, or objects. Emotions are themselves. My paragraphs are 
frame shifts imposed from the outside. | believe in the absolute importance of transformation. 
“Things,” especially “things in the sphere of experience” must be transformed into Other for them to be 
understood. Speaking about emotion in its own terms is fine, and speaking about cognitive experience 
in its own language is fine too. But | feel that there is an immense added value in transmuting “things” 
into imagery. The alchemic power is in that something as untouchable and invisible and silent as 
“limerence” can retakes its freshness if it were shown as if limerence were “a constant green melody— 
how | feel about that person and their being—weaving through the ever movable now,” which gives 
sensory impress to anyone with a modicum of imagination. Rage, “strictly,” is as silent as the emotion 
of gentle grace, but synaethetically it is a roar, while grace is something less loud. So even before the 
act of metaphor, emotions invade our limbic senses. What | do is an attentive act of transformation that 
gives abstract experience some manipulable and communicable aspect. | do it to soothe myself, to 
make art, and to find new ways to colour reality. 


OPerspectives 02 


Those so disposed know this: self-hatred always finds a way. If one is disposed to self-hatred, then it will 
find excuses to flourish like the weeds in the desert able to survive on the mere hint of dew in arid wind. 
Looked at this way, self-hatred is such a force—and in metaphor at least, a life-force. In the negative 
sense of flourishing: a poison weed that chokes the fields of more giving plants, and we end up 
malnourished because these poison weeds don’t provide vegetables or fruits. We water, we tend to 
the giving plants, and inadvertently splash nourishment onto the weeds. We root them up, turn the soil, 
but there is a silent anxiety that one day they'll sprout again. Suddenly(!) that anxiety becomes the 
weed. Self-loathing is always tended, and therefore attended, by other nourishments. Attended by 
other nourishments: yes, because noticing and working daily with the weeds becomes the pruning 
process and feedback process necessary to self-growth, and therefore is conducive to carefully helping 
the giving-fields give vital nourishment. 


This metaphor is apt for those who move. But for those who do not move? The soul so overeaten by 
poison weeds that it is hard “enough” to metaphorically go outside into exposure and prune the bad 
and help the good. This “enough” is as good as a feast. It is possible to overeat an excess of dis-energy. 
The lethargy of an excess of dis-movement. The belly swollen with an emptiness difficult to transmute 
into activation; the muscles of the will atrophy, and the bloated heaviness of absolutely nothing. 
Recognize that “enough” can be nothing at all...no visible oppression or tyranny. And into that 
ungraspable nothingness one understands that the self is to blame. Magically the blame assigns 
heaviness to thin air, and so every fresh breath that should give life-oxygen seems to blindly prioritize 
carbon monoxide. 


It is even likely that these metaphors end up too as binds, excuses for dis-movement or watering the 
weeds of self-loathing because they are closer to us. Then the frame of metaphor becomes a prison, 
and the hard framework slowly bruises our protective skin. Verily, the fact of “metaphoring” emotion is 
to give an invisible and hurtful presence a solid aspect. Giving materiality to unseen feelings is soothing, 
as it has the dual function of object-ifying the immaterial winds that hurt us so, and therefore providing 
distance and apartness for us to see them objectively: an objectivity. (This play on words is fruitful.) 
Where objectifying, and object-ifying harms is that it give lie to the idea that these emotions are apart of 
us, but really they are a part of us so never separate. 


The only way then to remove these sticky harms that are a part of us is to change “us”. To become a 
being in which those harms are not a part of us. The noxious feelings are always felt by us and so we 
ourselves are the source and recipients of toxicity. We must depart into a different “we”. We must 
arrive different from when we departed. Continual arrival or continual departure. 


We must change who we are. How how, how? How? As suggested above, we are not static objects. A 
table might always be a table until it is acted upon, but it could not turn itself into dinner plates. We, on 
the other hand, have the capacity to metamorphose ourselves. We can be acted upon, and in turn act 
of ourselves. (If as some say, free-will is an illusion, it is at least a useful one.) We live in a one way 
stream called “time,” which conveniently provides the space and potential to morph or evolve. 


A lazy mental habit is conceiving of anything as truly static. Another laziness is to think of anything as 
ever being able to truly “revert”. | don’t dispute the idea that | may revert to depression, or that | revert 
the computer to its original configuration,etc. Every reversion still occurs at a newer place in time than 
before. Every return home is a new return, and every “reset” to a previous version still happens newly. 
The pendulum swings back, but it swings back in time, as evidenced by the clock face changing. Even 
were the pendulum to stop, time would not. And any “previous configuration” of any system has value 
because of the contrast between what was and what is, in the previous might have worked well enough 
to recall, or might still have lessons to teach—it is important to notice that that efficacy of those lessons 
are recalled for the sake of the present or future time, and so never can be true reversions or returns. 
The fantasy of the true return is simply that, a nostalgia for a differently experienced present-tense. 


When you look to change an habit in your life, or realize a project, where do you look? Do you look at 
the past, see what your tendencies are, and use that research to modify your present self to have a good 
outcome in the future? Or alternatively, do you look to the future, imagine the obstacles and situations, 
and modify your present self to have a good outcome? Or do you do both? 


One point of view: a strong foundation is essential for any undertaking. Take the time to build strong 
foundations, and that base will serve you. Often, those stabilities are outside the self, and we modify 
our situations to make those undertakings easier. We know that we have moods subject to the external 
world, and so if those externalities are more stable, so are we. 


Another point of view: everything always changes, and the external world is harsh in its undeniable 
influence. Rather than rely on those foundations—which are at heart subject to the laws of nature—| 
rely on myself, and find a strong stability in myself that will allow the undertakings despite shifting 
externals. 


Another point of view: everything changes, always. Externals and internals. In being pliant, | can adjust 
to both kinds of change—myself and my situations are constantly modifying each other and so it is only 
in flexing that | can achieve anything well. 


That with the continual ebb and flow of all things, the pendulum of the days and seasons, things go and 
return. 


Rather than exploring a technique to emerge from self-loathing, | would like to explore a technique for 
curing dis-movement. 


Finally, we come to a point where metaphors and word-objects do no good; life is lived now and all the 
difficulties or nourishments are invisible yet present in time lived in the present. What a gift that 
present that is! 


OPerspectives 03 


Knowing that reality is malleable comes with maturity. The extent to with reality is malleable was made 
clear to me in an experience in Japan. | was in charge of lighting the pathway to a new Butoh-specialty 
theatre. Since the theatre was a traditional building, and the producer extremely tightfisted, coming up 
with an elegant but cheap pathway lanterns was a challenge. What | did was buy some small traditional 
Japanese birdcages, made of thin wood and rectangular—intended for sparrows. | faced them with 
hand-made Japanese paper and inserted little light bulbs in the bottoms. Lining the path with these 
lanterns, | felt no small triumph at the literal applause that the production members gave. The very next 
day, the star of the new theatre took a look at my handiwork and with no bones about it, said she 
“hated them” and that they were “cheap”. Following her example, the previous people who had 
applauded dissembled and began, too, to disdain those very same lanterns. 


This experience of inconsistency gave to realize that what was (beautiful lanterns) has no relationship to 
what is (cheapo lanterns). The lanterns were once beautiful, but at a word, their very existence took on 
an ugliness that represented all the disappointed hopes that were placed in me. For the coworkers 
whose attitude were so malleable the issue is not that the lanterns were beautiful, but that they are 
ugly. To be more precise, the current ugliness of the lanterns seeped backwards in time so that they 
“were ugly all along”. Memories edited, an adjective placed by a powerful person travelled back in time: 
if time travel to alter the past were possible, our memories would shift too and none would notice. Only 
one person was even aware of an inconsistency, and that one person (me) adhered so much to a certain 
position that the dislocation was sharply felt. 


A powerful agent invokes difference, and group dynamics uses human strength to edit memories. Now, 
in terms of opinion, this is no rarity. It happens all the time, such as when Jane Somers pulls aside the 
curtain to reveal Doris Lessing, or Robert Galbraith becomes J.K. Rowling. Or how The Shining is seen as 
a masterpiece even as it was derided when it was released. More startlingly are the edits to the past 
that alter quantity rather than quality: involve nouns and actions rather than adjective. | lost ten dollars 
is hardly equivalent to losing a hundred dollars, yet it is a lie we like tell when we misplace our wallet. 
More saddeningly, the atrocity edited from the textbooks is blatant abuse of reverse perspective. In the 
same vein, “current events” are broadcasts of mostly unhappy things from one perspective, and so to 
look at the news from decades ago is to see an age that may have actually been much more or less 
happier than recorded. The acts of benevolence unrecorded are forgotten, the loss of lives 
minimized...what was it like, really? If the memory of injustice fades, acts literally edited out of history, 
what can we know of the “now,” much less how to make “now” more equitable? 


Happily, humans have memory. Time travel is possible because we are capable of affirming difference. 
My use of the term time travel is sly, but it makes some sense: “no, it wasn’t so,” or “Il remember 
elsewise” are differences that keep the consciousness alive. To know and communicate one’s own 
version of events might be derisively called “revisionary,” but the word is true to itself: to see again. 


With momentum and subtlety the past changes once again and actions invisible and lost to memory 
reappear, with new lessons and fresh perspectives. Re-vision. As with all my philosophy, this tool is one 
to be used with care. When | let go of an old grudge because | re-vision a friend’s actions, the friend is 
dear to me again. On the other hand, | could blanket over my ignoble selfishness with a past tense “1 
had good intentions,” and learn nothing from having hurt someone. It is harder to edit the past when 
large groups of humans are involved. It takes discernment to notice dissonance, and courage to show it. 
Groupthink and mass media are powerful editors of the past. Moreover, when is dissonance healthy 
and when is it damaging? 


As must be apparent in this and other writings, | advocate a thoughtful approach. It is easy to make 
guidelines such as to always ask “what can change with re-vision? Who will be harmed and who 
benefited? What can be learned or proliferated?” 


Beyond thoughtfulness, one of the most difficult and powerful dissonances is the transformation of the 
future. Just as a form of time-travel is possible as shown above, so is it possible to alter the future. This 
is an effective use of dissonance and groupthink. In less science-fictional terms: simple prejudice. Bad 
prejudice limits our expectations of others, and by projection, actually limits them. This is so obvious 
that | feel tempted to not write why, but explanations will help further these paragraphs. A prejudice is 
a frame that creates borders on reality. The result is that anything witnessed will only be understood 
within the lens of the pre-judgement. The frame becomes unnoticeable to the point where reality itself 
bends to fit within the borders, and what falls outside the frame becomes immediately “reframed” to 
match. 


As with all time-travel, too many times prejudice is used for the bad: a pre-judging of something 
(say....people with dark skin); that pre-judgement affects expectation and therefore outcome. As all 
scapegoats know, all oppressed people know, and all losers know, expectation often creates or limits 
outcome, because expectation has real psychological power, and reality is malleable. A more pedestrian 
example comes back to my lanterns: the bad opinion of them meant that all my work for many weeks to 
come was pre-labeled as bad no matter the quality of the actual concrete work itself. 


We should be on the lookout to where ever pre-judgements exist. Wherever prejudice raises its head. 
In fact, | counter prejudice with my own prejudice in the happiest way possible. Before any encounter, 
any expectation or formulation of another person or their work or experience, | ask myself to be biased 
towards the best. To meet new people and already expect them to be wonderful is to create wonderful 
encounters. To believe in the potential of a workmate is to create the potential in them, and often to 
activate it, too. Naiveté. The strength of the good expectation or the happy prejudice is the strength to 
keep such an attitude in the face of disappointment. The courage of naiveté. A purity from an adult 
perspective: the purity earned within all the little pettinesses and cynical habits. 


OPerspectives 04 


The core question that the Eternal Adolescents like me tend to ask is “what is the meaning of life?” This 
question is formulated very carefully. If one were to ask the “reason” of life, or the “purpose” of life, 
answers are forthcoming. The reason of life—why is one alive? The answers is a tautology, but self- 
evident as it were: one is alive because one was born; one was born because of strong biological 
imperatives; one often obeys these imperatives and creates life, too. With all the extreme biological 
and physiological drives implanted in every human, it is surprising that one should even ask what the 
“purpose” of life is: the purpose of life is to live it and continue it, obviously. From the desire for a good 
meal, sleep, elimination of waste, sex, conviviality—even in the perversions which lead to harm, humans 
are directed towards continuing life, their own and others as well. Some humans even have the desire 
to provide for non-human life—which in prospering is in the end too serving the great Life of human 
continuance. 


| will here explain only one angle of approach to the question. There are many angles to approach the 
question. 


“Meaning” is a more subtle question than reason or purpose. “Meaning” asks for significance—it is 
question that implies the presence of a signifier, a sign, symbol. The word itself has its etymology in the 
Old English word meanan, to intend, to signify, coming from the same of Old German. Ask the meaning 
of AX | can say it means ki or “tree.” Asked the meaning of a particular dance movement, | can say “the 
fingers flutter because of the presence of the Holy winding through them.” Asked the meaning of my 
name: “vapour” in old Hebrew. And so on. To ask for meaning is to imply the sign, and by extension 
with the same etymology, ask for significance. Meanings are beyond logic, beyond mere origins. 
Meanings ask for signals. In a word—asking “how is my life important?” A question that unconsciously 
wants to be given for life-continuance beyond biological drives: does this life, this span of several 
decades, actually signal anything at all beyond itself? 


Meaning is something assigned to a sign; lives aren't signs. 


But as we know that our thoughts are eternally bound up with Life, there can be no answer Beyond Life. 
Everything we do can only hold significance to those who are alive or unborn. In 2,000 years this one 
human life may “mean” nothing, but for several decades it has significance for other lives. There is truly 
no human whose life has not been held important by some other; even the lives of the most 
marginalized, obscure, or unknown humans are seen as significant by an empathic others—even if that 
other has never heard the name of or knows not the existence of one specific human being on another 
continent. An importance attached to beings without specificity; this is completely valid. It is 
demonstrated by the most basic tenets of all the biggest philosophies on Earth, which deny the inviting 


concept of solipsism. Uncountable humans feel compassion to beings born and died millennia ago, or 
beings who will live centuries hence. 


So “What is the meaning of life” is anserwrable in reflection to other lives. Another question that 
usually follows is the all pervasive query of the overpopulated 21st century: “am | important?” 


“Am | important?” This question, looked at etymologically, also begs for extension: “important”: “be 
significant,” from Latin importare (important), bring in, carry, convey: assimilated from “in” with “port”. 
“Am | important?” = “Do | bring anything in?” The etymology is clear: to bring something in is to have 
significance, meaning. A reformulation of the question might easily be “do | contribute anything?” The 
existential search for meaning in life is tangled with the question of significance and contribution. No 
one wants their life to be a cipher, a Zero. An old insult is “you are a Zero,” tantamount to telling 
someone they have no meaning, no import in life. 


But as I’ve said, the significance one feels in life can only be bound up within this life. Even in the case of 
“delayed gratification,” where your life or effort might attain import only posthumously, imagination 
sustains us through bitter pastures. There are some who are more vital: they experience pleasure in the 
act itself with no request for recognition. 


In English, all this playing with etymology takes us this far, but the same conclusions could be reached 
without the aid of word games simply by taking in the implications of the question itself. “The meaning 
of life” wants to know the utility of a life, the sign of the whole, turning what is actually a verb 
(continuing existence / life) and giving it the status of anoun. What is it that my life as a whole signifies? 
The only possible answers lie either within the self or within others. 


a) the self can find significance in various ways. The pleasure of action, manifold desires and 
interactions with others, or a personal philosophy. 


not to be mutually excluded with 


b) the ways in which one affects others makes one aware of personal significance. 


There are only these two accesses of self. The self accessing, and judging the self, or the self using other 
humans as a mirror to shape one’s own perception of one’s self by various degrees. Most of us 
experience a mix. It would be nice to write that “the meaning of life is up to you,” but it is the rare 


person who is totally unaffected by surroundings, and as the members of any marginalized group know, 
feeling valid can be quite difficult without a degree of recognition. This is why saying “thank you” is so 
vital so many cultures, and expressing gratitude a core component of many faiths. To express thanks is 
to give import to someone, to recognize them... 


Internalize this concept of life-meaning and signifiers and significance, and one has such a hard time 
returning to phatic phrases. As if suddenly, every hitherto phatic phrase becomes sincere. One small 
example: at work, when being corrected for a mistake, | thank my coworkers before apologizing, which 
gives them the sense that they have helped me, and adds to their life-meaning. This custom of mine 
startles them, but at least | startle them with a smile. 


This is how philosophy can change lives. From a galaxy-wide perspective, maybe life means nothing (the 
sun will blow up), and we’re all going to die and all will return to elemental molecules. We the readers 
of this text won’t be around to experience that (it would be interesting), but have only the bookends of 
death and birth where we may act. Action is possible for many of us, and so the end proposal here is to 
act in ways that incur health and meaning in others, and by reflection, ourselves. 


OPerspectives 05 


Since | believe that philosophy and ideas have invisible super-powers over us humans, | could never 
dismiss philosophizing as empty. It is only empty if you choose it to be so. 


Pithy phrases reach us like seeds scattered on the wind: 99.9% will fail to grow—but some phrase, some 
apt sentence might stay with one long enough to grow, bloom, blossom. Only by choosing to cultivate 
them can any gnomic words really change us. 


Most of the time, we'll read something like "you reap what you sow," and think, "huh. Yea. What a 
good way of putting it," and then move on, shallowly affected for a few minutes. Sometimes one might 
even think "how trite!" Or "that's all very well, but | still gotta go to work today." 


But no matter how trite seeming, when you internalize and mull a phrase—its implications—exegesis— 
even!—it will change you. Many years ago John Fleming said to me "Abel get with it! Every step you 
take is a step into the future!" Yeah, a trite truth at first glance, maybe. But his words really stuck with 
me. Thinking those words for many, many years has had an immeasurable affect on who | am at this 
moment. Thank you, John. 


Luckily, not all the quotes and pretty sentences we meet take root. To a degree, we can choose which 
ideas we deepen. The point is, these ideas can be shallow or deep, affecting or trite—we may choose. 
The degree to which one sentence may change you depends on the amount of mental effort you use in 
its service. 


Then, to evolve in concert with an idea—well! 


..and if | choose to read a whole book of a philosophy, and find myself affected in a good way...| reread 
it! 


OPerspectives 06 


We perceive things in the world, and what we know about them informs our perceptions and 
experiences of them. For example, we see a coffee pot filled with brown liquid. Because of our long 
history of coffee pots with coffee inside them, assuming that that brown liquid is indeed coffee is pretty 
safe, even if sometimes it turns out to be Dandelion tea. In the same way, we can see something that to 
all appearances is “real,” and know that it is not, in fact—real. For example, we see a movie with 
violence. Because of our long history of watching movies and knowing the conventions of movie 
making, assuming that the violence in a movie is not real is pretty safe, although in the same coin we 
assume that the violence in a documentary might be real. In other words, our informed perception of a 
reality changes the nature of that reality itself, magically turning brown liquids into coffee or giving is 
the empathic distance needed to enjoy an action flick. And the power of a documentary comes from 
that knowledge. In this way, artists and magicians of every stripe, from the con-artist to the stage 
magician manipulate reality for certain ends. 


In a certain reductive light, these ways of playing with our information (that lives in the mind) against 
what we perceive (with the sense organs) could “always” be thought of as type of untruth. There are 
untruths that we enjoy (fictional narratives), and other untruths that are harmful, like forged legal 
documents used to cover up bribery. I’m sure you can come up with many, many examples of all kinds 
of untruths. So, to sum up: information (correct or not) about objects changes our perception of those 
object—a perception that may be betrayed or confirmed. 


| am going to use a heavy word now: judgement. Based on multiple sources of information and teeming 
assumptions, we are constantly judging, that is—assigning—qualities to phenomena. Most of the time, 
especially in relation to graspable object, our judgements are more-or-less on the mark. The apple will 
taste like an apple. The stair will hold our weight. The train to Kyoto will go to Kyoto, a dollar bill is 
worth one dollar. This is all fine. It really is fine: if we were to encounter every object “in itself” as 
something completely new and unknown, daily life would be unnavigatable; we receive information 
about unexperienced phenomena via information transmission. Intra-personal transmission: to me the 
cold ocean is brisk, but ultimately pleasant, so | will go again next winter. Inter-personal transmission: 
my friend says JIF peanut butter is salty—I don’t like salty PB, so | buy SM brand instead. Cultural 
transmission: cooperation is preferable to rocking the boat. And so on, ad nasum. Direct transmission, 
such as CAUTION FLOOR IS WET or on the cover of a book: “The New York Times calls this novel the best 
book of mysteric criticism since J. Pohl's Rising Wetley.” Really, though, this information is convenient! 
Most of my friends tell me the film Reality Roadboat is incredible, and | pay $10 ona film ticket. 
Somehow | absorbed the notion that the sunset at the beach is pleasant, so | go see one and, wow! A 
math textbook is assigned for MATH701, so | don’t pick it up as a beginner’s primer. | don’t think | need 
to go on about how else information and assumptions are transmitted. Doubt plays a role as well, giving 
humans a tool to avoid scams and unpleasant situations. And further, the mood I’m in when | receive or 
perceive something will affect my responses and hence, future actions concerning said “something”. 


It can all be rather complex, or all rather simple. Either way, these concrete and abstract, directly or 
indirectly received information about Things in the World influence us to such a degree that they are 
impossible to extricate. For clarity, let me introduce two terms that will make further discussion easier 
“labels” and “things”. “Things” are just that: things in themselves: a red car, a 123 min long opera, a bar 
of white chocolate. “Labels” are the qualities assigned: a fast red car, a 123 min long masterpiece opera, 
a bar of sweet white chocolate. 


My primary concern—an overriding concern that preoccupies me daily—is how humans become 
trapped within labels. In Doris Lessing’s words, “prisons we choose to live inside”. In common parlance, 
“prisons” have a negative connotation; the labels that we live by are more like handrails, comforting 
guides in what would be the peril of unlimited freedom of how to think about things—helpful and 
useful. But before we know it, we’re only going the routes those handrails take us, not venturing into 
the unfamiliar, or judging others based solely on hearsay: the rails become prisons. This is so 
interesting, because the power to actually change reality is embedded in these labels. How is it that 
someone may be a mediocre drummer, but receive the critical acclaim of someone famous, and by and 
by, become a brilliant drummer? Or that a bad rumor about a hardworking colleague might actually 
create the conditions for that colleague to be worse at their job? My concern is how these invisible 
labels of things create prisons for ourselves and for others. The assumptions about the selfish nature of 
humans, or the “shallowness of the masses” are so deep they shape reality. As everyone who has ever 
known anyone well, there are very few truly “shallow” people, just different primary concerns and 
presentation. What false adversarial relationships sometimes exist! To hear the “shallow masses” being 
spoken of pejoratively by the privileged educated, or to hear blue-collar workers resenting the 
snobbishness of the educated elite. Just as stereotypes about race are taboo, | long for the day when 
labels of all other humans become recognized for the limits that they present. 


The third tribe. 


In America, the term “Third Coast” is used to refer to the wide coast stretching from Texas to Florida, 
and is alternative to the binary of West Coast and East Coast that prevails in media. The term is 
especially used by the music industry to promote everything from Texas based Country music, Zydeco, 
and Spirituals. 


| believe that there is a “third tribe” rising in the world of the 21st century. Those of us between borders 
and cultures, not merely one foot in one country and the other in another culture, but even more multi, 
with dextral in one set of customs and the sinistral in other cognitions, a patchwork of points of view 
and values, shifting streams and colours. More than bi-cultural, more even than multi-cultural: a liminal 
tribe always at the threshold of adaption, but never truly able to embrace the Others - only empathize. 


To us of the Third Tribe, these Others emerge as we age. An otherness that gradually replaces home 
soil, so that even in nativity the roots of our tree are loose and easily transplantable. This is different 
from the “not-fitting-in” that affects all sensitive people - rather Third Tribe people all know what it is to 
fit in, they know the comforts of adaption and the contours of smooth communication. Yet 
nonwithstanding these satisfactions, they have by habit no choice but to step elsewhere, realign, 
knowing as they do the limits of any system and so coming to know an otherness that only keeps them 
on the move, intellectually and often geographically. 


Really the striking fate of the Third Tribe is not so much a lack of ability to form lasting relations in any 
location, as to be at the same time immersed enough in that Other to empathize with them, even invest 
in them, while yet unable to loose the disposition of liminality that manifests as a a high altitude or 
profound depth, weighted by or gliding above cultural currents; a high bird or seabed creature unable 
but for fleeting moments to keep an even keel. 


We are troublesome, aloof, arrogant, perceptive, humble, flexible, adaptive, warm, and brilliant. 
Completely reliable in our ability to retain individuality (a skill the third tribe must possess to live well) 
and totally sincere. Troublemakers by unconsciously challenging unspoken conventions, breaking 
unworded covenants, and sometimes shockingly lacking in common-sense. Naiveté is the happiest part 
of our lives, and we have mastered the art of bending to the wind like the wild corn stalk and 
straightening up as ourselves, always. Lacking stable foundations from an outside, Thirders form 
stabilities within themselves, stabilities that are always in need of flexibility so that only graspable are 
the edges of the frame, a concrete sensation in the palm of the hands and the physical muscle moments 
needed to reframe themselves in any situation encountered. 


The Third Tribe will always be rare, even among those growing up amist relocation, migration, 
immigration, and multi ethnicity - though these conditions in the do outline textbook cases. Thirders are 
“slobalized,” but instead of implying global monoculture(s), Thirders’ globalism is local and variable, as 
they are automatically uncomfortable in rigidity: a fact that resolves itself in their deep respect for local 
conventions across the globe. | say “they,” but also write “we, because | am a Thirder, and still know full 
well the fragmentation of our uncoalesced and invisible community. The flexibility of the Thirder is 
tested in meeting other Thirders: we don’t always recognize each other, and when we do, we might be 
in such different cultural modes as to fail to meet on the level of intention and judgement: after all, 
many shifting frames are contained in just one Thirder, so might they tangle and dislocate in meeting a 
similar mobile system with different inertia. 


Up to now, it sounds like Thirds suddenly and abruptly frame-shift cultural nodes randomly. This is not 
true. The frames shift situationally: to put a simplicity on it, the zooming out or refocus happens when 
the Thirder comes across the un-understood 10% of a culture they 90% understand. Or, in the invisible 
winds of human relations, when stray body language or other expressiveness catches in our filters and 

the need to reanalyze our role deposition us. 


How does one become a Thirder? It happens slowly, with an acceptance of, and knowing that the 
mishaps of cultural misunderstanding will never be fully absent despite one’s best efforts - the irony is 
that one does understand, but is unable to evolve fully into the Other without loosing consciousness 
brought by wide, wide vistas. These vistas glimpsed, multiple sceneries fully inhabited by the Third, 
naturally and slowly create the pre-disposition which, emphasized, creates the Third disposition. What 
truly matters is the propensity of the individual - the Third can be outgoing, easygoing, OCD, introverted, 
purple, green, or rainbow; what matters is the slow triangular evolution, to become Devil’s Advocate, 
the exceptional habit to not-fit-in while retaining happy intentions. The intentions should always survive 
the lack-of-belonging-sense, because despite all our intentions we are dispositioned to see too many 
modes of being. It is an uncomfortable disposition, but one that one must retain. 


The word is apt: we are dis-positioned. The hardship of the Third position is no joke. In always failing to 
meet cultural expectations, accused of stubbornness or unreliability, the “reset” button pushed so often 
on our lives that a proud and weathered plume rises without our knowledge and we are justifiably 
accused of pride and aloofness. In fact, we want to be receptive and amiable, and wish to be noticed 
that the quiet flame we carry is just the same as the flame in any other human’s. 


We know what it is to be immersed in another culture...but then need to come up for air. 
We know what it is to go "home"...and find our ethics no longer match. 


We know what it is to not have a "home " to return to. 


Every Third knows what it is to rebel- to live in dis-position. 


We know that the depth of an experience is sometimes the same as the width of the same experience. 


We are easy to dismiss and hard to ignore. 


OTime_01 


One of the most difficult to deny realities is the perceived shift from future to past tense. Despite some 
solid Physics that shows that time does not exist as we experience it, we humans do indeed perceive 
and remember, at the least, difference. The perception of time is inseparable from this recognition of 
difference: the hour hand has moved, time has passed; slowly crow feet form from smiling, | have aged, 
time has passed; the steady accumulation of years of practice making a virtuoso; the meal that was in 
front of me is now inside me. 


Time passed—time passes—time will pass. Aren’t these three tenses just different ways of articulating 
difference? Even if we “zone out,” the laws of biology guarantee a difference in our physical and mental 
(aren’t they the same, in the end?) states. When we sleep, time passes. In that deep sleep that comes 
from overwork, when no sooner does our head rest upon the pillow than the sun suddenly shines 
brilliant on our eyes—this instantaneous transition when we seem to leap and lose hours of time—isn’t 
this “loss” of time due to the fact that we cannot perceive the minute differences that mark one 
moment to the next? In short, that deep sleep robbed me of my senses and ability to notice change, 
and so an empirical gap of several hours has passed “unnoticed”. 


And yet how implacable, impartial these few hours have been! Time has imperturbably been applied to 
all things and all beings. An eyebrow, a bus axle, magma, the stars of Ursa Minor, magma...all have 
age—change—in those hours. Even as we wake, we become cognizant of difference (the window has 
changed color), and know that the time is different. We are older, and so is everything else. 


It was only in the absence of cognizance that time disappeared—ultimately a disappearance that cannot 
maintain if we come to our senses. In short: only in an interruption or distortion of our cognitive 
processes, which then alters or cancels our ability to perceive change, have we the hope of “escaping 
time”. Then by extending this line of logic, couldn’t one say that “time” is infact wholly dependent on 
difference? After all difference wil! happen, whether we are there to notice it or not. 


Consider the most basic artificial division of time: the measure of a second. In 1967, a second was 
officially defined as the time that elapses during 9,192,631,770 (9.192631770 x 10  ) cycles of the 
radiation produced by the transition between two levels of the Cesium 133 atom. This definition can 
not be untangled from difference. And suggestively, it can not be removed from movement. In human 
measurements, time can not escape difference or movement. So one could say that movement and 
difference are the medium through which time passes. Or posture the reverse!: time is the medium 
through which movement and difference occur. Ultimately, the various laws of relativity make the 
disentanglement of these three concepts impossible; the semantic barriers between these terms are for 
the sake of human convenience. 


So, let’s stick with human convenience for now. By the time we notice a moment, it has passed. 
Difference has “always happened”. When we experience “moment,” since we have the cognitive ability 
to “know what is coming and what has gone,” it is arguable that “now” lasts about three seconds: the 
1.5 seconds that are coming, and the 1.5 seconds that have passed, with Vee between peaking in the 
eternal present. The relentless present, even, for it is always here, assailing now, now, and now. 


By definition, we only notice change because it has occurred (how implacably so!). And since all our 
memory of experience lies just after the present, from a certain perspective, all of everything could be 
said to (have) occur(red) in the past tense. After all it is quite impossible for anything to occur in the 
future, since it isn’t here yet (and will never be). As for “now,” whenever we experience the now, the 
experience has already, automatically, become just past us. (How could we experience “now” without a 
consciousness of difference?) 


A word on the now. The “now” constructed as still point, as unchanging and invisible, a place where 
events rush by: the “eternal present”. Another now: the moving peak, the motion forward, steering 
hither and yon, slowing or speeding up, an unstoppable train. 


What will happen in five years in my life, or the morning commute on Saturday that | am 
dreading...these things will only become accessible as “real” when they already have happened. Before 
then, those things are accessible only via the imagination. Regardless of your view of fate or relativistic 
physics, for humans, tomorrow can only come...tomorrow. Yet in a very real sense, once tomorrow 
occurs, it will already have occurred, that is—by the time tomorrow happens, it will become past tense 
by default. 


“Experience” then, accumulates because in our own limited viewpoints, the present moments turn 
(before we know it) into memories which inform our decisions and movements which are always 
modifying the present moment in order to have a choice in the futures that come and the pasts that 
remain in memory. Only the past is visible: in elusive memory and aftereffects alone. The future is 
merely imaginable. Therefore, to be even more reductive, I’d like to introduce a grammar in which the 
future will always be in the past tense: the future will always “have happened”. 


What is gained by such a grammar? Why even go to the trouble to create such a solipsistic notion? It is 
oddly comforting and oddly frightening. The eyeblink between childhood and now...between youth and 
old age. Another eyeblink between the workday | dread next week and the sweet night after. The very 
trite “all things will pass”. Since the future resides in the past, | would like to create a “past and present 
that serve me well. Knowing that “tomorrow will already have happened” (ahh, the limits of English 

grammar) is a pretty strong incentive to make that future-past one that serves me well. Dare | say, that 


” 


this idea help me become more vital? The beauty of this ground is that it serves as the intersection of 
fate and free will. 


“Free will” because we can choose actions that will steer us in one direction or another...”fate” because 
the effects of those choices now are (already) unalterable: unless | die, tomorrow is coming, tomorrow is 
coming, tomorrow is coming. Within the limits of personhood, | am totally free to set in motion one or 
another set of events that are always becoming unalterable, yet modifying the next set of motions. So 
let’s invalidate the phrase “a better tomorrow” and instead ask what vital now will make for “nows” that 
become “pasts” that we would like to live with? 


We already make vital decisions like this all the time. Those moments of dread before jumping into the 
winter ocean..how much worse they are than the actual dive into frigid water! And what a (literally) 
vital experience which will always serve in memory as a freshness experienced! We choose to put 
ourselves through such discomfort for the freshness of those few vital moments, we overcome the fear 
of cold for the sake of vivid memory. Experience teaches me that | would never regret such fun, just as | 
know that the dreary hours | spend practising the saxophone will (there is no choice) come to an end, 
and hopefully after many such ends, will have the symptom of me becoming a more skilful saxophone 
player. 


Small habits or choices made or not made accumulate..an unswept floor “automatically” becomes 
dusty..not choosing sax practice and I’m already rusty...sticking to fifteen minutes of exercise daily 
“already” results in stronger muscles. So! would like to choose which habitual dominoes to topple that 
lead to a healthful life. And in like way an unpleasant but vivid experience might become a memory to 
chuckle over. But it is also possible that such experiences could lead to PTSD, or bad habits create 
conditions for lung cancer. As | write earlier, “within the limits of our personhood”: so many have no 
choice as to what becomes memory. Barriers both concrete and abstract shape a person, stunting and 
contorting them into narrow canyons where what happens is imposed by brutality or circumstance 
(both). In these cases, there can be no question of choice to avoid pain. Only that: “tomorrow will 
come,” that “all things come to an end,” that “we all come to an end eventually, and so will your pain”. | 
think such platitudes might help me face a hard day at the office, but what of the human currently 
undergoing brutality? 


| have no answer. Save that the memories of hurting others aren’t easy to live with, so | would hope all 
we humans would choose not to. 


| can only use this idea from a privileged place: a place where (more or less) | have freedom to choose 
the next moments, to plan my habits and my days so the future-past is one of fewer regrets and 
memories and habits that “already do” structure a pleasant life. This is not mindfulness. From the 
extensive research of the popular imagination that | have done, mindfulness seems to mean “living in 


the present moment”. This means very little to me: we are all already living in the “present moment,” 
we have no choice! (Ok: maybe some of us are truly living somewhere else: if you’re taking some strong 
drug or have a condition of the brain.) “Mindfulness” in terms of “living the present moment” makes 
sense if you define “living” as “ever-conscious of” the present moment. This produces two selves: a you 
that is “living” and “experiencing” the present, and another who is “fully conscious of” and “reminding 
one” of this present moment. This creates a distance between the experiencing self (!!cold!!) and the 
commenting self (gee, | see that I’m cold. But it’s ok, Ill just turn on the heater). In this example, 
mindfulness is vital and useful. As it would also be in remembering to smile at the harried supermarket 
bagger, or not to snap at some small annoyance. But mindfulness can also be crippling: when the 
distance between the experiencing self and the commentator self grows larger, there is a sense of 
disassociation between experience and thought. When we are so mindful of now that we forget to 
immerse ourselves in good food (I’m noticing that I’m having good food) or good sex (I notice that I’m 
having sex) and so preventing the “dive” into the realm of the senses, the “loss of self” that is the aim of 
so many activities. We use this term “losing the self” in ways that project both our desire to lose 
mindfulness (lost in a good book, drowning in pleasure), and a warning not to (I’m sorry | yelled at you. | 
just lost it for a moment there.) 


Ever-present mindfulness is an awful amount of work. | prefer instead to preserve those precious 
moments of the day when decisions are possible, and steer myself into habits and experiences that form 
desirable past-tenses. A warm smile is a habit that has rarely led to unhappy memories. 


The secret of acknowledging the massive past-tense is that | can use “now” to alter the past: not only 
altering the “past-coming” but the “past-past”. Yes, with some determination and a little alchemy, that 
horrid memory could become—maybe not pleasant—but perhaps bearable or even useful. That car 
accident | precipitated...there is no way | can alter the fact of it. But maybe in the present moment | can 
change my viewing angle of the experience, not quite transmuting it into something nice, no never...but 
maybe realize how much | learned from the trauma, how much the experience of someone’s scream 
and the solid crush of metal on human taught me about fragility, irrevocability, and mindfulness. 
(Driving is a good time to be mindful.) With some effort, now, | could ask myself to turn the memory 
into a ladder, a handrail to help climb the present moments that are always coming, and sometimes feel 
quite steep. Not to say that the abuse, the torture or the rape is ok...these will never be “ok.” Life is 
hard enough without now trying to trivialize real trauma by asking you to be Pollyanna about the past or 
to justify hurting others by telling yourself that their pain will, in hours or decades, become past tense. 


It sounds like | am recommending that one live in the past. No. | recommend that one know that all 
becomes past, all movement has effected change, and so there is incentive to effect changes, there is 
responsibility. 


So let it be an incentive and a comfort. It will all already have happened, so let’s decide to make it a 
good “have happened”. Apply it to yourself and for others. The habit of today will become the self of 


the past, and thus the self that you experience. Give other people the beauty of agood memory. Effort 
has effects, so don’t shy away. No rest also has effects. Overcome, because it already has happened. 
Use “now” to create something good; construct well. Use custom to automatically become skillful. Live, 


not in the past, but in a freedom of choice that will alter the past and thus the present and thus the 
future. You already have. 


We Pray Rely Come 


Aone act play for teenagers by Abel Dulles-Coelho 
Characters 

Shell is awoman. She is Yolk's best friend. 

Yolk is also a woman. She is Shell's best friend. 


Husband is aman. He has raped Yolk. 


PART ONE 


Shell: there felt a gesture, an almost 
the veneer of the everyday provides a comfort 


| live the life where | sleep too much and provide too many times the careless 
glance 


why don't we say it outright? an escape to the everyday is sheltered by blue 
shadows 


just take the offering, and let every one say what they mean 

to the an why there a the these of and of your in 

a the in and was the to of 

| have fallen into a deep blueness 

there was a careless draping 

| will offer the them only 

why don't the flowers look more baroque? 

why don't the trellises look more shapely? 

why is everything muffled and all sense just below visible hearing range? 


| thought it would go on forever the becomes just like a limber bird, hopping the 
trail blazed road only was traveled it cost us, 


yes. yes! no. yes! no. take it from me: it's only a green one. 


| will invite my near soul, female gaze Yolk. 
my friend Yolk. 


PART TWO 


Yolk: it was so perfect that the more tears fell, the more light emerged from my 
bodice, nnk, it was so perfect that the more tears fell, the more light failed to 
emerge from my bodice. nnk, it was so imperfect that the less tears fell, the 
failed light failed to emerge from my bodice. 


like the grains that stick in your bones after they've moved on. ithycantalopes. 
fish melons? the cut was deeper than the lines between my toes, my body rash 
with make homes in your days, nnl. will | germ? 


oh |, my , oh, ah, oh, ah, |, I'm, I'm oh, ak, 
(breathing sequence for Yolk) 
Yolk: nnnnl, nnnk. 


| will go to my near soul, female gaze Shell. 
my friend Shell. 


INTERLUDE 


Yolk and Shell: what kind of time does we have when even there become not a 
shade, nor a waste, shodden tracks, overflown bears quiet noises fill interlines 
with interlocking never was there ever was there ever. stop masturbating and let 
the desire seep through your pores instead. 


(it's a kind of waste) 

(it's a tray of waste) 

(it's a failure of waste) 

(it's a Compendium of waste) 
(it's a emotion of waste) 

(it's a light of waste) 


Yolk and Shell: it's a red sodden germinating flower that takes all the available 
light and says "mmm" 


PART THREE 


{faces and gestures become more and more intense as dialogue continues. eye 
work, eye contact is also key} 


Husband is USR. 

Shell: drive out the diverse, repeal the lenses, and reply to the assignations. 
we're all taken slow real redly times out of sense. these were the days of 
oversensitivity and long felt desire dealt darkly. 


Yolk: i'm not sure your words make sense. let me diversify your syllables, nnill. 
at the earliest time, these ones were taken. 


Shell: oh? why was it so was so we is an the this this became like? 
Yolk: winter fall spring summer, nnl, fall spring 

Shell: it was in the time of fall, when red leaved mirror red emotions 
Yolk: there? 

Shell: red 

Yolk: red? 

Shell: white 

Yolk: white? 

Shell: dust 

Yolk: dust? 

Shell: pull 

Yolk: pull? 

Shell: ferment 

Yolk: ferment? 

Shell: and then it ended just like that. 


Yolk: like you wanted? 


Shell: unsaid letters that might have spilled over, but they were unsaid unsaid. 
Yolk: nnnk, i noticed the scar on your face. 

Shell: my legs are too short. 

Yolk: mine are too bowed. 

Shell: my arms are too curved 

Yolk: my face is too heavy 

Shell: my lips are too red 

Yolk: my breasts are too wide 

Shell: my skin is too dry 

Yolk: because it is winter 


Shell: winter was the season when husband would take apart the beds and 
replace them with tables made of wood. 


Yolk: it was was it was because of the it said itself unsaid? 

(action of violence) 

(Shell implodes into clothing) 

Shell: why it is a saltshaker 

full of devices 

and heavy handed grains 

Yolk: the days are airy and light enemies 

Shell: everything is like a twig to me, dried and almost irresponsible 


Yolk: has the relations ceased between you and your solitude? 


Shell: (yes)and between the sheets, the emptiness is not a screen for the 
imagination 


Yolk: when? 


Shell: sxsccccccccelrihgjn;iasjkv'[opmrewag;vjmp'qeriowasj 


Yolk: he made me fill out a text, body in part, half. words were felt on skin 
Shell: -- 
Yolk: it was like torn remade the steel forced and coldly 


Shell: | blue | take, | relent, | make, | body, | hate, | blue | take, | relent, | make, | 
body, | hate there were only there were here only there 


Yolk: | green | took, | remade | body | apologize, | green | took, | remade | body 
| apologize, there were only there were only there 


Shell: why didn't you say? 

Yolk: hgw OONVIMOQWEAJP; uioh;ijln 
Shell: i didn't know him about you. 
Yolk: comfort me 

Shell: it took all | could 

Yolk: the red stopped each month 
Shell: the wet came no more 


Yolk: nnk, it was overly overtly overly over over me over me over forced even 
overforced 


Shell: his lips were always curved 
Yolk: can you spell the words? 
Shell: red aperture press evenly 


Yolk: there is one sound of even pressing, nnk, one even sound of pressing, 
nnk, one sound even of pressing. 


Shell: Yolk and Shell, now separate, are bound by this red liquid, separate 
embryos now apart. 


Yolk: Shell and Yolk, now apart, are rent by this red liquid, apart embryos now 
separate. 


Shell: iron 


Yolk: wheat 
Shell: copper 
Yolk: blood 


Yolk: h9ipiuo o;ilhgbnoi uipbgn; mo9j'| 


Yolk: bpiuolh;'oj 


[both take turns attacking Husband...until he cries shudders slurs tears and 
rivers of salt] 


Yolk: one 
Shell: five 
[Husband hands out bundles of keys] 


[actors place keys in mouths] 
[blackout] 


Before most humans. Because most humans are not evil. 

Before we judge them. 

Before we judge someone on their past, we should remember that they have since evolved. 

Before we judge them on an act, we should find out their intentions. 

Before we judge them on ignorance, we should remember that they don’t know what they don’t know. 


Before we judge them on skin colour, eyes, beauty, weight, atmosphere, or anything else, we should 
know who they are. 


Before we judge them on who they are we should ask who they want to become. 
Before we judge them on where they come from we should ask where they want to go. 
Before we judge their talent we should see what they can learn. 


Before we judge, we should forget judgement. 


Judgement should only be used to fit the person to the task. 


And the duty of the decision makers is to be open and naive, and should only be relegated to those 
incapable of grudge. 


Disliking a someone is unavoidable. Don’t let that bind your judgement of them and turn them into a 
noun. 


To treat others as completed nouns is to deny the complex verb that is their life and consciousness. 


Let’s all influence each other to grow towards health. 


Dear, dear Reader, 


We will be spending some time together, so please let me introduce myself. 


My name is Abel, which is pronounced a-bell, like “a-bell is ringing,” or “I hear a-bell.” This name was 
easy for bullies to make fun of at school, but now | like my name. 


What is your name? What would you like to be called? Are those two things the same? 


| grew up in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil. For many people, Brazil is very exotic because it is far away. But for 
me, it was my life and quite ordinary. Where are you living your life? 


Where ever you are, | can promise you that someone, somewhere, thinks your town is exotic and 
interesting. Maybe for someone in Tasmania or Senegal, and they would laugh at you for finding their 
towns evocative. (“Evocative” things make your imagination work.) 


Right now | have lived for thirty-six years, but often | feel not a day over eight years old. Nothing makes 
me happier than cookies. Especially if they are chewy and chocolatey. When | go swimming, | always 
pretend I’m a dolphin. If we could ignore the growing collection of memories in my head, it would not 
be surprising to me if | were eight years old, but the mirror tells me different. And it would be quite 
creepy if | tried to fool you into thinking | was eight... 


So, how old are you, and how old do you feel? 


Now you have noticed something. You have noticed that | like to ask lots of questions. These are not 
random. 


lam not asking these questions of you because of some silly rule about writing for young people. 


| truly want to know about you. | have a feeling you can teach me a lot. That is one reason | am going to 
write this book. Later on, | will tell you my email. | would love to hear from you. 


This is a books about questions. There are so many questions that are unanswered; many of them are 
unanswerable. We like easy questions, such as: 


Do you prefer oranges or bananas? 
Is grass green? 

Is grass blue? 

Where do you live? 

What is my name? 


How many people live in Zanzibar? 


Your teachers probably like questions with long answers: 


When does it get cold in the winter? 


Why is it important to be fair? 


Why is it healthy to eat spinach? 


These three questions are actually a little bit sneaky. 


Did you notice? 


Read them again, and I’ll underline the sneaky parts: 


When does it get cold in the winter? 
Why is it important to be fair? 
Why is it healthy to eat spinach? 


Just by asking a question, | told you something: 
It gets cold in the winter 
It is important to be fair 


It is healthy to eat spinach 


buxtt | call these “Telling Questions,” because I’m telling you something inside the question. 


**warning** 


You have to be careful with these! Sometimes people can be very sly (quietly sneaky) and tell you things 
that might not be true: 


Why does thunder make it rain? 
Why is it warmer when it snows? 
Do cats sing opera in the summer or in the winter? 


Why do unicorns ride the bus to work? 


They can even be quite unkind: 


Why did Naomi eat my cookies? 


(Actually, Ken ate them.) 


Why do | smell like ass? 


(Actually, | smell like fresh lemons!) 


Are you ugly, or just dirty? 


(Neither. You are beautiful!) 


... These Telling Questions don’t just tell you something true or false, but they also tell you something 
about the speaker. That they think it is important to eat spinach, or that they don’t understand how 
thunder works, or maybe just that they’re not nice people. 


| like to give people a good feeling with these Telling Questions. 


Why are you so kind? 


When will you show me your beautiful smile? 


Where did you learn to sing so well? 


Questions are Everywhere 


Humans want to know things. We want to know the hows, whys, whens, wheres and whos of the world. 
Who ate my cookie? Why is the sky blue? When can | see that movie? Why do | exist? 


There are boring questions: 


What day of the week was July 28, 1981? 
345+78=? 


What was the income tax rate in Hawai’i in 1993? 


And there are interesting questions: 


Is the moon made of green cheese? 
What will | have for dessert? 


How do we time travel? 


Finding the answers to exiting questions is the start of a great adventure. 
It takes courage and a little bit of practice, but it is very fun to think on interesting questions. 


Together, we’ll explore some of these questions in this book. 


The Why? Game 


You must have friends, or maybe you yourself, who always ask why? until the very very end. 


When an adult says “You must eat this boiled cabbage,” and you ask “Why?” 
“Because its healthy for you.” 

“Why?” 

“Because it has all kinds of vitamins and minerals to help you grow healthy.” 
“Why?” 


“Brocolli absorbs nutrients from the ground and the sun, and these become a part of the broccoli. By 
eating the broccoli, they become a part of you.” 


“Why?” 


...and so on. 


Eventually, the game ends with throwing up of hands and that’s just how it is! 


But why? 


DIFF SECTION 


So if you were born into a pirate space station, would it just be normal life for you? 
We like to go to different places so that we can feel different. 


| went to Hawaii just for that. | felt different in Hawaii, under the sunshine and endless beaches. After a 
while, it became my life again because when | went to Hawaii, | took myself with me. But it was still 
wonderful! 


| don’t know if living on a pirate space station would have been so wonderful. 


Fra AES BE 
Kyoto Butoh-Kan 


History of Butoh 


Historical Background 


The post-WW2 years were heady, confusing times in Japan. Nagasaki and Hiroshima 
were leveled by the atomic bomb, and all other major cities were devastated by 
firebombing. When Japan finally surrendered in Autumn 1945, food was scarce, the 
economy ruined - Japan had to begin again in order to resurrect itself as a viable 
country. 


The American occupying army, under General MacArthur’s leadership, developed an 
economic plan similar to FDR’s New Deal - diversifying wealth and land that allowed for 
a more equal balance between the classes, and as a result, ambitious rebuilding 
projects and new industries that strengthened the formerly war-torn nation. The effort 
and determination of the Japanese during this time gave rise to the salaryman and the 
powerhouse that would eventually be called the “economic miracle” and lead to the 
bubble years of the Eighties. 


By the Fifties, there was enough stability to support a rising entertainment industry; 
cabarets and dance shows that let Japanese forget the stress and privation of their 
workplace ethics flourished. Naturally, this led to space for art as well, and a number of 
theatre artists took advantage of this scene to produce “works of art,” apart from pure 
“entertainment”. A majority of these new dance pieces relied heavily on pre-existing 
forms of Japanese dance such as Noh and Kabuki, while yet more were Japanese 
imitations of Modern Dance and Ballet. 


The Earliest Butoh Performances 


It was into this scene that Hijikata Tatsumi came from the hinterlands of northeast 
Japan. He studied several dance forms, both Western and Japanese, but found no 
satisfaction: although Japanese society has literally been pulverized, there were few 
artists reacting and expressing the convulsions still fresh in collective memory. 


He and Ohno Yoshito premiered a piece called “Kinjiki,” Forbidden Colors, after 
Mishima Yukio’s novel of homosexual love. With its overt sexuality, and the seeming 
sodomization of a live chicken (a misconception Hijikata was in no hurry to correct), the 


piece caused a scandal that gained Hijikata notoriety in the Tokyo dance scene and the 
attention of other like-minded artists through whose sponsorship Hijikata was able to 
keep producing new dance works. When Hijikata's dance first emerged in Tokyo, it was 
seen as a Subversive, potentially dangerous performance style. Hijikata presented 
audiences with vivid, shocking work that some say started a whole art movement in 
Tokyo. 


In its first incarnations, “Butoh” was a kind of manic performance art, sketchily 
choreographed, raw and often shocking. Partnering with Ohno Yoshito’s father, soloist 
Ohno Kazuo, Hijikata produced more and more work, slowly developing a dance 
language and style that would become known as “Ankoku Butoh,” or “Dance of 
Darkness”. 


Styles of Butoh 


In the sixties and seventies in Japan, a select group of artists and dedicated dancers 
submitted to Hijikata's outrageous demands: underwent sleep deprivation, hunger, pain, 
and humiliation for his art. They knew the rewards would be little recognized and often 
for scant audiences. Through Hijikata, most were employed at cabarets and strip clubs, 
or as extras on films (Some pornographic), and gave all their income to him so that he 
could fund dance. The force of his personality, and the power of his work must have 
been strong indeed. 


Hijikata and Ohno eventually parted ways, and each would come to embody two major 
schools of Butoh. Ohno was almost exclusively a soloist - and his approach to 
choreography was that Butoh was a feeling, an almost spiritual expression, to be then 
embodied in structured solo performances. Hijikata, by contrast, became more and 
more specific in his choreographies, to the point where dancers were required to 
memorize thousands of notations and sensations that were matched with movements 
so precise that they rehearsed many hours a day every day of the week. 


The two methods can be summed up in their own words: 


Hijikata: “Life catches up with form,” stressing feeling though form. 
Ohno: “"Form comes of itself, only insofar as there is a spiritual content to begin with." 
(Ohno 94) 


One strong reason for these differences is that Hijikata worked with groups of dancers, 
and “form” was essential for synchronizing their movements. Ohno was a soloist, and 
though his performances were structured, he could follow the thread of a “feeling” and 


then produce choreographies from “spiritual content”. 


This is not to say Ohno improvised, or that Hijikata’s work was not without deep and 
rigorous emotion. Pain, starvation, and sleep deprivation were all part of life under 
Hijikata's method (Kurihara 1996, 165-66, 171), which helped the dancers access a 
movement space where the specific movement cues had terrific power and reality. 


Butoh Today 


Far from remaining an isolated performance art, Hijikata and Ohno’s students sparked 
off numerous other dance groups and soloists who called their work "Butoh," yet putting 
their own spin on the form. Groups like Dairakudakan, Sankai-juku, and soloists like 
Tanaka Min and Ima Tenko, are all a part of this performance movement called Butoh. 


Now, in the year 2016, every major city in the world has dance and theatre groups who 
use the term "Butoh" to define themselves. The variety of performance style is 
enormous, and yet the term "Butoh" continues to be applied to all these performance 
styles. 


So then what is Butoh? 


Although all manner of systematic thinking about Butoh dance can be found, perhaps 
lwana Masaki most accurately sums up the variety of Butoh styles: 


...l regard present day Butoh as a 'tendency' that depends not only on Hijikata's 
philosophical legacy but also on the development of new and diverse modes of 
expression. 


The ‘tendency’ that | speak of involves extricating the pure life which is dormant 
in our bodies. 


| have never heard of a Butoh dancer entering a competition. Every Butoh 
performance itself is an ultimate expression; there are not and cannot be second 
or third places. If Butoh dancers were content with less than the ultimate, they 
would not be actually dancing Butoh, for real Butoh, like real life itself, cannot be 
given rankings. (Ilwana 9; 37) 
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More than ten years ago, a beautiful person, the local clairvoyant of Yellow Springs--who functioned 
also as a kind of counsellor to me, let me know through her insight and the appearance of The Devil and 
The Hanged Man in Tarot readings, that my biggest enemy is myself. Allin all, her observations could be 
applied to anyone anywhere, but they hold resonance to me today, when | can observe my patterns of 
behaviour and see where I’ve damaged myself. 


Always | looked to romantic relationships as salvation. As if being involved with someone were the 
keystone | always lack in being stable. Having as it were a lack of such relationships for a long time, a 
strong desire to keep on the move to escape my demons kept me very active in creating my own 
artwork. When eventually | met and fell in mutual love with the person who would become my wife, it 
was even more clear to me that they would fill no hole in me, that the only person to pacify the demons 
would be myself. (Though loosing the self in tactile engagement with an Other is really helpful in the 
short term.) So | was able to keep on creating art, albeit as a slower pace as full-time employment ate 
up time. 


Working full time, lacking such active Praxis as | had been accustomed to, the demons come back 
stronger and stronger. | escaped them by moving to another country. 


Then, when the demons returned after a hiatus, | moved again. 


And then again. 


The distraction entailed by constantly setting up a new life, and the complacency of hope: relying on the 
power of a different environment to help my demons, killed the artistic energy which had been my pride 
for so long. 


Instead of the demons being a constant thorn in my side, spurring me onto constantly create, they have 
shape shifted into the insidiousness of hope. Hoping to be renewed, expecting of myself Praxis always 
sometime in the future. In fact, praxis can only happen in the present, and hope and intention means 
nothing without continual movements. 


Aware of this, | looked to self-discipline to command myself. | exercise. As a dancer, it is vital to keep in 
shape, and so if at least | were to do this, then | could feel legitimate. In terms of preserving a pliant and 
strong body, this has worked well, and impressed people whose stage works | was blessed enough to be 
a part of. On the demon-side, this habit took over my willpower, and the “will to power” so essential to 
artists sublimated in the will-to-self-discipline and | lacked the physical time (because my free hours 


were spent exercising) and emotional energy to embark on the strangely methodical adventure of 
creating artworks. 


So the self-disipline of creating art work was replaced by the self-disipline of exercise. Why can’t | do 
both? It isn’t and should never be an either/or situation. Full time employment makes a good excuse. 


The demons of extreme depression (I slit my throat but lived on) blanket me with complaceny. | am 
confident that with hard work, | can acheive art, | can do great things. | know | have the focus and will. 
Yet that very “confidence” has replaced the actual creation of those artworks. Depression is not always 
sharp, and now | am smothered in complacency. (Though | still exercise.) 


All may be well. 

be soft as sinews of the newborn babe. 
bow,stubborn knees, and, heart with strings of steel, 
Art more engaged! Help, angels. Make assay. 

O limeéd soul that, struggling to be free, 

O wretched state! O bosom black as death! 

Yet what can it when one can not repent? 

Try what repentance can. What can it not? 

To give in evidence. What then? What rests? 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

In his true nature, and we ourselves compelled, 
There is no shuffling. There the action lies 

Buys out the law. But ‘tis not so above. 

And oft ‘tis seen the wicked prize itself 

Offense’s gilded hand may shove by justice, 

In the corrupted currents of this world 

May one be pardoned and retain th' offense? 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

Of those effects for which | did the murder: 

That cannot be, since | am still possessed 

Can serve my turn, “Forgive me my foul murder”? 
My fault is past. But oh, what form of prayer 

Or pardoned being down? Then I'll look up. 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall 

And what’s in prayer but this twofold force, 

But to confront the visage of offence? 

To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood? 


And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
| stand in pause where | shall first begin, 
And, like a man to double business bound, 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent, 
Though inclination be as sharp as will, 

A brother's murder. Pray can | not. 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon ‘t, 

Oh, my offence is rank. It smells to heaven. 
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Oh, my offence is rank. It smells to heaven. 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon ‘t, 

A brother's murder. Pray can | not. 

Though inclination be as sharp as will, 

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent, 
And, like a man to double business bound, 

| stand in pause where | shall first begin, 

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood? 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 


To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy 
But to confront the visage of offence? 

And what's in prayer but this twofold force, 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall 

Or pardoned being down? Then I'll look up. 

My fault is past. But oh, what form of prayer 

Can serve my turn, “Forgive me my foul murder”? 
That cannot be, since | am still possessed 

Of those effects for which | did the murder: 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardoned and retain th' offense? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 

Offense’s gilded hand may shove by justice, 

And oft ‘tis seen the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the law. But ‘tis not so above. 

There is no shuffling. There the action lies 

In his true nature, and we ourselves compelled, 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then? What rests? 

Try what repentance can. What can it not? 

Yet what can it when one can not repent? 

O wretched state! O bosom black as death! 

O limed soul that, struggling to be free, 

Art more engaged! Help, angels. Make assay. 
Bow, stubborn knees, and, heart with strings of steel, 
Be soft as sinews of the newborn babe. 

All may be well. 
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Germ - selfish but somewhat attractive 
Ki - an angel 

Felt - sister 

River - father 


Water - on bench 
Police - Played by woman or man 
Homeless- Same 


Note: "Impertatious" is not a word, but Germ speaks it in dialogue anyway. 


SCENE ONE 
a park bench 


Germ demonstrates selfishness to society. 
Germ and Water at either end of a park bench. Homeless man passed out at corner of stage. 


Germ 

A nice day indeed, a 
day nice day indeed, a 
very day 


Water 
Indeed a day 
a nice indeed, a day 


Germ 

The sky blue, filled with ever chasing avian variants 
the grass, green, so pretty, ever so variant 

I contain in my self this beauty, 

my act of appreciation is mine alone 

this beauty is mine alone 


Water 

How marvelous the act of appreciation 

truly a capacity of appreciation! 

Here before you gather silent birds. 

Silent birds, listening to you rhapsodize silent birds? 
Or desiring the nutritious morsels you toss? 


Germ 

The crumbs I toss, they enjoy. 

These crumbs, they keep them fat, they enjoy. 
A little diversion of mine 

yes, little diversion, mine 


Water 

Your appreciation of beauty 

limited to only to the sky, the grass of beauty, 
but also to acts of charity 

giving breadcrumbs to pigeons, oh charity 
this calms you? 


Germ 

Gathered we are are we 

are gathered here we 

public here, we are in public 

a common public space, so public 
yet here we are 


(silence) 


Germ 

You there you, you yet 

how you manage, how do you manage 

with your declamations poetic 

and your restless fingers poetic? 

Distract me from my task poetic 

of feeding these birds (poetic)? 

Pipe down, and let me be poetic, goddammit. 


Water 
Sorry. 


Germ 

Yes, let me enjoy my space public 
for it is your too, this space public 
and mine! 


Water 
Sorry. 


(silence) 
Police enter. 
Police 

Ah, um, sir. 


Please. 


Germ 
Policeman a-stumbling! 


Policeman a-stuttering! 


Police 

Yes sir. You see sir 

the sign sir. The sign you see 

it reads DO NOT FEED THE BIRDS 
you see. 


Germ 
So? 


Police 

Then you see, do you 

that you are feeding the birds 

and, er, ah, you must stop you see. 


Germ 

(feeding birds) 

These birds? 

I am not, was not, and won't feed 
not, won't can't, nope, don't feed 
I'm not feeding these birds. 


Police 

Ah, um, well 

please, but you are 

please you are feeding the birds. 


Germ 
(feeding birds) 
Please you? 


Water 
(aside) 
He was feeding the birds. 


Police 
Please stop, ah, er.. 


Germ 

(feeding birds) 

Birds, birds, oh what you? 

You think I was feeding the birds what you? 
You vile liars, no friends of mine 

here was I eating this loaf of mine 

only accidentally, owing to my clumsy nature 


do I drop crumbles to these winged folk, clumsy nature. 
And you find it in heart, faith, to scold me 
a clumsy cripple, heart fragile me, you scold me? 


Police 

Um, you, contrails, flight, er, well, 

see, in winged flight and total ignorance 

these creatures, er, haste and speedily 

digest and dispose of their meals, um, 

our glittering sidewalks, glistening benches, yes, well, 
un-beautified. 


Germ 

(wringing hands) 

And you would think that for you 

for this ornamental cleanliness and for you, 

the obstreperous wrings of tiny intestines 

I'd forgo meal this much needed meal mine 

and still the senile clumsy of my twisted hands mine 
you are too cruel to this crippled me. 


Water 
Your words are shiny and sleek. 
Your hands are graceful and sleek. 


Police 
Er, yes, hands sleek and shiny. 


Germ 

Like a whale! : shimmering, glimmering truth 
navigating ocean currents with unerring truth 
must I navigate your impertatious insults 
offensive and obscene, to sling mud and insults. 
Off, off with you go, off, go you, before I cry - 
yes I shall, cry for the emotional damage, cry 
for the words you inflict, ruin my peace. 


Police 

Sir, oh, oh, sorry, sir 
please refrain from tears 
I must go on 

please but, don't, yes 
don't feed the birds, okay 
okay, okay, alright... 
(Exit.) 


Water 

Man of twisted words not hands 

quarrelsome and abrupt hands, 

he has given up, no allowing you 

to freely slacken our benches with fecal matter 
how innocent seemed you, how simple 

but humans are never simple. 


Germ 

Oh, can it, you brain boy little boy 

brain of fecal matter and manners of a little boy 
run on home to mommy and weep, little boy sad. 


Water 
(Stands. Kicks bench hard. Exit.) 


Germ 

The pleasures of myself again 

the pleasures of myself again 

of again, pleasures myself 

here, here, eat up, up eat, my little cherubs. 


Homeless 

(to self) 

Filigree of contrails silver 

glints pale ironwork, ornamental river 
firmament shale, godwork sliver 
winter hail, and there I shiver 

...a place to rest my bum. 


Germ 

What's this? This is what? 

A smell, a sweet fragrance, what? 

Yet another soldierly interruption to my 
reveries. Unwashed, unkempt, sir, are you. 


Homeless 

A river, winks, giggles and flows 
a cat blinks, yawns and grows 

a man stinks, but lively prose 

the thorn stings, a crumpled rose 
...It's a free country, man. 


Germ 
I should say, should I, yes I should 
liberty to all, all free, yes I should 


freedom dominates this country human 

express so, you offensive cur, human? 

You aren't human, you cur, you leave! 

Go away, asshole, you frightful dog, yes go away leave. 


Homeless 
The moon's bright shadow covers an iridescent disk. 


Germ 
I said go away, cur. 
Cur! 


Homeless 
The nail biter's pupils widen. 


Germ 
Poet asshole. 


Homeless 
Red memories remove the risk. 


Germ 
Smelly! 


Homeless 
Wiseman carpenter whiten. 


Germ 
Shit. 


Homeless 

The moon's bright shadow covers an iridescent disk. 
The nail biter's pupils widen. 

Red memories remove the risk. 

Wiseman carpenter, frighten. 


Germ 

No great imagination you, 

Or should I say, unempathic you 

to so insensitively ignore my feelings 

human love, human greatness, human feelings 

trampled and destroyed by your ignorance 

destroy my peace, world peace disturbed, by your ignorance. 


Homeless 
The boats alight on a pier of valid nerves 


the water itself so bright with phosphorescent verve 
.. alright alright, I leave you alone, jeez 

(exit) 

Germ 

You do yourself a favor, good man 

good riddance, fuck off, my good man 

I think I'll fuck off too... 

(exit) 

END SCENE ONE 


SCENE TWO 
Germ's home. 


Germ demonstrates selfishness to family. 


Germ, Felt, River, Fence. 


River 
because of 
of all the 
this eve 
so very 
Felt 


Because of all the delicious 
sushi we bought this eve 
Germ will be so very happy. 


River 
been has he 

looking forward 

oh has he, he has, has he... 

Felt 
He has been looking 
foreward to this evening, 
oh, he has, has he? 


River 
here home 
feelings rescue 
strong 


Felt 


Here where home lies 
feelings of rescue are strong... 
Father, don't over dramatize! 


Germ enter. 


Germ 

Aha the twilight magic over 
my hefty brow, magic over 
fantastic fantastic fantastic. 


River 
munificence 


goodly 
I! 


Germ 

Wrong, you are incoherent, how standard 

common loquacity misplaced adjectives how standard 
I did not have a good day, a daily good 

all all, we all take and try the daily good. 

But everything was ruined and fantastic. 


Felt 
You're mean to say 
I mean, you mean to say..? 


River 
merry mean 
someone mean 
bad day? 
Felt 


Someone was mean to you and you had a bad day 
well fret, fret not, no keep cool 

it's others that are mean, not us 

keep that smile 


River 
is cold is warm 
some good 
fill here for 


Felt 
Last, as father mentioned 
It is cold out, it is warm here! 


but some good take-out food 
to fill you, here for you and us 


River 
a final 
a true 
to as -- 


Germ 

Botheration and freedom father! 

Will you end this nagging Freedom Father! 

I'm trying to tell you about the green 

patches of me: were damp limitless the green 

but no, those thoughtless people who chose 

to glee and hurt my feelings in public who chose 

on purpose to delight in my sensitivity and stammering 
emotional pain to their taunts and stammering 

I who never purposefully hurt anyone stammering so 
I felt like crying. 


River 
now take so 
so and your yesterdays 
you green 
Felt 


Yes now, don't take it so hard 
so great and full of joy were your yesterdays 
when you were green 


River 
fallow strong 
to heart, become 
sturdy well, are well 
Felt 


Yes, yes, you were so fallow and have become strong 
experiences to heart, in them you have become 
sturdy, you are well, you are well. 


River 
we love you 


Germ 
Oh if it were, was so, you imply 
that I was fallow and green, not more, you imply 


to come home desolate, River Felt yet add imprecation 
to my already blue state, add imprecation 

and insult me - you insulters, you thick feelinged 

twins, unremembering my thin skin, you thick feelinged 
twins. 

I really do feel like crying. 


River 
Oh usual oh friend 
full remiss, take lent 
realization time eyes 
Germ 


Oh Germ, how usual you are, oh my “friend!” 

So full and remiss take lent feeling amiss, my friend! 
My dastardly realization: how to time hurt to these eyes! 
Dawning comprehension, oh harsh. 


Felt 

Oh, no no Germ, usual smiles, usual ease, 

full of good feeling, nothing remiss, take this our words lent 
no ill realization, just soothing time and bright eyes! 


Germ 

Okay oh well oh-kay well well, my self 

treated like an infant: but I'm quite grown, myself 

I rust and tarnish when you see me as a green unripe tomato 

bent as twisted twigs, by your emotional clumsiness: unripe tomato 
stop, stop pressing me, please accuse me no more 

the men at the green park hurt my feelings, so no more 

hurt from your accusing eyes yeah 

I've had enough eyes, yeah 

fuck. 


Felt 
We love you and we have here food you like, 
Sushi and soy, and your favorite spider rolls 


The following is a transcript of President Obama’s speech in Hiroshima, Japan, as recorded by The New 
York Times. 


Seventy-one years ago, on a bright cloudless morning, death fell from the sky and the world was 
changed. A flash of light and a wall of fire destroyed a city and demonstrated that mankind possessed 
the means to destroy itself. 


Why do we come to this place, to Hiroshima? We come to ponder a terrible force unleashed in a not-so- 
distant past. We come to mourn the dead, including over 100,000 Japanese men, women and children, 
thousands of Koreans, a dozen Americans held prisoner. 


Their souls speak to us. They ask us to look inward, to take stock of who we are and what we might 
become. 


It is not the fact of war that sets Hiroshima apart. Artifacts tell us that violent conflict appeared with the 
very first man. Our early ancestors having learned to make blades from flint and spears from wood used 
these tools not just for hunting but against their own kind. On every continent, the history of civilization 
is filled with war, whether driven by scarcity of grain or hunger for gold, compelled by nationalist fervor 
or religious zeal. Empires have risen and fallen. Peoples have been subjugated and liberated. And at 
each juncture, innocents have suffered, a countless toll, their names forgotten by time. 


The world war that reached its brutal end in Hiroshima and Nagasaki was fought among the wealthiest 
and most powerful of nations. Their civilizations had given the world great cities and magnificent art. 
Their thinkers had advanced ideas of justice and harmony and truth. And yet the war grew out of the 
same base instinct for domination or conquest that had caused conflicts among the simplest tribes, an 
old pattern amplified by new capabilities and without new constraints. 


In the span of a few years, some 60 million people would die. Men, women, children, no different than 
us. Shot, beaten, marched, bombed, jailed, starved, gassed to death. There are many sites around the 
world that chronicle this war, memorials that tell stories of courage and heroism, graves and empty 
camps that echo of unspeakable depravity. 


Yet in the image of a mushroom cloud that rose into these skies, we are most starkly reminded of 
humanity’s core contradiction. How the very spark that marks us as a species, our thoughts, our 
imagination, our language, our toolmaking, our ability to set ourselves apart from nature and bend it to 
our will — those very things also give us the capacity for unmatched destruction. 


How often does material advancement or social innovation blind us to this truth? How easily we learn to 
justify violence in the name of some higher cause. 


Every great religion promises a pathway to love and peace and righteousness, and yet no religion has 
been spared from believers who have claimed their faith as a license to kill. 


Nations arise telling a story that binds people together in sacrifice and cooperation, allowing for 
remarkable feats. But those same stories have so often been used to oppress and dehumanize those 
who are different. 


Science allows us to communicate across the seas and fly above the clouds, to cure disease and 
understand the cosmos, but those same discoveries can be turned into ever more efficient killing 
machines. 


The wars of the modern age teach us this truth. Hiroshima teaches this truth. Technological progress 
without an equivalent progress in human institutions can doom us. The scientific revolution that led to 
the splitting of an atom requires a moral revolution as well. 


That is why we come to this place. We stand here in the middle of this city and force ourselves to 
imagine the moment the bomb fell. We force ourselves to feel the dread of children confused by what 
they see. We listen to a silent cry. We remember all the innocents killed across the arc of that terrible 
war and the wars that came before and the wars that would follow. 


Mere words cannot give voice to such suffering. But we have a shared responsibility to look directly into 
the eye of history and ask what we must do differently to curb such suffering again. 


Some day, the voices of the hibakusha will no longer be with us to bear witness. But the memory of the 
morning of Aug. 6, 1945, must never fade. That memory allows us to fight complacency. It fuels our 
moral imagination. It allows us to change. 


And since that fateful day, we have made choices that give us hope. The United States and Japan have 
forged not only an alliance but a friendship that has won far more for our people than we could ever 
claim through war. The nations of Europe built a union that replaced battlefields with bonds of 
commerce and democracy. Oppressed people and nations won liberation. An international community 
established institutions and treaties that work to avoid war and aspire to restrict and roll back and 
ultimately eliminate the existence of nuclear weapons. 


Still, every act of aggression between nations, every act of terror and corruption and cruelty and 
oppression that we see around the world shows our work is never done. We may not be able to 
eliminate man’s capacity to do evil, so nations and the alliances that we form must possess the means to 
defend ourselves. But among those nations like my own that hold nuclear stockpiles, we must have the 
courage to escape the logic of fear and pursue a world without them. 


We may not realize this goal in my lifetime, but persistent effort can roll back the possibility of 
catastrophe. We can chart a course that leads to the destruction of these stockpiles. We can stop the 
spread to new nations and secure deadly materials from fanatics. 


And yet that is not enough. For we see around the world today how even the crudest rifles and barrel 
bombs can serve up violence on a terrible scale. We must change our mind-set about war itself. To 
prevent conflict through diplomacy and strive to end conflicts after they’ve begun. To see our growing 
interdependence as a cause for peaceful cooperation and not violent competition. To define our nations 
not by our capacity to destroy but by what we build. And perhaps, above all, we must reimagine our 
connection to one another as members of one human race. 


For this, too, is what makes our species unique. We’re not bound by genetic code to repeat the mistakes 
of the past. We can learn. We can choose. We can tell our children a different story, one that describes a 
common humanity, one that makes war less likely and cruelty less easily accepted. 


We see these stories in the hibakusha. The woman who forgave a pilot who flew the plane that dropped 
the atomic bomb because she recognized that what she really hated was war itself. The man who sought 
out families of Americans killed here because he believed their loss was equal to his own. 


My own nation’s story began with simple words: All men are created equal and endowed by our creator 
with certain unalienable rights including life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. Realizing that ideal has 
never been easy, even within our own borders, even among our own citizens. But staying true to that 
story is worth the effort. It is an ideal to be strived for, an ideal that extends across continents and 
across oceans. The irreducible worth of every person, the insistence that every life is precious, the 
radical and necessary notion that we are part of a single human family — that is the story that we all 
must tell. 


That is why we come to Hiroshima. So that we might think of people we love. The first smile from our 
children in the morning. The gentle touch from a spouse over the kitchen table. The comforting embrace 
of a parent. We can think of those things and know that those same precious moments took place here, 
71 years ago. 


Those who died, they are like us. Ordinary people understand this, | think. They do not want more war. 
They would rather that the wonders of science be focused on improving life and not eliminating it. 
When the choices made by nations, when the choices made by leaders, reflect this simple wisdom, then 
the lesson of Hiroshima is done. 


The world was forever changed here, but today the children of this city will go through their day in 
peace. What a precious thing that is. It is worth protecting, and then extending to every child. That is a 
future we can choose, a future in which Hiroshima and Nagasaki are known not as the dawn of atomic 
warfare but as the start of our own moral awakening. 


Hearing a sharp, solid sound 


somewhere on the floor of the room, 


| jump out of bed. 


| see Mother sitting 

on the tatami mat at night. 

In her right hand a pair of silver tweezers glisten, 

and on the yonder side, 

my elder brother's back is swaying, naked. 

Mother is pulling out broken pieces of glass 

stuck in his deadly pale flesh. 

Using her hands, as elaborately as if she were pulling threads 
from a kimono, she is pulling them, 

but the more pieces she pulled out, 

the more finer pieces of glass were found 

from his back that had been hit by those white beams. 

The arm unwrapped from the oilpaper dangled down languidly, 
yellowed by the iodine fluid. 

Is the night still deep? 

Her action continues endlessly 

as if scooping up a void. 

And my voice calling to her frequently 


would never reach her. 


A sharp, solid sound is heard, 

and | wake up again 

in the dark of night. 

And | look for the figures of Mother and Brother, 


who no longer exist in this world. 


Yoshiakira Ikegami/translated by Naoshi Koriyama 


You, people 

who have lost eye and can't shed tears even if you cried, 

who have lost lips and can't utter words, even if you screamed, 

whose fingers have their skin peeled off and can't hold things, even if you struggled, 


you. 


You madly move your limbs smeared with blood, greasy sweat, and lymph fluid, 
making your closed eyes gleam white, 

your swollen belly barely holding a rubber cord of your underwear, 

unable to hide even your secret parts. 


You, girls, 


Who can believe 
you were all lovely high school girls 


just a while ago? 


Out of the darkly wavering flames 

of the badly burned Hiroshima, 

you- who- were- no- longer- you leaped out and crept out, 
one after another, 

struggling to reach this grassy area 


to bury your scorched bald heads into the dirt of agony. 


You don't know 

why you had to encounter such tragedy, 
why you had ever to run into such tragedy. 
You don't know 

for what purpose, 

and for what reason 

you were made into these strange forms, 


far different from human beings. 


You are just thinking, 

you are thinking 

of your father, mother, brothers, and sisters who were yours till this morning. 
(How could they ever recognize you now?) 

You are thinking of the house where you slept, got up, and took breakfast. 


(In a flash the flowers of the hedges were torn apart, and not even ash remains.) 


You are thinking, surely you are thinking, 


sandwiched between those in the same plight who become immobile one after another, 


of the days when you were girls, 


daughters of human beings. 


Sankichi Toge/translated by Naoshi Koriyama 


Man wasn't born on Earth yet. 
Amoebas haven't appeared yet. 

But atoms were already there. 
There were hydrogen atoms, 

and there were uranium atoms, too. 
When did atoms come into being? 
Where and how were they made? 
No one knows. 


Anyway, atoms were there . 


Atoms have been in motion ceaselessly. 

A long, long time passed. 

Hydrogen atoms and oxygen atoms collided and water was made. 
Rocks were made. 

Soil was made. 

Many atoms got together and complex molecules were formed. 
Amoebas began to move, unnoticed. 

At last even man came into being. 

Atoms had been always in motion during that time, 

in water, in soil, 


in amoebas, 


and even in the body of man. 


Still along time passed. 

Man was evolving from the primordial stage slowly, ever slowly. 

People with clear "thinking power" came into being. 

In the minds of a few geniuses appeared an image of the "atom." 

There came an age when people had a vigorous imagination about the atom. 
There was an age when people were about to lose the image of the atom. 
There was an age when people were obsessed with alchemy. 

While people were doing like things like that, nearly two thousand years passed. 
Then, people called "scientists" appeared one after another. 

The image of the atom quickly became clear. 

How small is the atom? 

How fast is it moving around? 

How many different faces of atoms are there? 

Scientists' answers gradually became sharper. 

They became more and more confident. 

They declared, "Alchemy is a fantasy of fools. 

The atom would never change its form, 


and it couldn't be split into parts." 


Before long, the 19th century was about to come to an end. 

Then, the scientists realized their mistakes. 

They found the uranium atom had been gradually breaking down 

ever since the time when there was no man. 

Out of the broken uranium, radium was made. 

The final skeleton remaining after the breakdown accumulated as lead. 
They found the atom could be split still further. 


The atom could be split into electrons and the nucleus. 


Presently the 20th century cane. 

Scientists had been frequently surprised. 

They had to reflect on their work repeatedly. 

The real image of the atom was entirely different 

from what they first had in mind. 

But their efforts were not in vain. 

Now they were able to give a correct answer to the question, 

"What really is the atom?" 

"Can the atom's nucleus be further split? 

Can it be done by man's hand?" 

This was the remaining question. 

What was the answer to this final question? 

The time has come when scientists could reply, "Yes." 

The atom's nucleus was not split 

just in the corner of the laboratory. 

Finally the atomic bomb exploded. 

Finally, the atom and man came to comfort each other fads to face. 
Enormous atomic energy has been obtained by man. 

New atoms were continuously being produced in the nuclear reactor. 
Such a great amount of heat was being generated that had to be cooled 
in the river's water. 

Such a great amount of radiation was being generated that could kill a man 
if he came too close. 

A power plant using uranium for fuel instead of coal 


will soon be constructed. 


Hideki Yukawa/translated by Naoshi Koriyama 


Here is the script/ 
It is a fictional interview. The idea is to try and do one every three weeks. _Itis 
important to be “professional” sounding with only slight twists into irony/sarcasm. 


Workshopping the piece is fine, but I'd like to preserve the weirdness. 
[intro music] 


Gloria: This is On Live Air, Ola! the show that gifts you with a live interview with a 
famous celebrity every week! I’m Gloria Romana. This week we have the 
infamous actor, a true celebrity in his own right, Jared Reid! Today we’ll explore 
how he got his Big Break, and explore what his friendship with director Ronn Tartt 
did for his career. 


Now, before we begin, let’s take a moment to say thank you to our sponsor, Blunt 
Coffee, the new film by Ramona Joh that had every body talking. Opens Friday at 
select theatres nationwide. 


Now, Jared, Ola! and welcome to the show....Hello Jared. | So nice to see you 
again. | hope you're well. 


Jared: I’m well. 


Gloria: Well great! Now, I'd like to begin with a question about your youth. What 
would you say was the vehicle that launched your career? 


Jared: My first car was a Chevy El Camino, ‘79. Maroon with cherry interior. 
Gloria: What the film that made you famous? 


Jared: Oh, it was Snakebat. As you know | played the main character, Cowboy. 
It was a helluva ride, because of all the horses they wanted me to ride. Those 
things are damn uncomfortable, you know! 


Gloria: I'll bet! So why did Ron Tartt, the director, take you under his wing, so to 
speak? 


Jared: Now, it was me who took Ron under my wing. |’m taller and have these 
extra long arms, see, that | wrapped around Ron because | loved that goofy laugh he 
would give then. Then he told me we should be best friends and the rest is history? 


Gloria: | thought you and Tartt fell out? After the fifth collaboration together, 
Woman Pole flopped you were never in anymore films by him. What happened? 


Jared: No, no! | love Ron, and always will. Somehow he felt like my palling 
around with the crew was threatening. He didn’t like that we’d rehearse on our own 
time, like our passion for his script was some kind of betrayal of his “director’s 
vision”. He is a dignified guy. But we made five features together. | love that 
man. 


Gloria: Tell me more about Ron Tartt’s dignity. 


Jared: Like, the crew and I'd ask him out for burgers and he’d come along and 
watch real quiet as we ate. Or like him not eating any doughnuts on set. Pretty 
dignified. He also had this thing where he prohibited chewing gum on set. His little 
permanent smile would go away and we’d all be like, “oh...there he goes!” He had 
this thing about always asking you to change the angle of your hand or face tilt, tiny 
tiny details that didn’t make it any easier to say those lines of his. 


Gloria: You mean like the slurry rhyming couplets in his film Woman Pole or the 
triad consonant scheme of his other masterpiece Soft Cherries? Were those hard 
to say? 

Jared: The what scheme? | guess thats what! mean. | mean, lines are lines, ya 
know. Just gotta get itdown. Maybe what I’m trying to say is that there are scripts 
and there are scripts. 

Gloria: So there’s a difference in between say, your role in Jeb Slater’s flick 
Slumber Wars, and Ron Tartt’s Soft Cherries in that one was all action and the other 
practically an encyclopedia’s worth of script. 


Jared: Nah. Nah. It was always all those damn horses in his films that troubled 
me. 


Gloria: So moving on...how do you feel that you’ve been nominated for four Oscars 
and never won? 


Jared: Are you baiting me? 

Gloria: No, no, | just wondered if you felt like you’d worked hard enough. 

Jared: Don’t baitme. After Ron went dark on me, | did so many Slater action flicks 
and that whole series of chick flicks with Ramona Joh. | like Ramona’s chick flicks. 

| get kissed alot. Doesn't that count as work? 


Gloria: Some would like to see you and Tartt get back together. 


Jared: Ohman! Yeah, tha’d be great! I'd give my left arm and my right eye to 
make up with Ron. 


Gloria: What kind of film would you like to make with him? 


Jared: Ohman! It would be just like the old days. Justno horses. If! could get 
him to make one film without horses, I’d die happy. 


Gloria: You don't care about his unreadable scripts? 


Jared: They’re not unreadable. | read them. Hell, | say them. Why are you so 
focussed on that? 


Gloria: I’m not. 

Jared: Ok. 

Gloria: What’s next? 

Jared: What? 

Gloria: What are you going to film next. 


Jared: |’man actor nota filmer. But my next gig is this great thing with Ramona 
again. It’s like a romantic comedy, but then we totally flip it over and out. Total 
action! | have three stunt doubles! 


Gloria: Can you say more? 


Jared: Boy it’s a fun script. Ramona whacked it out of the field. It’s like, romance 
meets comedy, but more intersectional, yeah? Like Spaceballs but for millennials. 


Gloria: What inspires you the most - what gives you the energy to keep making 
films? 


Jared: Well, an actor’s pay is sick. No, just kidding. It’s more personal than that. 
Do you mind if | say personal stuff? 


Gloria: Not if you don't. 


Jared: Well, | keep coming to this thing where | feel, like, impulses. Yeah, 
impulses. Sometimes they’re not so cool either, right? So got into trouble a lot as 
a little kid for whacking the teacher, or putting my fist inside people’s mouths. When 
you're little these are like normal seeming but as a teenager everyone let me know to 
stop. I’m mean, but like sometimes these impulses were really beautiful impulses 
too. Like buying everyone in my grade a coke with my allowance, or polishing all 
the teachers shoes at school, or even one time, giving all my clothes to a hobo-dude 
in the park in January. So it was a mix of good and bad impulses... 


Everyone was like, you gotta stop. And | tried so hard. I did. But how could | stop 
being so violent...sometimes | just wanted to hurt...or to be kind. 


Then Mr. Bannel the English teacher gave this assignment where we had to 
memorize a like, monologue from Shakespeare. Whata standard thing to to. But | 
did the whole Ceasar monologue and wow, what a violent set of paragraphs! | was 
able to be a total hooligan for those minutes and no one yelled at me. It was great! 
| found another, a pretty one from Hamlet and then too, it was like whoa! | could be 
a sensitive dude without anyone judging me. 


Gloria: Mm. 


Jared: There you have it. | found out how not hurt anyone. You know, these 
movies can be pretty gory. I’ve killed more than 35 people on camera, not even 


counting all those machine-gun scenes in Ron's films. | can be inappropriately 
generous or like an abusive husband and get payed for it. It’s great. 


Gloria: Well good for you Jared! I’m glad you're not out there raping women and 
all in “real life!” | couldn’t have you on the show if you did. But seriously, acting is 
like your release valve? 

Jared: ...no...No. It’s just a chance to kill or love people without being hurt. The 
hardest part is memorizing the lines. Once they're in my head, I’m golden. | can 
be me again. 

Gloria: Well, they are so unusual. 

Jared: What are? 

Gloria: | mean Ron Tartt’s scripts. Films are supposed to be a visual medium, but 
then he goes and writes lengthy sonnets and stuff and somehow you make it work. 
You should've got the Oscar. 

Jared: 

Gloria: | mean, how did you do it? Riding three horses at once and then talking all 
those couplets and triads like some ADHD Hamlet. And that was your very first 


feature! 


Jared: Snakebat was a doozy alright. But! just say the lines and jump when they 
tell me. Only hard part is eating enough calories before and after. 


Gloria: It takes energy to perform like that. Could you do it now? 


Jared: Are you calling me old? Did you even see what | did for last year on 
Tyranny Show? l’m so energetic. 


Gloria: What is one memorable line from a Ronn Tartt film? 
Jared: Ohman, there were so many. Let's see... 

the bath rimm’d run slide 

o’ver the consummate gracious bride 

rasp wrath dimm’d sun tried! 

| can’t believe | remembered that still. 

Gloria: From Woman Pole right?! I’m impressed. 

Jared: What till you see my next film and then tell me that! 


Gloria: Well, Jared, | want to thank you so much for your time sitting down with us. 


Jared: It’s just the two of us, but it is | who thank you, Gloria. 


Gloria: ...could you say them for us? As a goodbye gift? 
Jared: What? Oh...you mean those... 
Gloria: You know what | mean... 


Jared: You mean the lines that are forever engraved on the hearts of all 
Americans? 


Gloria: Yes. 

Jared: The lines that made movie history and tuned me into a living legend? 
Gloria: Yes, those. 

Jared: | love it. Here’s to you, Gloria: 

Not the end of the page, 

but still going strong, 

goodbye Bronco sage 

I'll miss you later on. 

[exit] 

Gloria: Thank you! 

You just heard Jared Reid interviewed by me, Gloria Romana. Next up, we talk to 


the author of the semi-historical novel “My Cat Has Amnesia,” Gloria Rodgers, after 
this short break. 
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Gloria: This is On Live Air, Ola! the show that gifts you with a live interview with a 
famous celebrity every week! I’m Gloria Romana. Today’s guest... 


Well today’s guest is very special. Writer Clifton Work has won the International 
Federation Prize, the UNICEF Medal of Fortune, and the Pulitzer. Work’s work 
(aha) is all about the crossings that zig and zag in our lives and create this great 
entity called “culture”. 


We'll talk with her about her most recent book, International Domesticity. Her book 
is about “the portable culture in which anyone of any ancestry may claim 
homecoming in a variety of cultural modes”. Ah. We'll ask her what that means. 


Now, before we begin, let’s take a moment to say thank you to our sponsor, Blunt 
Coffee, the new film by Ramona Joh that had everybody talking. Opens Friday at 
select theatres nationwide. 


Now, Clifton, Ola! and welcome to the show....Hello Clifton Work. So nice to see 
you again. | hope you're well. 


Cliff: I’m really super today Gloria. Thank’s for asking. How are you? You can 
call me Cliff. 


Gloria: I’m so happy you took time out of your book tour to come here and promote 
your book. Please, tell me what inspired you to write about International 
Domesticity as a theme? 


Cliff: As a method of contrasting bilateral and variant modes of relation and 
existence, culture begets to begin to show a method that influences individual 
experience, participation, and pattern: patterns that in turn show and move the “other 
human(s)” to beget their own momentums of inter- and intra- personal affect. 
Basically, partition. 


Gloria: Please, tell me what inspired you to write about International Domesticity as 
a theme? 


A The wasteland before me 
paralyzed my body. paralyzed my body. 


A No grass nor ant nor tree 


B lives in this nature vanished. 
Silent and quiet and still 


C it is nature yes, tho famished. 


[chorus] (no rhyme / spoken) 


How can nature be so mute? 
It speaks not.. 
But here, 


it speaks less than that even. 


[end chorus] 


C Since the day of the bright flash 
not a single life 


C merely this wasteland ash 


D even the rattlesnake race 
who once ruled triumphant, 


D gone without a trace. 


E | stand here unmoving and sick 


E The land here is silent and sick 


RRDRDRDNDNNANNNNININNNINS 


The wasteland before me.. 
my body is still. 

| cannot move 

No grass nor ant nor tree 
not even an insect’s trill 
move the air and soothe 


in this rubbled city of scree. 


My nerves are frayed 

my body is mute. 

| thought it only humans 
who burned betrayed. 

Only humans burned to soot. 
Yet this land of ruin 


this land of life flayed 


[chorus] (not-rhyme) 


> > > 


Is my senior 
Is my elder 

Is my teacher 
Was quieter 
Was older 
Was wiser 

Is meeker 

Is weaker 


Is dead. 


[end chorus] 


Is the first victim 
Of the atomic flash 
of a new era of life 


or a new era of death 


[coda] 


It has no mouth to speak. 


It died before me, 


But unlike me, 


It cannot weep. 


RRR NNN 


| can not move my body. 


My body has contracted. 


Before me lay spread out miles 


miles of ruined. 


The tallest ruins were standing humans. 


[Marii’s testament] 


Dear, dear doctors, 
Anyway, 


| had a typical girlhood. Not a girlhood that would explain my current predicament. Like all of you, like 
all families, there were times of distress, but on the whole it was utterly ordinary. Since you ask, | will 
tell you about only the most common of difficulties. Consider yourself warned: this is boring tale I’m 
sure most families enact all around the world. After all, scolding a child is common parenting practice. 


From an early age, my mother used to pinch my skin with her fingernails when | expressed joy. My 
father colluded with her: he would bring me a dolly, or swing me about his shoulders with a friendly 
lion’s roar, which caused me to laugh in childish glee. It was exactly at the point of a vocal laugh that 
mom would reach out and pinch me with her fingernails. | would cry and scream in bewilderment, 
amazed at this reversal of fortune. It was then that uncle Alex (who lived behind the kitchen) would 
burst out of his room, and placing his strong forefingers on the pressure points at either side of my neck, 
calmly explain to me that if | did not stop wailing, he would squeeze harder. As a toddler, it seems that | 
would often pass out from incomprehension and from screaming so much. Uncle Alex explained this to 
me when | was older. 


With an expert eye to a child’s earnest desire to play, Dad would show me magic tricks, or play whimsy 
on the upright, seemingly extremely happy to make me laugh. When | did, it resulted in that mess | just 
mentioned. Over the years, mother became more sensitive to my happiness, so maybe when | was 
about five or six years, unreliably so even a childish smile would bring a pincer-pinch. Another 
technique was to keep an icepick over a burner, and then use the needle tip of it to burn my scalp-- 
always a point tiny enough for my locks to hide. To this day | am quite sensitive to the smell of burning 
hair and so never use a hairdryer. 


| was ten when Dad found Mom and Uncle Alex showering together in sexual bliss and suicided out of 
spite. In this he was very effective: mother felt a guilt that expressed itself in a needy need to be 
needed. And constantly listened to. She would roll off lists of father’s good qualities (such as being an 
effective merry-maker or being an un-spiteful man), then need many hours of reassurance that she was 
a fabulous mother and a sexy wife. Uncle Alex grew tired of giving all his emotional energy to 
supporting Mom, and rubbing my still-flat chest with his red palms, told me | was the “man” of the 
house, then finally gave up his little room behind the kitchen and went back home to Toledo. | was 
happy that Dad wasn’t around anymore to make me laugh: his delights only brought searing pain, after 
all. 


So Mom turned to me for reassurance. She explicitly explained her needs: that without my loving 
reassurance, she would suicide in agony and choose a very painful way to die. As a ten year old, | felt so 
guilty at having annoyed her and Uncle Alex by laughing openly and afterwards howling that it was 
logical to invest my whole being into taking care of her. Her violence took on a new form, where instead 
of just physically wounding me, she would insinuate how my extreme insensitivity to her psychic wound 
was wounding her further. Most nights | would spend till just past before dawn empathically telling her 
how great she was. | often fell asleep at school and had to repeat two school grades due to my lack of 
progress. My peers, all being so much younger than me, liked to call me “mongoloid” because of my 
narrow eyes and oversized frame. | had a nicked sized bald spot from worrying my head too much with 
fingernails, so my nickname was “baldycunt”. 


It was the age of thirteen was when | found a way to bring back delight in life. As anguish was the 
background emotion of my childhood, the only other contrasting emotions were the streaks of agony 
and humiliation when Mom pinched me or Uncle Alex squeezed my pressure points. It was almost as if 
the most pure expression of feeling were contained in these moments, which to my mind were also 
deep expressions of love. So it followed it was those pure moments where emotional and physical hurt 
collaborated to overcome all conscious thought in the brain when | felt the most free of my own 
disfigured self. Thought could be blotted out with emotional agony. For myself too. Mom taught me 
this by example, but it took a while to see beyond the anguished exterior of her ragged face and see 
how pure her experience of the world was. 


In the spirit of giving, | felt the need to give this smothering extremity of pain to my mother to overcome 
what she generated herself. | thought that if her troubling conscious thoughts could be extinguished all 
the more, maybe she would stop pinching me. | often placed my bloody napkins into her wigs, so her 
scalp would become bloodied on the mornings of my period. Since “baldycunt” was an insult levelled at 
me, | recycled the words to use daily, taking time to substitute it for “Mom” in public especially. You 
could charge me as cruel, but the truth is that these acts were very difficult. The suffering | gave mom 
reflected back to me double-fold in her temper tantrums, and it took a lot of gritting my teeth to 
knowingly hurt her feelings with insults and hurt her body. But it overcame her “thinking so it was my 
gift to her. The most extreme physical act | engaged in was to chant “whoremonger” loudly while 
pouring boiling water over just one of her fingers. This was another word | used nonchalantly in place of 
“Mom” when we were in public, especially Kmart. The reprisals for these acts gave us endless 
screaming matches and tantrums that obliterated thought and was therefore refreshing for us two. | 
had to be careful not to make her an enemy, or else we would loose the oppressive closeness of late 
nights where | listened to her litany of complaints and then assiduously reassured her in detail how good 
a human she was and how sexy a wife: 


—You were such a sexy wife to Dad that other women were like needles in his eyes, and he couldn’t 
look at them without crying tears of blood. 


—You are such a good mother that your daughter can never, ever, ever, be thankful enough. 


—Your feelings are valid. You have been wronged horribly by everyone. So your feelings are valid. 


—But actually you are loved by everyone. They’re just overwrought by their envy of you so hurt you. 
They love you deeply. 


—Your cooking is the best. 

—Your conversation is sparkling and the waiter at Mario’s has a crush on you. 
—The waitress at Sushi-ya has a lady-crush on you. 

—You are the most heterosexual person | have ever met. 

—Your kindness and thoughtfulness scares all your friends away. 

—You are beautiful when you sleep. 

—| have inherited your big breasts. 

—You have excellent taste. 


—You are a genius at kindness. 


..and so on. In this way | escaped being pinched for the most part. 


| felt no need for reassurance as Mom did. But | felt the need to give reassurance, since it seemed an 
effective way to enact small freedoms for myself. Being lonely at school, | started using the same lines 
on my peers, especially the cheerleader girls, who | thought would like being complimented by someone 
perceptive like me. (They often called me “beetle-brow”.) Katie, Anya, Anny—they were not pleased by 
my compliments. Today | know it is because they didn’t have that blanket feeling of anguish against 
which the compliments would be like golden sunlight. This is what | said to them: 


—You were such a sexy wife to Dad that other women were like needles in his eyes, and he couldn’t 
look at them without crying tears of blood. 


—You are such a good mother that your daughter can never, ever, ever, be thankful enough. 
—Your feelings are valid. You have been wronged horribly by everyone. So your feelings are valid. 


— But actually you are loved by everyone. They’re just overwrought by their envy of you so hurt you. 
They love you deeply. 


—Your cooking is the best. 
—Your conversation is sparkling and the waiter at Mario’s has a crush on you. 
—The waitress at Sushi-ya has a lady-crush on you. 


—You are the most heterosexual person | have ever met. 


—Your kindness and thoughtfulness scares all your friends away. 
—You are beautiful when you sleep. 

—| have inherited your big breasts. 

—You have excellent taste. 


—You are a genius at kindness. 


| now know | should have adjusted the compliments for their age and youth instead of repeating 
verbatim what | said to Mom. They did not like being called “good mothers,” and would angrily ask me 
how | knew what they looked like when they were sleeping, and so on. 


Because of my overdeveloped chest, | started wearing a giant kitchen apron over my school uniform. 
The teachers did not like it, but | told them each: 


—Your feelings are valid. You have been wronged horribly by everyone. So your feelings are valid. 


And teachers let me be. 


Boys looked at me. Since | was older they were less mature. | thought complimenting them was the 
way to evade their taunts, so it wasn’t hard to find something to praise about Billy, Jimmy, or Mattais: 


—Your cheekbones are the best of your class. 
—You have 32 freckles that all turn red when you are angry. It is cute. 


—Your ass muscles are exceptionally strong and so (maybe) you will be good at sexual acts when you’re 
older. 


—The pimples on your cheeks will leave manly scars like Tommy Lee Jones if you keep scratching them 
like that. 


The upshot was that | was left all alone, though sometimes | found the word “baldycunt” scrawled on 
my locker. 


Mother’s pain and my own were so overwhelming that | soon gave up trying to pleasure my peers, 
anyway. 


As all things, | grew up. | became all legs and tangled hair. My legs became so long so fast that my body 
felt like a squashed fat cylinder of guts balanced precariously on stilts. My face erupted in pimples too, 
but | found that when comforting mother, rubbing my face all over her nightgown eased the oil. | knew 
Mom was jealous of my bursting body, so it was important to be ugly. | felt ugly, so it was easy. 


As all things, | grew up. Mother insisted that her one and only daughter would have to go to the best 
college, which was the cause of some domestic problems. | needed to get very good grades to get into 
the colleges she wanted, and so tried to spend a lot of time on homework and study. But it took away 
from our long nights together so the abandonment she felt took the form of suicide threats, long hours 
screaming herself hoarse, and serial-calling the school administrators to try and bribe them into giving 
me good grades through sexual favours. This was a painful time. Sleep deprived, and my thoughts a 
haze of mathematics and coursework, the hours of the days whipped my little brain into such an anguish 
that “conscious thought” was replaced with frothy anguish, froth | couldn’t even notice because of the 
time spent on getting into a good college. 


As all things, | grew up. | obtained a scholarship to one of those liberal little schools in the Midwest, 
Fledge College in Remington, lowa. | declared my interest in “Masculinist Studies,” a non-existent major 
and probably gave the admission committee a thrill that a girl would choose such a subversive field as 
opposed to the more traditional “Feminist Studies”. It was the most daring thing I’d done in my entire 
life. 


As all things, | grew up. Mother declined. She spent hours in the bath. Many people spend hours in the 
bath. Her method was to get into a warm bath in the morning, and then spend all day immersed, adding 
hot water as needed. I’d come home from school, and she would still be in the bath. She’d be there all 
night and during my morning routine too, so | started using the school showers after a few days of being 
unable to wash at home. |’d bring her tacos or microwave mini-pizzas and made sure that there was 
always a bowl of strawberries on the toilet lid. Her skin turned grey and wrinkly, with open sores 
bleeding pus yellow into the greyish water. When she finally emerged, there was so much dead skin 
(“necrotic tissue”) sloughing off her body that | had to use a colander to clean it all up. After a few 
weeks of bedrest, when her skin returned to normal, she would again take a “bath-cation” and return to 
the tub. Watching her turn into a webby necrotic monster was delightful agony, because the hurt | felt 
was bright and so wiped out my thoughts of rebellion or running away. 


Finally it came time to leave for Fledge College. Mom bought me a maroon Cadillac Eldorado so that | 
too could “become a butterfly” like her and fly with powder-dust wings. She spilled cherry coke all over 
the plush white seats on the drive home from the dealer. Three days before our long drive, she filled it 
with diesel by mistake and so it stopped running on the curb and ended up blocking the mailbox. The 
mailman put our letters (pretty much all junk-mail) into the open slit at the top of the window. Since my 
Eldorado was stuck, and mother’s anxiety about leaving was so high she was taking infinite baths, | 
solved the situation neatly by slitting my wrists while sitting in the driver’s seat of our stalled car. The 


mailman found me and got quite angry. My mother and | both ended up in this hospital, me for artery 
repair and her for the skin problems she suffered in the tub. She told me that the medical crew should 
be sued because they shuffled her into the ambulance with such roughness that her wig fell off and 
exposed her scalp to the bare air. 


And now here | am, trying to explain why | attempted to take my life. As you can see, my actions were 
predicated on total logic. You say “if | were you...” but the truth is, if you were me, you would have 
traveled the same paths and done the same things. You sit in judgement of mental health, while 
ignoring how much commonplace sense there is in this tale. Who among you does not long for the 
oblivion of sexual congress, an exhilarating sport, or an engrossing story? | took the only paths | knew to 
that bliss while also providing it for my mother. 


Ethics arising from the ability to suffer and notice suffering; cause harm 


Manifestly, almost all cultural groupings have a code of ethics or the concept of morality. These may 
vary quite wildly, and it seems like efforts to identify a pan-cultural ethics is fraught with difficulty. But 
what is wild to me is the existence of ethics to begin with. Systems of ethics arise because humans and 
groups of humans are able to suffer. Add the ability to suffer with the ability to notice suffering, and 
systems of ethics become possible. By “suffering,” note that the terms applies as much to groups of 
humans as to individual human beings. Merely noticing our own or another’s suffering still falls short of 
explaining why morality exists. There are many ways of unfolding the answer—but in a nutshell, ethics 
and morality are yet another function of the tyranny of life: life must continue. For the best guarantee 
of that continuation, life must be healthy, and therefore, free of suffering. 


All the mechanisms that cause systems of morality are ultimately serving that aim Let’s exclude 
pathologies, please. We’ll examine pathologies in another place.. Hard exercise causes some suffering, 
but the results of those efforts create health (and usually a rush of endorphins as a bonus). And so for 
many people, the choice to exercise “could be” framed as a moral one. And the same is true of course 
in framing societal conventions that discourage harming other people. It is not that people often 
intellectualize in this way when helping people in pain or making laws against cruel behaviour. Rather, it 
is the mirror neurons, wherein witnessing an action / emotion by a different being causes those neurons 
in our own bodies to react. Somatic empathy is a powerful way of reducing harm. The magic of somatic 
empathy is that it is even effective at a distance, vaulting over continents so that the more fortunate 
provide help to the less. Undoubtedly, there are many people whose empathy does not leap such 
distances: more local. They cause suffering—on purpose or by omission—with a completely different 
system of values. Many prioritize their own tribe, and so hold a system of ethics that accepts harm to 
other groupings. Others prioritize a set of values within their own tribe, and so punishing perceived 
wrongs for the sake of maintaining those values is acceptable or even desirable. Think of Pol Pot’s 
merciless killing of intellectuals, or the adulterer who is punished. Yet another manifestation of ethics is 
in the wholesale genocide of a different group of humans (often ethnic or religious groups): when 
difference is constructed so that the “other” has no humanity or personhood, and therefore not subject 
to short-range or long-range somatic empathy. 


In common with all these diverse ethics is the common theme of life continuing. |In every case, the 
justifications for cruelty or kindness is the preservation of life of one kind or another. Identifying this 
commonality is useful because it points a way in which to think about difference. If the common thread 
is that of life continuance (or preservation), then how diverse cultures conceive of this continuance can 
be more fully articulated and understood, and therefore differences in moral systems as well. 


Since life continuing is one the basic drive of all ethical systems, then the diversities of those systems 
arise from different ideas of “life” or of “human”. There are at least two factors at work here, then: one 


is differing ideas about who / what is human life; the other factor is the ranking system accorded to 
“human” against other life. 


Starting from the first—it is not merely a question of deciding that all or only part of the members of the 
species Homo Sapiens are human or not—the projections of “life” also encompass the roles played by 
individuals. Definition. In societies where a strong degree of individual autonomy and freedom is 
valued, every single human being is afforded empathy, and so in the larger picture whole sets of rules 
and conventions are set up, attempting to minimize individual suffering, maximize individual freedom, 
while yet preserve a society which functions healthily. But a different society might have evolved along 
lines where the individual personality is less valued than the role they play in keeping society 
sustainable. Rather than prize each individual life-continuation, the roles are protected, because (for 
example) if in a small village the knife maker abuses his job and takes more than his share of meat by 
bribing everyone in need of a knife, then as a role, his life is not worth keeping healthy, and he could be 
sacrificed for the sake of a smoother run village. 


Of course, because environmental and sociological conditions of any groups, not to mention religions, 
are so different, ethics evolve differently as well. The other factor | speak about is ranking: in other 
words, a system working in concert with the definitions of life to rank certain kinds of life as more or less 
valuable than others. In ranking, we mean ranking of every kind of life, from the value of a different 
human individual, to a different tribe, to valuing highly or not animal and vegetable life. Fora 
contemporary American example: the president. The president’s life is so highly valued that literally 
thousands of people are dedicated to preserving it, and there are some willing to put the president’s life 
above their own. And whereas our society may not aim to preserve the life of every living mammal (or 
tree), there are many groupings of humans who have been vegetarian since ancient times. The clear- 
cutting of the Amazon, or eco-disrupting oil pipelines are other instances of life-value differences. 


It is obvious “now” that clear cutting and oil spilling into the ocean are not practices that sustain life— 
continuance in the long term, but then, the priorities and definitions of “life” have been altered by a 
combination of short-sightedness and the intervention of the money machine, where “life” is reframed 
to mean purchasing power (because the more money one has the more one can be secure: a position 
particularly emphasized in societies where individual lives are more important than smoothly run 
villages—the villages have become countries in any case). These kinds of eco-destruction and “top-1%- 
ism” are pathologies arising with the evolution of mass markets and over-population Dare | use the 
word “capitalism” ?. 


These two axis—Definitions of life-continuance and Ranking of life—allows us to understand why there 
are no universal ethics. Ethics are inculcated from birth, so it is quite tempting to assume that one’s 
instinctual morals are universal. Even the Golden Rule cannot be universal. Do Unto Others as You 
Would Have Done Unto You. For just one example, this rule usually assumes that one is defining 
“others” more or less as one defines oneself. But if someone transgresses a rule in society (for example: 


adultery), they might lose their right-to-life-continuance (and therefore their “humanity”), and be 
stoned. Thankfully, all humans have the capacity to break the conventions of their society, and so quite 
slowly, rare souls here and there open their empathic capacities and change society. 


This is a common theme in literature: the protagonist is an ordinary product of their harsh society, and 
as such has little sympathy for transgressors. Then they themselves transgress, and realize the pain of 
being excluded or devalued in their society. Another variation is where the protagonist witnesses this 
happening, and in contrast to their peers, feels empathy. 


Religion is an excuse to engage in all sorts of barbaric or compassionate acts. The Old Testament is an 
example (a testament) to how a tribal, nomadic society in a harsh environment created ethics to 
preserve their particular form of life-continuance. Christians and Muslims believe in the Eternal Soul, 
and so since their idea of “life” expands well-beyond this World—and all the compassion as emphasized 
by Jesus or Mohammed isn’t enough to change very conservative believers into expanding or widening 
their definitions and values of life. As an aside, the creed “believe and all your sins will be forgiven” is an 
excuse to engage in Very Bad Acts, since forgiveness is coming anyway, and often these VBA’s are in the 
name of preserving or spreading a particular definition of life—continuance. 


(It is strange to me that among the Seven Last Words of Jesus on the Cross, the cry of “why have you 
forsaken me?” does not topple the whole edifice of a morality based on the assumption of forgiveness 
(for some, anyway) and the horror of using human flesh as a sacrifice to “Save” believers. But then, this 
opinion is the result of a differing viewpoint.) 


As another example, Japan was for thousands of years just many small villages heavily dependent on 
agriculture. A society where “life” literally depended on the labor of everyone in the village to work very 
hard to prepare for and survive winter. Not only were “roles” important, but the labor of everyone. 
Even with the rise of the emperor and shogunate, almost the whole population were still farmers. So it 
is no wonder that in Japan today, where the “village” has widened to include the whole country, work 
roles are very important, and instead of rice the harvest is economic development. And so even the 
most severely disabled people are “rehabilitated” into society by giving them employment—a practice 
that strikes some foreigners as cruel. The benefit of this society was able to give rise to the post-war 
Japanese Economic Miracle, although at the cost of family life and leisure time. At this time of writing— 
2016—young Japanese have different values than their parents, and so ethics in Japan are in a time of 
flux. The value of healthy families is coming to outweigh the value of work, and so a shift in “Life- 
continuance”. 


Basically, nothing | write here is new at all. If anything, | come to realize that those rare ones who can 
transcend their birth ethics in place of wider and more inclusive ethics are very special people. 
Additionally, the starting point that all ethics are born from the ability to suffer and the ability to notice 


suffering gives deep hope. After all it is more of finding out how to reframe life and reframe values so 
that the delicate balance between individual life-continuation, society-continuation, and human rights is 
efficacious. | hinted earlier about how this can be achieved when | wrote about a theme in literature in 
which a character is placed in a situation where they have no choice but to recognize that all humans 
live in the same valley of experiential sensation; and that subjectively one does not lose one’s humanity 
even when the transgressor is the self. 


It is manifest that there is no universal Ethic—not among tribes of humans and not even among the 
humans of any given tribe—and so how is it that humanity will be able to unite as a species that values 
its own life-continuation and the continuation of life-on-earth as a complementing and necessary 
ecosystem? The most effective language is that of emotion. And the most effective conduit of emotion 
is art. Effective art is placed in a very special position where without the need for any preaching, human 
somatic responses are evoked, practised, and shared. And literally vital to this idea is the measure of 
“effective” art. An art only relevant to a few in a particular cultural moment might be moving, but 
quickly requires an education to appreciate from beyond that art’s milieu (cans of tomato soup). 
Without a strong degree of efficaciousness—that is: art that manages to withstand the slings and arrows 
of outrageous fortune; time, context, audience. 


| dislike that already | need to defend this thesis against those who would argue that much art—from 
Rothko to Sibelius, Hijikata to Schonberg require immense education to appreciate. True enough. But 
what is pretty miraculous is that populist or folk forms of art are just as effective, and though often 
short-lived, the populist TV programme (The Jeffersons, Evangelion) can change people in the here-and- 
now, and often serve as a gateway into appreciating enduring art. Harry Potter is pretty good, and it yet 
serves as a great catalyst for young people to explore more books and more books. Still, there are many 
works that need no education to appreciate: Shakespeare’s language is universal, as is Beethoven. 
Another goodness of effective art is that unlike scripture, it shows and does not tell. 


This is the genius of the novel or the play. A novel is made up of words, which directly impart 
meaning...but an artist-novelist chooses to arrange the words into a form which, overflowing many 
pages, moves beyond the mere meaning of those words and creates in the reader a deep impression. 
This is why novels in translation still retain such power (unless the translator is not an artist themselves). 
Thomas Mann’s Doktor Faustus is my favourite example of this, although Shakespeare is a more familiar 
example. 


Masses of humans aren’t as thoughtful as individuals. Telling a country to stop polluting their rivers will 
not change this short-sighted activity of life-continuance. Telling one person, and you might convince 
them, but who knows? Whereas a film, book, TV show, dance, poem, painting, play that silently evokes 
a respect for nature will in seep into a populace, and be a change agent. This takes time. Perhaps this 
can explain how generations across cultures sometimes understand each other better than with an 
older generation of their same culture. And again, with good art, human widening is not a goal of the 


art, but a side-effect Please, let’s excuse psychopaths and the pathological. . Art is a point of fixity 
across centuries and continents, because emotions are universal. Powerful art opens the mirror 
neurons, even if just through the medium of sound or paint. 


There is a universe that is only accessible through art, a space completely invisible through anything 
except the filter of human experience. So many bright stars, galaxies that brighten the unknown dark of 
existence, a cosmos as universally navigable to the Zulu as to the Ainu. And as with art, absolutely 
anyone can appreciate a starry night, and with only tiny practice, come to recognize and read the 
constellations that evoke little stars within our tiny selves, little stars that talk to each other across all 
stripes of existence. 


The core question that the Eternal Adolescents like me tend to ask is “what is the meaning of life?” This 
question is formulated very carefully. If one were to ask the “reason” of life, or the “purpose” of life, 
answers are forthcoming. The reason of life—why is one alive? The answers is a tautology, but self- 
evident as it were: one is alive because one was born; one was born because of strong biological 
imperatives; one often obeys these imperatives and creates life, too. With all the extreme biological 
and physiological drives implanted in every human, it is surprising that one should even ask what the 
“purpose” of life is: the purpose of life is to live it and continue it, obviously. From the desire for a good 
meal, sleep, elimination of waste, sex, conviviality—even in the perversions which lead to harm, humans 
are directed towards continuing life, their own and others as well. Some humans even have the desire 
to provide for non-human life—which in prospering is in the end too serving the great Life of human 
continuance. 


| will here explain only one angle of approach to the question. There are many angles to approach the 
question. 


“Meaning” is a more subtle question than reason or purpose. “Meaning” asks for significance—it is 
question that implies the presence of a signifier, a sign, symbol. The word itself has its etymology in the 
Old English word meanan, to intend, to signify, coming from the same of Old German. Ask the meaning 
of AX | can say it means ki or “tree.” Asked the meaning of a particular dance movement, | can say “the 
fingers flutter because of the presence of the Holy winding through them.” Asked the meaning of my 
name: “vapor” in old Hebrew. And so on. To ask for meaning is to imply the sign, and by extension with 
the same etymology, ask for significance. Meanings are beyond logic, beyond mere origins. Meanings 
ask for signals. In a word—asking “how is my life important?” A question that unconsciously wants to 
be given for life-continuance beyond biological drives: does this life, this span of several decades, 
actually signal anything at all beyond itself? 


Meaning is something assigned to a sign; lives aren't signs. 


But as we know that our thoughts are eternally bound up with Life, there can be no answer Beyond Life. 
Everything we do can only hold significance to those who are alive or unborn. In 2,000 years this one 
human life may “mean” nothing, but for several decades it has significance for other lives. There is truly 
no human whose life has not been held important by some other; even the lives of the most 
marginalized, obscure, or unknown humans are seen as significant by an empathic others—even if that 
other has never heard the name of or knows not the existence of one specific human being on another 
continent. An importance attached to beings without specificity; this is completely valid. It is 
demonstrated by the most basic tenets of all the biggest philosophies on Earth, which deny the inviting 
concept of solipsism. Uncountable humans feel compassion to beings born and died millennia ago, or 
beings who will live centuries hence. 


So “What is the meaning of life” is anserwrable in reflection to other lives. Another question that 
usually follows is the all pervasive query of the overpopulated 21st century: “am | important?” 


“Am |important?” This question, looked at etymologically, also begs for extension: “important”: “be 
significant,” from Latin importare (important), bring in, carry, convey: assimilated from “in” with “port”. 
“Am | important?” = “Do | bring anything in?” The etymology is clear: to bring something in is to have 
significance, meaning. A reformulation of the question might easily be “do | contribute anything?” The 
existential search for meaning in life is tangled with the question of significance and contribution. No 
one wants their life to be a cipher, a Zero. An old insult is “you are a Zero,” tantamount to telling 
someone they have no meaning, no import in life. 


But as I’ve said, the significance one feels in life can only be bound up within this life. Even in the case of 
“delayed gratification,” where your life or effort might attain import only posthumously, imagination 
sustains us through bitter pastures. There are some who are more vital: they experience pleasure in the 
act itself with no request for recognition. 


In English, all this playing with etymology takes us this far, but the same conclusions could be reached 
without the aid of word games simply by taking in the implications of the question itself. “The meaning 
of life” wants to know the utility of a life, the sign of the whole, turning what is actually a verb 
(continuing existence / life) and giving it the status of anoun. What is it that my life as a whole signifies? 
The only possible answers lie either within the self or within others. 


a) the self can find significance in various ways. The pleasure of action, manifold desires and 
interactions with others, or a personal philosophy. 


not to be mutually excluded with 


b) the ways in which one affects others makes one aware of personal significance. 


There are only these two accesses of self. The self accessing, and judging the self, or the self using other 
humans as a mirror to shape one’s own perception of one’s self by various degrees. Most of us 
experience a mix. It would be nice to write that “the meaning of life is up to you,” but it is the rare 
person who is totally unaffected by surroundings, and as the members of any marginalized group know, 
feeling valid can be quite difficult without a degree of recognition. This is why saying “thank you” is so 
vital so many cultures, and expressing gratitude a core component of many faiths. To express thanks is 
to give import to someone, to recognize them... 


Internalize this concept of life-meaning and signifiers and significance, and one has such a hard time 
returning to phatic phrases. As if suddenly, every hitherto phatic phrase becomes sincere. One small 
example: at work, when being corrected for a mistake, | thank my coworkers before apologizing, which 
gives them the sense that they have helped me, and adds to their life-meaning. This custom of mine 
startles them, but at least | startle them with a smile. 


This is how philosophy can change lives. From a galaxy-wide perspective, maybe life means nothing (the 
sun will blow up), and we’re all going to die and all will return to elemental molecules. We the readers 
of this text won’t be around to experience that (it would be interesting), but have only the bookends of 
death and birth where we may act. Action is possible for many of us, and so the end proposal here is to 
act in ways that incur health and meaning in others, and by reflection, ourselves. 


Knowing that reality is malleable comes with maturity. The extent to with reality is malleable was made 
clear to me in an experience in Japan. | was in charge of lighting the pathway to a new Butoh-specialty 
theatre. Since the theatre was a traditional building, and the producer extremely tightfisted, coming up 
with an elegant but cheap pathway lanterns was a challenge. What | did was buy some small traditional 
Japanese birdcages, made of thin wood and rectangular—intended for sparrows. | faced them with 
hand-made Japanese paper and inserted little light bulbs in the bottoms. Lining the path with these 
lanterns, | felt no small triumph at the literal applause that the production members gave. The very next 
day, the star of the new theatre took a look at my handiwork and with no bones about it, said she 


“hated them” and that they were “cheap”. Following her example, the previous people who had 
applauded dissembled and began, too, to disdain those very same lanterns. 


This experience of inconsistency gave to realize that what was (beautiful lanterns) has no relationship to 
what is (cheapo lanterns). The lanterns were once beautiful, but at a word, their very existence took on 
an ugliness that represented all the disappointed hopes that were placed in me. For the coworkers 
whose attitude were so malleable the issue is not that the lanterns were beautiful, but that they are 
ugly. To be more precise, the current ugliness of the lanterns seeped backwards in time so that they 
“were ugly all along”. Memories edited, an adjective placed by a powerful person travelled back in time: 
if time travel to alter the past were possible, our memories would shift too and none would notice. Only 
one person was even aware of an inconsistency, and that one person (me) adhered so much to a certain 
position that the dislocation was sharply felt. 


A powerful agent invokes difference, and group dynamics uses human strength to edit memories. Now, 
in terms of opinion, this is no rarity. It happens all the time, such as when Jane Somers pulls aside the 
curtain to reveal Doris Lessing, or Robert Galbraith becomes J.K. Rowling. Or how The Shining is seen as 
a masterpiece even as it was derided when it was released. More startlingly are the edits to the past 
that alter quantity rather than quality: involve nouns and actions rather than adjective. | lost ten dollars 
is hardly equivalent to losing a hundred dollars, yet it is a lie we like tell when we misplace our wallet. 
More saddeningly, the atrocity edited from the textbooks is blatant abuse of reverse perspective. In the 
same vein, “current events” are broadcasts of mostly unhappy things from one perspective, and so to 
look at the news from decades ago is to see an age that may have actually been much more or less 
happier than recorded. The acts of benevolence unrecorded are forgotten, the loss of lives 
minimized...what was it like, really? If the memory of injustice fades, acts literally edited out of history, 
what can we know of the “now,” much less how to make “now” more equitable? 


Happily, humans have memory. Time travel is possible because we are capable of affirming difference. 
My use of the term time travel is sly, but it makes some sense: “no, it wasn’t so,” or “Il remember 
elsewise” are differences that keep the consciousness alive. To know and communicate one’s own 
version of events might be derisively called “revisionary,” but the word is true to itself: to see again. 
With momentum and subtlety the past changes once again and actions invisible and lost to memory 
reappear, with new lessons and fresh perspectives. Re-vision. As with all my philosophy, this tool is one 
to be used with care. When | let go of an old grudge because | re-vision a friend’s actions, the friend is 
dear to me again. On the other hand, | could blanket over my ignoble selfishness with a past tense “I 
had good intentions,” and learn nothing from having hurt someone. It is harder to edit the past when 
large groups of humans are involved. It takes discernment to notice dissonance, and courage to show it. 
Groupthink and mass media are powerful editors of the past. Moreover, when is dissonance healthy 
and when is it damaging? 


As must be apparent in this and other writings, | advocate a thoughtful approach. It is easy to make 
guidelines such as to always ask “what can change with re-vision? Who will be harmed and who 
benefited? What can be learned or proliferated?” 


Beyond thoughtfulness, one of the most difficult and powerful dissonances is the transformation of the 
future. Just as a form of time-travel is possible as shown above, so is it possible to alter the future. This 
is an effective use of dissonance and groupthink. In less science-fictional terms: simple prejudice. Bad 
prejudice limits our expectations of others, and by projection, actually limits them. This is so obvious 
that | feel tempted to not write why, but explanations will help further these paragraphs. A prejudice is 
a frame that creates borders on reality. The result is that anything witnessed will only be understood 
within the lens of the pre-judgement. The frame becomes unnoticeable to the point where reality itself 
bends to fit within the borders, and what falls outside the frame becomes immediately “reframed” to 
match. 


As with all time-travel, too many times prejudice is used for the bad: a pre-judging of something 
(say....people with dark skin); that pre-judgement affects expectation and therefore outcome. As all 
scapegoats know, all oppressed people know, and all losers know, expectation often creates or limits 
outcome, because expectation has real psychological power, and reality is malleable. A more pedestrian 
example comes back to my lanterns: the bad opinion of them meant that all my work for many weeks to 
come was pre-labeled as bad no matter the quality of the actual concrete work itself. 


We should be on the lookout to where ever pre-judgements exist. Wherever prejudice raises its head. 
In fact, | counter prejudice with my own prejudice in the happiest way possible. Before any encounter, 
any expectation or formulation of another person or their work or experience, | ask myself to be biased 
towards the best. To meet new people and already expect them to be wonderful is to create wonderful 
encounters. To believe in the potential of a workmate is to create the potential in them, and often to 
activate it, too. Naiveté. The strength of the good expectation or the happy prejudice is the strength to 
keep such an attitude in the face of disappointment. The courage of naiveté. A purity from an adult 
perspective: the purity earned within all the little pettinesses and cynical habits. 


Those so disposed know this: self-hatred always finds a way. If one is disposed to self-hatred, then it will 
find excuses to flourish like the weeds in the desert able to survive on the mere hint of dew in arid wind. 
Looked at this way, self-hatred is such a force—and in metaphor at least, a life-force. In the negative 
sense of flourishing: a poison weed that chokes the fields of more giving plants, and we end up 
malnourished because these poison weeds don’t provide vegetables or fruits. We water, we tend to 
the giving plants, and inadvertently splash nourishment onto the weeds. We root them up, turn the soil, 
but there is a silent anxiety that one day they'll sprout again. Suddenly(!) that anxiety becomes the 


weed. Self-loathing is always tended, and therefore attended, by other nourishments. Attended by 
other nourishments: yes, because noticing and working daily with the weeds becomes the pruning 
process and feedback process necessary to self-growth, and therefore is conducive to carefully helping 
the giving-fields give vital nourishment. 


This metaphor is apt for those who move. But for those who do not move? The soul so overeaten by 
poison weeds that it is hard “enough” to metaphorically go outside into exposure and prune the bad 
and help the good. This “enough” is as good as a feast. It is possible to overeat an excess of dis-energy. 
The lethargy of an excess of dis-movement. The belly swollen with an emptiness difficult to transmute 
into activation; the muscles of the will atrophy, and the bloated heaviness of absolutely nothing. 
Recognize that “enough” can be nothing at all...no visible oppression or tyranny. And into that 
ungraspable nothingness one understands that the self is to blame. Magically the blame assigns 
heaviness to thin air, and so every fresh breath that should give life-oxygen seems to blindly prioritize 
carbon monoxide. 


It is even likely that these metaphors end up too as binds, excuses for dis-movement or watering the 
weeds of self-loathing because they are closer to us. Then the frame of metaphor becomes a prison, 
and the hard framework slowly bruises our protective skin. Verily, the fact of “metaphoring” emotion is 
to give an invisible and hurtful presence a solid aspect. Giving materiality to unseen feelings is soothing, 
as it has the dual function of object-ifying the immaterial winds that hurt us so, and therefore providing 
distance and apartness for us to see them objectively: an objectivity. (This play on words is fruitful.) 
Where objectifying, and object-ifying harms is that it give lie to the idea that these emotions are apart of 
us, but really they are a part of us so never separate. 


The only way then to remove these sticky harms that are a part of us is to change “us”. To become a 
being in which those harms are not a part of us. The noxious feelings are always felt by us and so we 
ourselves are the source and recipients of toxicity. We must depart into a different “we”. We must 
arrive different from when we departed. Continual arrival or continual departure. 


We must change who we are. How how, how? How? As suggested above, we are not static objects. A 
table might always be a table until it is acted upon, but it could not turn itself into dinner plates. We, on 
the other hand, have the capacity to metamorphose ourselves. We can be acted upon, and in turn act 
of ourselves. (If as some say, free-will is an illusion, it is at least a useful one.) We live in a one way 
stream called “time,” which conveniently provides the space and potential to morph or evolve. 


A lazy mental habit is conceiving of anything as truly static. Another laziness is to think of anything as 
ever being able to truly “revert”. | don’t dispute the idea that | may revert to depression, or that | revert 
the computer to its original configuration,etc. Every reversion still occurs at a newer place in time than 
before. Every return home is a new return, and every “reset” to a previous version still happens newly. 


The pendulum swings back, but it swings back in time, as evidenced by the clock face changing. Even 
were the pendulum to stop, time would not. And any “previous configuration” of any system has value 
because of the contrast between what was and what is, in the previous might have worked well enough 
to recall, or might still have lessons to teach—it is important to notice that that efficacy of those lessons 
are recalled for the sake of the present or future time, and so never can be true reversions or returns. 
The fantasy of the true return is simply that, a nostalgia for a differently experienced present-tense. 


When you look to change an habit in your life, or realize a project, where do you look? Do you look at 
the past, see what your tendencies are, and use that research to modify your present self to have a good 
outcome in the future? Or alternatively, do you look to the future, imagine the obstacles and situations, 
and modify your present self to have a good outcome? Or do you do both? 


One point of view: a strong foundation is essential for any undertaking. Take the time to build strong 
foundations, and that base will serve you. Often, those stabilities are outside the self, and we modify 
our situations to make those undertakings easier. We know that we have moods subject to the external 
world, and so if those externalities are more stable, so are we. 


Another point of view: everything always changes, and the external world is harsh in its undeniable 
influence. Rather than rely on those foundations—which are at heart subject to the laws of nature—| 
rely on myself, and find a strong stability in myself that will allow the undertakings despite shifting 
externals. 


Another point of view: everything changes, always. Externals and internals. In being pliant, | can adjust 
to both kinds of change—myself and my situations are constantly modifying each other and so it is only 
in flexing that | can achieve anything well. 


That with the continual ebb and flow of all things, the pendulum of the days and seasons, things go and 
return. 


Rather than exploring a technique to emerge from self-loathing, | would like to explore a technique for 
curing dis-movement. 


Finally, we come to a point where metaphors and word-objects do no good; life is lived now and all the 
difficulties or nourishments are invisible yet present in time lived in the present. What a gift that 
present that is! 


Ethics 


Any discussion of ethics requires the Trolley Problem that was devised in 1967. The basic issue is: you 
see a trolley barreling out of control and about to hit and kill five people. But you notice that you can 
pull a railway switch and make the trolley go to a different track, avoiding killing five people, but killing 
one who happens to be on the new track. Another variant of the problem is the so called “fat man,” 
where instead of pulling a railway switch, you can push a fat man in front of the trolley and use his 
weight to prevent the death of five people. 


Although such a situation is not likely to happen to most of us, it is a moral dilemma responsible from 
millions of words of interpretation and dissection. There are several variants (including one where you 
can choose to kill an evil villain to prevent the deaths of five people), and quite a few flexible and 
unflexible conclusions about what one should or should not do. | have my own interpretation for a 
solution: whatever moral and ethical position one could take a prior or a posteri: in situ, it does not 
matter. Were such a situation to occur, there would be no time to reflect on the matter. Automatically 
reacting and killing one person, or being paralyzed and letting five people die, in the moment something 
happens. Whether that something be a swift decision to act, hesitation, paralysis, or a decision not to 
act—the situation does not effect moral reflection. (Not to consider yet another option: throwing 
yourself into the way of the trolley.) 


More interesting is to consider other classical ethical thought experiments. Such as: do you scapegoat 
an innocent person to prevent a riot in the city? Do you torture the person who holds the key to 
defusing a ticking time bomb? Do you harvest the organs of one person to save the lives of several? Do 
you invade one country to prevent genocide, though collateral deaths will occur? Essentially, all these 
problems are refer to the same issue of sacrificing or hurting the few for the sake of the many. Spock 
and Kirk give a solution rather succinctly in the ending of Star Trek II: The Wrath of Khan: 


Spock Don’t grieve Admiral—it’s logical: the good of the many outweighs- 


Kirk ...the good of the few... 


lookup!However, in the ending of Star Trek III: 


Kirk Because the needs of the one ...outweigh the needs of the many.. 


Whatever the case, | see no need to give an account of “shoulds” and “shouldn’ts” that apply to these 
situations. The reasons for this is because not only will | not add anything new to the discussion, but 
“ought-tos” are suspicious because they imply a universal ethical law—laws which by definition become 
blanket applied across various situations. One seed for my position(s) on this is the short sentence in 
Nietzsche's work Human, All too Human, where he says: 


find!... 


The conclusion is obvious. Maybe it is my work to point out the obvious (and yours to critique) but since 
all conscious beings occupy different positions in space and time, and that situational difference 
(internal and external) will never vanish, then any system of ethic must also preoccupy itself with 
consideration for such variety. The lure of Mills’ Utilitarianism is felt here, since it applies fairly flexible 
formulae that give contextual results. The Categorical Imperative is another complex thought-structure 
that beckons. This is interesting that many ethical systems give a lot of consideration to results, 
whether it be prioritizing them, or asking us not to treat other beings as ends. 


The are no clear options, so this essay could just bring us to a muddy slog through various ramifications. 
| prefer to acknowledge these difficulties and still present an alternative ethics. 


My position(s) already come through: an ethics that is situationally variable. And with no solid ground, 
in an ever flowing river so to speak, what structure would possibly be buoyant enough to keep us afloat 
through the winding turning bends of time and situation and the changing views of the riverbank? 
Keeping the metaphor, it is clear there there are at least three unforgettable factors in all accounts of 
moral selections. 


A river flows in time, as does life. | call this factor the flow from any determination. Rivers also have 
volume: beings are all present at different individual positions of space and time, but there are many 
beings in this world, and so the river has a high volume of flowing water. The volume of the river | call 
depth. The deep flowing implications of actions must be remembered. 


Frame is the third factor in choice. Depending on where one is in the river (world/time-period), the view 
will change. In simple terms, looking left, one sees only left. Looking closely one might only see the 
immediate above or below. Frames are merely windows that shape our realities. The frames move in 
time and space along with the river, and thus exist in four dimensions. Obvious that the perceptions of 
my twenty-year old self in Japan are different from my forty-year old self in France, though | might gaze 


at the same bric-a-brac from childhood. Easy to see that the frame of a 15th century Spaniard will be 
quite different that that of a Han Dynasty scholar. 


Deployed here are four items, which form the dimensions of a convenient metaphor of river: 


This is certainly more complex than the familiar dimensions of width, depth, height and time. The 
metaphor, as in the etymology of the word, “carries across,” and gives a useful meta-structure for 
conceiving of the varieties of life in time. Of these four, the first three concern us most, because 
existence is a priori lf only because | wish not to “Eat grass on the wayside” and be distracted.. 


Prime among the difficulties of writing about anything is that to write of a matter is to fix-it-in-time, as if 
it were possible to freeze a portion of this river and deny the implacable effects of flow. So provisionally 
we will have some ice-cubes flowing down this river of sentences with us, a movable structure that 
hopefully won’t melt too quickly. (Letters are ice-cubes as well, quite enduring though not invincible.) 

In this way, it is useful to contextualize actions with the understanding that their positions and reach will 
change with depth and flow, not to mention frame. 


Like all actions, results live in time, and so whatever result a given ethical decision may bring about, it is 
important to keep in mind that flow continues, deeply or shallowly affected as the case would be. Flow 
constitutes change, so position will also change. In considered ethical determinations (as distinct from 
trolley moments), weight given to how change and the flow of time will affect should also play a role. 
Will | be able to live with myself if | let five people die instead of the one? How will | be judged? What 
quality of life will the beings lead after the fact—is it preferable to let some being(s) live in relative 
health at the expense of the death of the unhealthy? or what about preserving the lives of those 
unhealthy at expense of an other? 


An act of scratching a mosquito bite is most likely to have almost no flow, and little depth. But we all 
know that scratching too often might open a wound that could become infected, and so we act 
according to the degree of likelihood we assign to the possibility of getting an infection from scratching 
an itch. Alternatively: on the face of it, dropping a cigarette end in the gutter may have only a short 
term, negligible effect, but with flow and depth, it is easy to understand that the possibility of the gutter 
becoming stopped up and foul is not low if everyone were to contextualize littering as so minor an 
action. Yet another example is the choice made to go to college: in going or not going, we consider 
flow—how it will affect our life, and depth too—in that maybe I'll be the rare person in my community 
to go to college, or maybe so many people go that the degree becomes meaningless, according to how 
one frames the possibility of degree. 


The meta-frame of river encompasses the infinite ways of evaluating almost anything, but perhaps it is 
too wide? How many volumes of works would need to be written to examine just one ever-evolving 
situation? It might melt later on, but now let’s try and find an ethic that will come down the river with 
us a long, long way. 


| propose an ethics of the healthful. A distinction is important: not an ethics of health, but of the 
healthful. Healthful—the definition of which: healthful as promoting or conducting health. No need for 
further semantic discussion. As it is, Healthful is vague enough. The health of who or what? Of the 
community or the person? Of the global population or the village? Of the environment or the people 
living in the environment? Of people or of animals? The frame of health is wide and shifting. What 
exactly is it to be healthy? Wider definitions are more helpful, yet all contexts of health will cause 
rigidity to be written only in sand. 


It almost painful to write “in the end,” but in the end, health is an interlocking concept shared by all 
systems in the world. In the very long run, the health of the environment will deeply affect the health of 
any population of beings—whose health is part and parcel of the environment. In order to keep 10 
billion humans satisfied and feed the appetite for animal meat among them, agricultural practices create 
environments that lead to deleterious health for the animals themselves, the agriculture used to feed 
them, the various hectares of land for feed and farm, and ultimately this combination of damaging 
systems creates beef that is not healthy for humans to ingest in quantity; not to mention the non- 
sustainability of such practices and the long-term (living in time- flow) effects of this kind of land and 
resource usage. This one example among many (could have chosen wheat, rice, papaya, or the 
entertainment industry as an example), but we’ll stay with this one for now. 


Advocating a positional variable frame of ethics gives multiple perspectives. Zooming in to an individual 
who chooses supermarket meat for dinner, we understand that the decision in one context—taking the 
individual as themselves alone—is not so very “unethical”. Because we see that one one level, eating 
meat in some quantity is not immediately harmful (humans are historically, omnivores); that one person 
among billions purchasing meat a few times a week will have only a negligible effect on the 
environment, and due to the level of exercise they engage in, the amount of protein they ingest might 
be important for their muscles. But in another frame, we zoom out and see that over a lifetime, their 
arteries might accumulate cholesterol or suffer from the added effects of hormones and chemicals used 
in raising meat animals and growing their feed. We understand that the combination of millions of 
humans doing the same negligible amount of consumption adds up to an alarming number of unhealthy 
cows, soil, water, and humans—even with so called “sustainable grass-fed organic meat”. In all 
flexibility, we also understand that the athlete could gain their protein from plant-based sources. We 
also understand that there might be a context in which one raises their own animals in “sustainable” 
circumstances and chooses to painlessly slaughter one for the dinner table, and therefore preserving 
health in wider senses. 


“In the end,” my answer to the question of whether it is ethical to eat meat, | answer that it depends on 
where and how wide your frame of health is, in other words, to consider your own definitions of 
“healthful”. By the exact same token, since your one decision to or not to eat meat (today or all days) is 
also echoed by millions of people worldwide, and | encourage all humans to think of the healthful and 
what becomes of decisions and habits accumulated over flow and depth. 


As for a considered answer to hypothetical ethical dilemmas of the scapegoat type of choosing the many 
over the few: the most baroque or the most clean ethical system won’t stand a chance against actual 
practise. The actors in such situations will deeply consider their own beliefs and through interior 
monologues and external influences (such as reading ethics essays) come to their own conclusions and 
act accordingly. In this way, | escape from a direct answer, because “shoulds” and “shouldn’ts” imply 
blanket rules, which as noted above, do not have the flexibility that complex life entails. 


Healthful. This is a key word in the ethics of the 21st century. It is somewhat of a buzzword these days 
in Yoga classes, Pilates, or organic food chains. However pop the word may have become, it is really the 
key towards an ethics for the increasingly globalized world. 


As more people are obtaining more access to different cultural modes, we see at one and the same time 
cross-cultural pollination, and a move towards the preservation and authentication of difference—the 
latter is especially so in cultural groupings that historically have been oppressed. The one, cross-cultural 
pollination has been hyper-enabled by ease of travel and the internet—and so accessible from entire 
populations to any one individual with an online connection. The Other also uses these technologies to 
effect, but certainly requires concerted effort: the work involved in preserving cultural heritages ranges 
from the collection of intangible histories, keeping alive a set of cultural protocols (customs, cognitive 
modes, etc) and an intention to keep those practises more or less authentic. 


By and wide, most of the revivals of inherited culture have—by default—chosen to do so within the 
ethical framework of the larger (one could read “larger” as Western European) culture that they differ 
from. 


For one example, the revival of Hawaiian culture and Hawai’ian language is undeniable. The rediscovery 
of Hawaiian practices is an indication of reclaimed heritage that is giving an oppressed population 
healthy identities. In this century, Hawai’i is hardly isolated, and so it is the work of the Hawaiian 
Renaissance to purposely isolate sets of cultural practices and identify those as “Hawaiian” —no easy 
task in the commodification of “Hawaiian Culture” for tourists. (And also including the fact that pre- 
contact Hawai’i was hardly a monoculture.) However close to “authentic” any Hawaiian group may 


become, they are aided by an open mind to plurality, in that people of mixed or different ethnicities are 
usually welcomed to learn from the Kapuna and others—indeed this is necessary because of the huge 
portion of the population with mixed heritage. 


Some of the ethical conducts of pre-contact Hawaiians are not included, however. Since Hawai’i is not 
currently isolated, the ethics of surrounding (and more powerful “oppressive” ?) cultures shape the 
interpretation of traditional Hawaiian practices. Different forms of kapu are not rigidly enforced, and 
transgressors are not executed. Men and women may eat together, and the prohibitions against caste 
mingling are not enforced, either. Meanwhile, other ethics of traditional Hawai’i are preserved: respect 
for the elders, ho‘oponopono ceremonies, the deep reciprocal relationships cultivated towards the land, 
and soon. The ethics then, that are identified with traditional Hawai’i then—are distinct from the ethics 
of the colonialists, but it is obvious that the ethics preserved are the ones that are do not violate key 
ethical ideas that spread globally: the right to individual life, personhood, lifting of sexual and caste 
inequality, and inclusivity. Only the most hard-line would advocate a return to a// the practises of 
ancient Hawai’i. 


This is a shift in ethics—one that means that a return to cultural authenticity or (re)adoption of 
traditional practises need not include every single outlook. This is because our conceptions of “what is 
ethical” have changed. The ethics that allowed Christian Missionaries to eradicate whole cultures have 
(by and large) shifted There are exceptions. To everything, of course.. The ethics that allow free health 
care are spreading. The ethics that were once embraced, such as the “god gave us the land so it is ours 
to use how we went,” are slowly changing. The ethics that allow for free access to handguns are a hot 
issue in early 21st America. While other countries (such as China) have adopted (probably 
unconsciously) several ethics with Judeo-Christian origins, such as the ban on self-suicide that most 
countries have. 


So to return: what ethics can an increasingly globalized Earth embrace that at once is applicable within 
and without specific cultural groupings? Already we save a lot of work by not trying to find just one 
ethical system. The value of culture difference is just that: difference, and since we know that ethics 
change dramatically, there is no use in forcing all people into one mold, a notion that reeks of 
Imperialism, anyway. The task is then to find an idea, one that is yet applicable across the globe yet 
respects difference; an ethic for the individual who adopts many stances by virtue of exposure, and an 
ethic that somehow binds them to someone who wishes to stay within a framework. To sum up: an 
ethic that would bind Katie, in Narobi who has a deep interest in Japanese Butoh dance, to Lei Fang from 
Argentina, who finds comfort in his Confucian ethics passed down to him by his immigrant father—and 
yet binds these two people to Maria, whose strict adherence to the Sardinian lifestyle will never waver. 
And so on. 


Since you are familiar with my thinking on this, you know that | identify emotion and need as the most 
universal human traits. All humans experience emotion (Again) let’s exclude pathology., from time to 
time. And all humans have needs—sleep, food, shelter, etc. Since it is easy to grasp that all ethical 


codes come from a need to continue life—for which sleep, food, and shelter are necessary, then it is just 
as easy to grasp that emotional health is a huge component in life continuance. Life automatically wants 
to be healthy. (We’ll exclude pathologies.) When the extremely competitive nature of living 
nomadically without agriculture in the desert produces a tribe with an ethical system geared towards 
defining “life” as the continuation of the tribe, then an ethics that has no compunction about killing 
trouble makers or outsiders makes sense by shifting the definition of “life continuation”. | do not 
condone this, but | did not grow up in a nomadic tribe, either. Likewise, an ethics that arises from 
agriculturalists living in scarcity and isolation, and therefore sharing everything and respecting the limits 
of the land, is also understandable. When these tribes become giant cities or national entities, then 
suddenly genocide, devastating the environment, inequal economics and racism, and other calamities 
arise. Humans evolved from small groupings to gigantic groupings, so ethics needs to catch up. Maybe 
as a built in safety mechanism, included in the makeup of many humans is an intense curiosity about the 
Other, a curiosity and indeed an empathic capability that expands beyond the tribe—where the useful 
mingling of blood and ideas creates stronger structures that protect life—continuation. 


There is one—just one—ethic that perhaps may be applied to all these cases, and that is the ethic of 
health. What is “healthful”? An ethic that applies for decisions that ring far into the future and across 
continents as an ethic that applies to daily living. Now this is easy to misunderstand. There are two 
peculiar definition of “health” that are quite narrow, and many people seem to switch between one 
extreme to the other. One definition of “health” is the shifting and popular one where it seems that one 
can never be thin enough, exercise enough, or mindful enough. It is an ideal towards with by striving, is 
not graspable. Certainly individual humans could choose to be healthier, but “health” as an ideal is 
Sysphian and dangerous. 


We perceive things in the world, and what we know about them informs our perceptions and 
experiences of them. For example, we see a coffee pot filled with brown liquid. Because of our long 
history of coffee pots with coffee inside them, assuming that that brown liquid is indeed coffee is pretty 
safe, even if sometimes it turns out to be Dandelion tea. In the same way, we can see something that to 
all appearances is “real,” and know that it is not, in fact—real. For example, we see a movie with 
violence. Because of our long history of watching movies and knowing the conventions of movie 
making, assuming that the violence in a movie is not real is pretty safe, although in the same coin we 
assume that the violence in a documentary might be real. In other words, our informed perception of a 
reality changes the nature of that reality itself, magically turning brown liquids into coffee or giving is 
the empathic distance needed to enjoy an action flick. And the power of a documentary comes from 
that knowledge. In this way, artists and magicians of every stripe, from the con-artist to the stage 
magician manipulate reality for certain ends. 


In a certain reductive light, these ways of playing with our information (that lives in the mind) against 
what we perceive (with the sense organs) could “always” be thought of as type of untruth. There are 
untruths that we enjoy (fictional narratives), and other untruths that are harmful, like forged legal 
documents used to cover up bribery. I’m sure you can come up with many, many examples of all kinds 
of untruths. So, to sum up: information (correct or not) about objects changes our perception of those 
object—a perception that may be betrayed or confirmed. 


| am going to use a heavy word now: judgement. Based on multiple sources of information and teeming 
assumptions, we are constantly judging, that is—assigning—qualities to phenomena. Most of the time, 
especially in relation to graspable object, our judgements are more-or-less on the mark. The apple will 
taste like an apple. The stair will hold our weight. The train to Kyoto will go to Kyoto, a dollar bill is 
worth one dollar. This is all fine. It really is fine: if we were to encounter every object “in itself” as 
something completely new and unknown, daily life would be unnavigatable; we receive information 
about unexperienced phenomena via information transmission. Intra-personal transmission: to me the 
cold ocean is brisk, but ultimately pleasant, so | will go again next winter. Inter-personal transmission: 
my friend says JIF peanut butter is salty—I don’t like salty PB, so | buy SM brand instead. Cultural 
transmission: cooperation is preferable to rocking the boat. And so on, ad nasum. Direct transmission, 
such as CAUTION FLOOR IS WET or on the cover of a book: “The New York Times calls this novel the best 
book of mysteric criticism since J. Pohl's Rising Wetley.” Really, though, this information is convenient! 
Most of my friends tell me the film Reality Roadboat is incredible, and | pay $10 ona film ticket. 
Somehow | absorbed the notion that the sunset at the beach is pleasant, so | go see one and, wow! A 
math textbook is assigned for MATH701, so | don’t pick it up as a beginner’s primer. | don’t think | need 
to go on about how else information and assumptions are transmitted. Doubt plays a role as well, giving 
humans a tool to avoid scams and unpleasant situations. And further, the mood I’m in when | receive or 
perceive something will affect my responses and hence, future actions concerning said “something”. 


It can all be rather complex, or all rather simple. Either way, these concrete and abstract, directly or 
indirectly received information about Things in the World influence us to such a degree that they are 
impossible to extricate. For clarity, let me introduce two terms that will make further discussion easier 
“labels” and “things”. “Things” are just that: things in themselves: a red car, a 123 min long opera, a bar 
of white chocolate. “Labels” are the qualities assigned: a fast red car, a 123 min long masterpiece opera, 
a bar of sweet white chocolate. 


My primary concern—an overriding concern that preoccupies me daily—is how humans become 
trapped within labels. In Doris Lessing’s words, “prisons we choose to live inside”. In common parlance, 
“prisons” have a negative connotation; the labels that we live by are more like handrails, comforting 
guides in what would be the peril of unlimited freedom of how to think about things—helpful and 
useful. But before we know it, we’re only going the routes those handrails take us, not venturing into 
the unfamiliar, or judging others based solely on hearsay: the rails become prisons. This is so 
interesting, because the power to actually change reality is embedded in these labels. How is it that 
someone may be a mediocre drummer, but receive the critical acclaim of someone famous, and by and 


by, become a brilliant drummer? Or that a bad rumor about a hardworking colleague might actually 
create the conditions for that colleague to be worse at their job? My concern is how these invisible 
labels of things create prisons for ourselves and for others. The assumptions about the selfish nature of 
humans, or the “shallowness of the masses” are so deep they shape reality. As everyone who has ever 
known anyone well, there are very few truly “shallow” people, just different primary concerns and 
presentation. What false adversarial relationships sometimes exist! To hear the “shallow masses” being 
spoken of pejoratively by the privileged educated, or to hear blue-collar workers resenting the 
snobbishness of the educated elite. Just as stereotypes about race are taboo, | long for the day when 
labels of all other humans become recognized for the limits that they present. 


Where are “you”? When you think of “you,” and “yourself” where does that self reside? No idle 
question—there is a point here: that point is you. There is a sharpness to what we consider “ourselves,” 
as if all the biological processes and action up to now end in this pointed “now” that you occupy. In 
Euclidian geometry, a point is zero dimensional, only knowable by its location in space, and from there it 
connects to and defies its zeroness with other points to form lines, curves and dimensional objects. The 
point is like us, knowable only in the relationships to otherness, be it an otherness from within our 
biological borders, or the vast moving worlds we sense. 


The pointedness of human consciousness is hard to debate. It is an arrow, always and forever widening 
and piercing the medium of time and experience. The most subtle knife, it never stops the work of 
dividing the Moment into experience, this body of sensation and impression. Wielding the sharpness 
where we will, choosing how to move and what to do with the multiple divisions presented to our 
memories.. The sharpness is indispensable and probably impossible to dull: it is with this tool that we 
divide the world into different things: the coffee cup from the coffee, the yearning from the passion, 
that pedestrian from the nearby lovers. In the most blunted and inactive conception of thought, the 
pleasant fuzziness of wine or the comprehensive loss during a massage, we can only know these things 
because we know them as different from other things. In this conception the sharp point is indivisible 
from who we are, because it is only though that sharpness that we are able to conceive. 


This is a rather cutting image. It models consciousness that can never stop considering one thing divided 
from another; hence the self divided and dividing too, a knowing but untouchable blade, somewhat 
lonely. Unity we seek, a unity free from anything piercing, comforts which escape the often razored 
edges of time-experience-difference. The dive into cold morning ocean, enveloping briskness, 
sensations which overwhelm all experience of “division” and allow unity. In short: an escape from this 
human-made image of division. We seek that which allows the knife of conscious thought to become an 
irrelevant metaphor. Engrossing work, Zen, directed action, or merely a languid bath: anything that 
distracts from apartness. 


But maybe the image is unlikable just because sharp things have the potential to harm. A wound on the 
skin or psyche is a literal experience of dis-unity, and it hurts. Anyone who works in art or human 
relations knows that the tendency to divide and categorize is what ends up hurting potentialities. In 
other words, even without realizing it, the tendency is to cut apart. It is absolutely vital, then, to know 
that the mere edge of experience divvying up sense impressions or emotions or concepts is not a blade 
to ignore. Vital, then, to not sever or cut away obliviously, nor to injure with purpose. Vital, then, to 
direct the twin swords of perception and reflection to freeing unhealthy knots, to unsever bonds of 
prejudice. The sharpness is merely an automatic knife to know one thing apart from another: but with 
care it can also release us from our nooses, and make all a part of all else. 


to be ready to repair a memory or relationship, 


Metaphor is perhaps the only tool we can use to make sense of the world. The most reliable 
representation, science and scientific language, is spectacularly apt to describe and predict. Itisa 
language less available to the general public. Luckily not a few fluent speakers of science take the time 
to translate their conversations. 


What about philosophy? Taking the time to build metaphysical frames and consistent vocabulary to use 
to communicate philosophy is vital. And | believe that all philosophies should be communicable to all 
peoples. But expecting anyone to wade through hundreds of pages of semantics whose ultimate goal is 
to describe worlds and ideas is not realistic. Even | have difficulty finding the time to read all the 
important texts. Metaphor is one of the best ways to concisely and aptly talk about philosophy. 
Metaphor has the advantage of being a part of the experienced world. Metaphors are able to cut 
through semantics and give moving-time images to concepts that otherwise might seem dry. And in fact 
language describes experience so well that a well-turned metaphor allows experience itself to 
communicate philosophy. If | speak of the “hardness of truth” or a “transparent lie,” the metaphors 
immediately and viscerally communicate ideas about experience. The fact is that “truth” is not an 
object that is hard, and a lie lives in our shared conversation alone and can not be either transparent or 
opaque. Yet, these ways of describing abstract objects communicate something beyond language about 
those concepts, something experiential, through language as utility. 


(This is one value of learning different languages: they describe the world in different ways, which then 
open us to more ways of experience and cognition. As how in some languages a colloquialism for 
“truth” is the world “verifiable,” which opens us to more ideas about “truth” as a concept. In Japanese a 
bad joke is described as “cold”. How might this affect me?) 


Another advantage of metaphor is that it they are primarily image-based, and so easily transferrable 
across humans. Words are dependent on the ideas they represent, and the reverse is true too, but 
metaphors readily provide those ideas with image-presences. Image-presence is thought beyond the 
verbal, thought relating to the world without the intermediary of grammar and word-symbols. No 
matter that the ways in which metaphors are described are dependent on (and so limited by) words, 
because as soon as the ideas form in a recipient’s mind, those ideas escape the limits of language 
(though they are dependent on the limits of the image itself!). Using image is a way to have cognition 
without language. 


Testing images across cultures has value as comparative cultural study. “You never step in the same 
river twice” is a good universal image for time, but “it’s like you’re clomping all over my house with your 
shoes on!” is an expression of indignation only relevant to cultures who remove their shoes in the home. 


Let’s take a childishly simple metaphor for a test drive. The truth is an object. | see it has a certain 
colour, shape, size. It affects me as beautiful or ugly or does not affect me at all. But there it is, | see it. 
It is an unchanging, physical noun. As soon as | assume this, | realize that the person on the other side of 
this truth might have a very different perspective. Anyone who has ever been fooled by an optical 
illusion knows how we can be deceived. Therefore the truth could be deceptive. It could have many 
facets. It may be slippery. | could change my point of view and have a different perspective on this one 
object. Realizing that only one view-angle might limit me, | adjust. Or maybe I’m comfortable with my 
perspective, and want everyone else to “come around and see” my point of view. Therefore this image 
provides a good concrete metaphor for understanding how so many differing opinions of reality are able 
to coexist: we all occupy different viewing angles. 


The limits soon make themselves known too: if the truth is an object with many facets, it implies that | 
could reach out and turn this object to show my friends other perspectives. In fact this is not easy, the 
truth is too heavy.. And also, if it were so graspable, and present, why do we always loose sight of the 
truth...if the truth is an object, it is one that is pliable depending on the will and intention of the truth- 
seeker. Does this make “truth” relative? But then | admit that “by definition,” truth is everlasting and 
reliably stable, by which time the foundations of this metaphor start to crack—as concrete too is hard 
and reliable looking but surprisingly brittle and vulnerable to little weeds and plants that soon break 
through. Life always finds a way to disprove of the “concrete” values we try to assign reality and truth. 
(I just broke a metaphor with a metaphor.) 


With this childish image, I’ve been able to communicate something essential about “truth” that without 
image, would have taken many more words and grammars to convey. My favourite metaphors are the 
ones that fracture the ways we visit reality. The ... people of the Andes imagine the past as in front of us 
(because we can see it) but the future as behind is (as we can’t see it, but roughly know where we’re 
going by seeing the paths we’ve come). This simple reversal can lead to beautiful ways of conceiving 
memory, action, and habit. 


Thinking of my love as my “other half” is a metaphor communicating the unity of pair-bonding, but 
implies that without a partner, | am incomplete. Maybe the metaphor of us each being one melody, 
melodies which happen to harmonize well, is more useful as it lacks the connotation of incompletion. In 
addition, melodies are changeable, and we could harmonize more or less within the flow of song we call 
a relationship. 


All too easy it is to be glib about different perspectives on reality, and | suspect that one reason that 
Western philosophers take so many pages to describe their concepts is to give their arguments a literal 
heaviness so that they sink deeper into the reader. | also suspect that in laying such strong foundations, 
they are defending themselves against attack based on metaphysical or semantic grounds. This is in 
strong contrast to Chinese philosophy (or “wisdom”) as its brevity and ambiguity ensure multiple 
layered readings. Both ways, though, penetrate and flourish only with discussion, commentary, and 
debate. 


So of course it isn’t enough to communicate a metaphor, to communicate an idea. If we as philosophers 
truly want to influence people, we must interact with them. Converse, debate, and play with them. All 
too often people talk about the difficulty of philosophizing as if one need be an expert to even embark. 
Like philosophers, scientists have the language they use to communicate among themselves, but they 
take the time to exchange ideas with and educate laypeople. Philosophers need also to indulge in this 
kind of transmission. Science was viewed as a waste of time (and heretical) for many centuries until it 
began to bring new technologies to humans. The view that philosophy is a waste of time or a thinking 
reserved only for the dedicated intellectual is intolerable. It is as if saying that art appreciation is to be 
reserved only for artists or the educated elite. A little education helps, but isn’t totally necessary. Some 
art speaks to almost anyone of any educational level, while other art requires a little study to 
appreciate. Some art is local and accessible only to those “in the know,” while famous art is more 
readily universal. Just as we take care to tell young people that “anyone can make art,” we should let 
them know that “anyone can philosophize”. The ones who are dedicated enough will study deeper than 
the rest, and become professionals. Maybe “everyone” can make art, but not “anyone” can be an artist. 
True also for philosophers. It is time to stop being jealous of armchair philosophers. (| admit | am one.) 


The previous few centuries saw a vitalization of science as an important discipline that changes life for 
the better. The discipline of art has had its peaks and valleys, but is still a requirement in most 
educational systems in the world. Philosophy is just as dangerous as art and science in how it can break 
tradition, but also just as valuable a discipline. 


Why do we not fit in with the world? 


If living is "natural" and indeed, inexorable and automatic, why does "life" fit so uncomfortably with us? 


We are from the world. We were born of and into reality, and our birth was the result of processes 
initiated by the laws of physics and by nature hundreds of millennia ago. How is it that we are 
demonstrably natural beings, and yet living is such hardship? It makes no sense. 


We are organic beings, the result of drives and processes way beyond our control. As it were, our 
existence and life owe everything to the laws of biology and physics. So why should living be sucha 
struggle? If we are such puny playthings of science, then why must we be equipped with the means to 
understand the extent to which we do not understand—and to comprehend and have knowledge of our 
suffering and pain? 


“Life” competes with life. Why? To fully utilize the variety of resources and environments, life takes on 
many shapes and adaptations. These forms sought to preserve their own shapes and niches, even at the 
expense of other forms. It was realized that life could nurture life, and so predators and prey evolved. 
And we are just another adaptation nature came up with to continue to obey the command to, above 
all, continue ourselves. So our discomfort in life and the consciousness of such is just another avenue to 
life-continuance, one that is cruelly effective. The development of nociceptors (pain nerves) in certain 
kinds of life forever changed the stakes; pain as feedback mechanism to self-monitor the effectiveness 
of any situation regarding life-continuance. Discomfort and human-style consciousness is merely the 
next logical step in the process that began with the invention of sensation. 


There was an evolutionary path not followed in which life may have had an entirely different manner of 
existing. Instead of continuance at the expense of other, life could have evolved with cooperation. 
Certain symbiotic organisms like jellyfish give seductive glimpses to what it could have been like. 
Cooperation is not rare in nature, but it is certainly the exception rather than the rule. Would have 
human-style consciousness been possible? Probably not. 


One of the mysteries of life: why does life kill itself? The obeisance to continuance is so strong that 
weeds crowd out the other plants, impoverish the soil with over-successful growth, and die themselves 
for lack of foresight. There seem to be certain species with built-in mechanisms to prevent 
overpopulation: mass suicides, mysteriously lower birth rates, the convenient appearance of predator or 
disease. But humans, we know of our detriments, we are capable of foresight, and we are the only life 
we know of that recognizes and take steps to prevent the weed-choked soil or the overgrazed badlands. 


But all too often, we are the very embodiment of that mystery—why do we kill ourselves and other life 
beyond the need for mere survival and health? If we were to only look at all this killing, then we are no 
better than those weeds who choke the soil. Yet how tantalizing, how seductive it is to conceive of us as 
the guardians of life-variety! It is a role we are playing more and more as the centuries roll by, and even 
if overpopulation threatens good intention, at least we are aware. | would go as far as to say that 
almost all humans now are aware of the possibilities we have for harmony with all life. 


We like the fiction that without humans around to ruin everything, the wonderful self-sustaining 
balancing act of life is always one of harmony. But | see no harmony in the evolution of pain nerves and 
in systems of competition where only the hyper-aware experience less pain. The word “mistake” is very 


anthropomorphic, but | feel that the game of competition for survival is a huge error on the part of 
evolution. It isa mistake that resulted in the invention of suffering but also resulted in the invention of 
awe, art, music, the concept of grandness and acts of altruism. Only we, the humans, can judge the 
value of the trade-off as we are the ones who benefit and suffer most from our kinds of awareness. 


lam not convinced of the value of it. It is effective as a means to further survival, but why would mere 
existence and the continuance of existence be worth—to the point of pathology—so much? In other 
words, | beg to know how and why life-continuance is such an overriding value that human 
consciousness had to evolve at all. And if life continuance is so demonstrably Prime, then where did the 
mistake occur that chose the path of competition rather than the path of cooperation? 


((The second question is more answerable. It could have been that within the huge variety of life to 
preserve itself and take advantage of all ecological nooks, peace was impossible. Cooperation requires 
even to a small extent communication, which sadly did not evolve a priori. We humans are so wedded 
to competition that even conceiving of cooperation requires an act of imagination, and so we ascribe 
cooperation the necessity of communication. Now: competition is such a part of life that we take it for 
granted that there could have been no other real means to life-preservation. It may not be so! In fact, 
the sense organs were utilized only for the purpose of individual survival. But why would competition 
be easier? If life forms were adaptable enough to compete, then they must have been adaptable 
enough to cooperate, as the existence of the Portuguese Man o’ War group organism indicates. (As well 
as the mitochondria in our own blood.) )) 


Possible it is that harmony within variety could allow for thought and consciousness. We might have 
come by consciousness via harmony instead of competition. Such a different style of cognition would 
evolve that it is literally unimaginable. 


No need for ‘wordy’ thoughts, or thoughts in words. 


| remember during my undergraduate years at Antioch College, the somewhat diabolic Belgian professor 
of linguistics challenged the assertion that humans are incapable of thought without language. What 
need have we of “thought in words” ? 


He was adamant that thought was possible without words. He did not elaborate further, though, 
because we had a tough lesson of Chomsky ahead of us. 


Since then, the seed planted in me by his assertion has germinated.. When | moved to Japan, | found 
myself living entirely in Japanese, a language | am fluent enough in (to work, to have a mono-linguistic 
Japanese family), but alas not fluent to the point of writing philosophy or reading literature. As any 
language learner knows, there comes a point where one has no need to “translate” some expression in 
your head from your mother tongue to your new language. This is the invisible but vital point where 
instead of thinking “I’d like to have eaten some kale,” the phrase just comes out in the new language, 
with no cogitation needed for grammar structures and no searching for vocabulary, no second thoughts. 


| reached this point in Japanese, where the language flows (almost) effortlessly. That almost is the 
lynchpin, though.. Without that a/most, total and doubtless fluency would have arrived; alas, almost. 
Phrases requiring deeper levels of articulation, of poetics, of metaphor, escape. In loving to talk about 
philosophy, suddenly the limits of my fluency become ruinously clear. Wanting to communicate a 
thought about the limitation of visual perception as a means of understanding the world...suddenly the 
words aren’t there. And with no words, how can something be said? And there was something to be 
said, there was a concept just about to be verbalized when bam! The language barrier. The point is, | 
needed no “words in my head” to formulate the thought; the only time those words were needed 
where when trying to communicate verbally. But the entirely abstract and even quite complex idea, 
remains, lodged in my being, existing without resort to words, which come later. And in this way, | came 
to recognize that | am capable of formulating abstract complexities without words in my head. 


In telling people this they act quite surprised, as if | hold some rarefied talent. But no, | am the holder of 
no talents, just the recipient of an opportunity to notice, an opportunity gained solely by /ack of fluency. 
Everyone all the time thinks about things without words.. Hunger, a sudden chill and closing the 
windows, the choice of ice water over tepid water, realizing your brother’s talent is nurtured by his hard 
work, etc, etc. If “thought” required “words,” we’d be telling each ourselves everything, all the time. 

No one lives like that: always verbalizing in their heads, “I prefer cold water now,” “I must close the 
window because 1 am cold,” no. That is an intolerable state of affairs, which carried to the last station, 
leads to debilitation and heavy mental stress. There are times, yes—many a day—when we do think in 
words: often as a way of underlining a mental state (Wow! I’m hungry!), carrying on imaginary 
conversations, or finding a grammar for a concept that we’d like to communicate to someone. 


Artists are already there. What is art by an additional means of communication, one that bypasses 
words entirely, or in the case of poetry or novels, creates expression much larger than the sum of the 
words’ denotation? A musician might think in music, a painter in pictures, and a dancer in movements. 
The previous sentence is too obvious and limiting. Dancers might think in music, painters might think in 
movement, and a dancer might think in ideas. Isn’t the synesthesia of thinking methods miraculous? 
Even the most concrete abstract sentence such as “the human dissembles when thinking about death” 
exists with the same(ish) meaning pre-verbal, and it might be the case that an artist would have to use 
up 500 pages of prose, or a carefully prepared palette to express such a thought, which might never 


(ever) have come in words in the head. The work of an artist is to translate such thoughts, as often 
fighting with as flowing from materials; layering meaning and complexities and technique in ways that 
surpass language. 


(This is the genius of the novel. A novel is made up of words, which directly impart meaning...but an 
artist-novelist chooses to arrange the words into a form which, overflowing many pages, moves beyond 
the mere meaning of those words and creates in the reader a deep impression. This is why novels in 
translation still retain such power. Thomas Mann’s The Magic Mountain is my favourite example of 
this.) 


So a deep respect is due to those who are adept at translating abstractions into expressions, whether in 
representational art, realism, impressionism, or abstract expressionism. 


The work of a philosopher, too, needs must be such alchemy. In formulating ideas about the World, 
their work in part is turning those thoughts into a communicable form. Semantics being what it is (what 
is this “being what” you just wrote? Who is “being what”? Are you turning a concept into a thing by 
using this word “being,” which connotates existence and therefore awareness? And don’t get me 
started on your problematic use of the next verb, “is”!), any text may be parsed for logic holes and 
hypocrisy. And so some philosophers cover their tracks by verbiage at length about their text, a 
vanguard against deconstruction. It is sad that we feel the need to do so. Whereas in parts of the East, 
the ambiguity of communication through language is fully deployed (to use the term favoured by 
Francois Jullien) in ways that open up multiple and complementary readings, and yet give insight 
untouchable Western logic and analytics. So just as the flavor of different kinds of music surely make us 
experience time in different ways, so the flavors of different philosophies make us experience the World 
in different ways. As in learning to appreciate an alien music, fully tasting a philosophy requires mental 
flexibility, openness, and a courage—the courage to challenge all the “prerequisites” not only of 
language (aren’t nouns really just verbs with a longer duration?), but a/so of thought itself. Like all 
mental states (including the ones used in daily life), practice is is the only way to praxis. As grammar 
surrounds us and structures thought since our earliest days, we have lots of practice in the particular 
grammar (and therefore pre-verbal assumptions) of our cultural nexus. Overcoming this take work and 
effort. (As in Zen: one Zen mantra reads “nothingness does not exist, and nor does that existence of 
nothing exist”. Out of the many many hours I’ve spent sitting Zen, I’ve had only a few seconds here and 
there of a mind-state that might be Zen.) 


| believe this is why an author like my hero Francois Jullien spends so much time repeating himself, 
writing the same things in multiple forms and perspectives, because as readers we need this rigor in 
order for our fundamental (and therefore unnoticeable) assertions to change, and he needs the space to 
fully deploy is philosophical tools. As a reader, | am grateful for this as his work is extremely challenging 
even on multiple rereads. Brevity is appealing because it is easy to understand. The weak point of 


brevity is that it is hard to absorb. And really what would be the point to learn different cognitive styles 
only to skim the surface? Let’s cast around for an example: 


All things that exist, keep existing because they persist in time. A “noun” referring to a “thing” is 
really just an extended verb. We know this because we know that all objects have a life-span, 
be it a Japanese tea bowl or a comet. The most handy example of this is a thought. One 
thought may exist as we think it, or when we recall it, but as soon as the thought moves on or is 
forgotten, it has no more existence. Most languages acknowledge this tacitly by the convenient 
use of verbs like “is” and “be,” which on a deep level communicate the “present tense” of all 
object having an existence. One reason we don’t think about nouns as actually—verbs is 
because grammar separates the noun from its verb. “That is ice” separates the descriptor, “ice” 
from the being of ice, using the verb “is”. As opposed to the ice “ice-ing” its merry way until it 
melts. This is so even in incomplete sentences, like the following: 


“What would you like?” 


“More ice.” 


This time, a verb keeping the ice in existence is absent, so how do we know the ice still exists? 
The answer is obvious, because the question contains the verb. 


“What would you like?” 


“Tl would like] ice.” 


And so ice is being supported in its existence by the verb “like”. And so without even us 
noticing, all existence is supported by the primary assumption that things and their existences 
are separate. Which has the side effect that the world becomes stiff and codified, so that even 
as we acknowledge that things change—a snowflake becomes a drop of water—they become 
different things, even though we all know at the same time that the snowflake and the drop of 
water are the same thing. As Jullien notes, a third “thing” is needed, “a substance,” which is at 
one time snow, and another time, water. Without this third it all falls apart! So now, in order to 
support the existence of both a snowflake and water, we need something else to unite the two. 
It might seem as if | am playing games with semantics, since you are probably thinking “yeah, 
but ‘snow’ and ‘water’ are just descriptors of the one fundamental substance, H20,” and 
dismantle my argument. But snow and water aren’t adjectives describing H2O, rather they 
codify H20 into one form, a rigid noun that resists change even as snow manifestly melts. 


So as an alternative, posit a grammar where H2O is a verb H20-ing, that is, existing of itself with 
no need for a supporting verb “is”. Now since H2O manifests in many forms, let’s just conjugate 
this verb, H2O. H20-solid, H2O-liquid, H2O-gas. Suddenly, the intrusion of language introduces 
more and more forms of the basic verb H20. Time tenses embedded in the verb is information 
about what that verb is doing and when—coming, going, or continuing. 


And so with one verb stem, we can suddenly use a few conjugations to communicate an 
elementary truth (that all things exist because they continue) that in many languages requires 
the separation of the thing from its evolution in time and unwieldy sentences like this one. In 
truth, as we see, a new language, though starting from different fundamentals, suddenly proves 
its own limits. Rather than inventing a new language and thus verbiage, can’t the idea that all 
phenomena are verbs exist pre-, that is, before communication? In the end, what and how 
anything is communicated wholly depends on the silent pre-cognitions from which grammar is 
eventually born. 


End of example. As noted, brevity is easy to grasp. “All nouns are actually verbs”. There is a good 
chance this short sentence will domino and lastingly impress; there is a chance that we could ruminate 
on the idea for a few minutes or days or even weeks, and then forget to apply it. It bears genetic 
material in common with the phrase “you reap what you sow”. 


From an analytical standpoint, the theory above can be taken apart and discredited pretty easily. Far 
more interesting, and useful, attempting to come to a cognitive state where the water and snowflake 
are truly the same, and so elude such crude nouns which literally melt as we try and grasp them. As 
reformations of how we perceive phenomena, this example is pretty short, so we’re not likely to truly 
absorb the idea of all things as verbs. But if the example above were expanded into a one hundred page 
essay on Verbing the World, going on to detail how some English words slip through the gaps, such as 
the multi-purpose word “study,” and examining the role of concept as wor(l)d builder in Chinese 
ideographs, and so on and so on, then maybe by slow osmosis we’d come to a fresh new perspective on 
the world (this sentence is problematic from the Verbing p.o.v.). Actually, there already is a book that 
deals much with this issue, and more, called The Silent Transformations by Francois Jullien. It “books” 
amazingly. 


Because how interesting! What would happen if | could apply this idea? That even my body, and myself 
is in and will always be in a state of transformation, a perspective that guarantees a cognizance that all is 
fleeting yet gives me the knowledge that what do in the present moment will create and is always 
creating the self to come. And so! might want to sleep more so that | can think better and create a 
future “me” that is healthy. Or if I’m truly serious about learning French, the only way to do so is create 
a present me that evolved into a present-me-speaking-French, which can only come from a studying- 
French-me. Conversely, when people “end,” their deaths have always been coming, and so finally we 


can think about someone with finality. And that all object have a life span and evolution too, so I’d 
better oil my bike more if | want it to keep “bike-ing” usefully. On and on. 


(Have you noticed yet? I’m using the technique of repetition.) 


The Verbing | present here is just one example of the power of non-verbal thoughts. Perhaps the easiest 
example to write about. But these thoughts need not be confined to new grammars or world—views; 
these non-verbal ideas could contain logics of emotion never described, pictures or melodies of 
cosmology, or emotive expressions that transcend anything linear or sequentially possible. When de- 
limited by grammar, the sky’s the limit. 


Now that we’ve come to discover the absolute possibility of concrete thought without words, I’d like to 
take this discussion one step further. To attempt to think the unthinkable. The word “unthinkable” is 
rife with associations not needed in this discussion, so as an alternative, let’s use the phrase 
“impossible,” or “impossible to think”. “Impossible” is a good choice because it already defines the 
limits of the possible for us, and therefore creates a concrete wall to attempt to climb over. 


Try an imaginary object. Go ahead and imagine an imaginary object. Make it as “impossible” as 
possible. Try holding the object in your head. So far so good? Now let’s take this one step further: use 
absolutely no word-symbols when thinking of this object. 


ALT EXAMPLE 


(all verbs) 


present/future tense 


Aq = H20 stem 

Agi = H20 solid (ice) 

Aqs = H20 powder (snow) 
Aqa = H20 liquid (water) 


Aqu- = H20 gas (water vapor) 


~~d = Going/Leaving ~~ (past tense) 


ah 


Coming/Becoming 


Notice there are only two tenses here. Embedded in the verb is information about what that 
verb is doing, because | could say: 


Aqsd = Leaving powder (therefore becoming water or ice) 


Aqa Water, “watering on” 


Aqah Becoming liquid (used to be something else) 


Or combine for more detail on the verb in case context is not enough: 


AqiAquh= from solid becoming vapor—sublimating 
Aqud = condensing from vapor 
AqsAquh= from powder becoming vapor (is this even possible?) 


So as an alternative, posit a grammar where H20O is a verb H20-ing, that is, existing of itself with 
no need for a supporting verb “is”. Now since H2O manifests in many forms, let’s just conjugate 
this verb, H2O. H20-solid, H2O-liquid, H2O-gas. Suddenly, the intrusion of language introduces 
more and more forms of the basic verb H20. Time tenses embedded in the verb is information 
about what that verb is doing and when—coming, going, or continuing. 


And so with one verb stem, we can suddenly use a few conjugations to communicate an 
elementary truth (that all things exist because they continue) that in many languages requires 
the separation of the thing from its evolution in time and unwieldy sentences like this one. In 
truth, as we see, a new language, though starting from different fundamentals, suddenly proves 
its own limits. Rather than inventing a new language and thus verbiage, can’t the idea that all 
phenomena are verbs exist pre-, that is, before communication? In the end, what and how 
anything is communicated wholly depends on the silent pre-cognitions from which grammar is 
eventually born. 


Some years ago, a scene | put in one of my dance pieces provoked a strong negative reaction in the 
audience. The male dancers had 2x4 planks of wood 2 meters in length horizontally strapped across 
their shoulders by ropes under the armpits. Each plank end protruded almost half a meter to the lefts 
and rights of their shoulders, and the arms were left free. At a point where | felt that emotionally, the 
highest state of Grace was achieved by all the dancers onstage, the women began to slam one meter 
long 2x4s onto the extended planks of the male dancers; this created a terrific sound a visceral sense of 
impact. The males were stolid, and cruelty was apparent only in the way a red costume fabric fluttered 
with each jarring bang. 


What audience members noted to me was that they felt a strong sense of pain, seeing such violence 
literally in front of their eyes. Many shared that they found the moment very discomforting. Super— 
interesting reaction! The planks strapped to the men were the point of impact: the loud sound was of 
wood hitting wood. Yet it was as if the women were directly battering the men. The evidence that the 
violence was “not real” (the women weren'’t really hitting the men) was not hidden, yet people reacted 
so. This is interesting, because when we see a movie where violence occurs frequently, few react from 
such a gut level—even though we know the violence in movies is “fake,” it certainly looks quite real. But 
when an indirect, with fakery unhidden, act of violence happens on stage, people are seized with 
discomfort. 


Explanations for this phenomenon are very easy: mirror neurons, which amplify empathic capacity, are 
more strongly affected by a human in front of us, rather than a two-dimensional image of a human 
being hurt. A human being in front of us is literally more vivid (alive!) than any human on a screen or 


page. 


How can we explain this phenomenon? Looked at from the purely material point of view, humans are 
merely objects. Why is it that a broken pillar might affect us, but a broken human being might affect us 
even more? Or that a statue of a reclining man might affect us more than the live breathing soul of a 
fellow tourist next to us? Watching an action flick might entertain, but seeing a human get hit by a car 
causes an intense and swift reaction. We can see a stage actor batter a mannequin, and feel something, 
but seeing a stage actor batter another actor, even more so. Or nothing, with bad actors! 


In the subway, there mere presence of some stranger with a strong aura could cause intense annoyance, 
or intense desire, but the stranger in no way does anything other than exist, quietly standing in the 
train, reading their book. How can this be explained? How can a human, a mere one or two cubic 
meters in volume, speak such volumes to our emotions? Often when working with highly disturbed 
people, | would marvel at how they could just be sitting quietly at a desk doing almost nothing, yet 
exude such an aura that their mere presence alters the whole atmosphere of a room. Why? 


Well, it is obvious that objects are not alive, but humans are. To apply this further—that something 
alive affects us, then we remember how the glare of a cat makes us uncomfortable (or feel loved), even 
though we know the cat is just sitting, looking, observing Isn’t there an idea in quantum physics that the 
mere witness to a reality changes the reality itself? Schrodenger’s Cat, obviously.. The notion that 
something is alive is still not enough to explain things, though. When humans come to regard each 
other as objects, or at best functions—merely—then slavery and the total disregard to the slave in the 
corner is understandable, as is eating meat. 


What is it about “down” that is so vital? How come | have never come across a philosophy of down, of 
the ground or floor that supports? Only in metaphor can | find these philosophies: in the form of 
spiritual guidances. Besides life and all that supports life such as air and nutrition, | can think of almost 
no other fundamental that sustains our existence (besides the existence itself). The ground, the most 
constant support throughout all our lives—in fact, the only way to even think of having “no ground” is to 
contrast towards ground: the verbs “to fly,” “float,” “hover” all rely on “ground” or “down” with which 
they operate against. 


The ground is so present as to be unnoticed. At the same time, we are constantly aware of if it. We tire 
after traveling over it (and so find ways to travel more easily), we use it as a support in exercise, we alter 
its quality and feel with different types of flooring or carpet or paving, we envy the astronauts who glide 
over it in free-fall. Yet for all these ways in which we interact against ground, we take it for granted. 
More so than air, more so than gravity, even. It is at the same time the most unnoticed and the most 
worked with support which all on Earth depend. 


But now that | point it out, | have no doubt that all my readers are thinking of astronauts, babies born in 
free-fall, and any number of invented conditions where we may live without a ground. Or perhaps you 
point out other things we take for granted, such as air, the dimensions of space, or the laws of physics. 
Alltrue. All true. 


So in this way, we can use this foundation (pun intended) as a base to question all aspects of existence. 
Why stop at the ground? We take the three dimensions of space for granted because how could we 
live without them? They “hold” the structure of existence with such authority. Edwin Abbot’s Flatland 
imagines creatures living in two dimensions, the concept of a third almost unimaginable to them. 


In science, there are theories which state that the constants of our universe were formed in the fires of 
the Big Bang. And with the wonderful tools of mathematics, we can form models of the universe with 
varying numbers of dimensions (some of them curved, even!). With math, we can change the constants 


of physics and see what happens (read Greg Egan’s Orthogonal series for an exploration of these 
themes). 


But in thinking about the varieties of existence, maths can only take us so far. If we have trouble 
imagining life in more or less dimensions, how can we even imagine existences in which our 
“mathematical objects” can not exist. An existence where 1, 2, 3, 4,5 objects are uncountable because 
even the differences of plural vs. singular can not exist. Or an existence in which the simple idea of “left 
/ right” or the simple ideas of yes / no or 1 and O are impossible. | am not speaking of a negative 
existence, of “nothing,” of negation. Rather, I’d like to know what other might populate separate 
existences, an other that holds true. Concepts that in the context of those existences, make as much 
sense as plural / singular do to us. A schema in which mathematics and logic too, are but qualia. 


Literally unimaginable, and so vital for us to think about. 


Since we can only perceive through the brain, we can never apprehend an existence independent of 
ourselves. Imagination will always be human, and the most abstract and gifted thinkers will always be 
human too. Numbers and logic, math and thermodynamics, laws of physics; truths about the physical 
universe—incredible fortresses of science. Human gifts of human thought. 


These are foundations. The grounds that we use to think. It is no accident that in many languages, 
expressions of instability use words that refer to the ground. We aren’t grounded. You have no grounds 
to say that. | feel unstable. Constants are literally vital for our continued lives in this universe. But 
imagining no ground: start with the literal and extend the metaphor. Wonderful. Wonderful. 


Isn’t Life one of the most prized of all concepts? Is it not true that life is conceived as incredibly 
important, a virtue that should be protected and extended as much as possible? The fragile ecosystem, 
the struggle of a little plantling through concrete, all /iving! Further, in comparison to the other planets 
of the Solar System, the bubble of Earth is so very rich in life; even more so is Life a virtue by its 
transience, that all things die, and our lives to which we are so attached, will end too. Humans lament 
the end of life, fellow beings, animals, or the death of a tree or flower. There are good reasons why we 
value life so much: life supports life. Instinctively, we know that the death of trees or other species 
create conditions under which life cannot thrive Not that this has stopped the short-sighted from clear 
cutting forests or hunting species to extinction. All of which, of course is justified for the sake of 
"human" life.. It is also so that we humans form deep bonds with each other, and so the end of life for a 
fellow human is a cause of grief. Furthermore, we are given by nature an instinct to preserve our own 
small lives, so the avoidance of death is ingrained so deeply that when masses of people die on other 


continents, our empathies are provoked—and so we try and avoid calamity. The struggle of life, the 
effort to stay alive is the stuff of which epics are made, of deeply embedded cultural stories: to endure! 


By the same (living) token, isn’t life automatic? Close your eyes for twenty seconds. Are you back? 

How much effort did it take you to stay alive for those twenty seconds? Precisely. None at all. As 
precious as life is framed as, it is self sustaining. Every next moment of being alive comes automatically 
from the previous, with no effort or struggle. Only in extremities of danger, etc., is the effort to stay 
alive noticeable, when it cannot be automatic: the fight against asphyxiation, hypothermia, endurance in 
sickness. Otherwise, life is just business as usual. 


Since life is so automatic and persuasive and pervasive, it can be unnoticeable. The is one reason why 
humans so often engage in risky or strenuous acts; we wish to feel alive. We already are alive, but in 
extreme sports, or athletic endurances and challenges, risky partying—selves are pushed into feeling 
each moment as an exhilaration, a high after which we say “wow | really felt alive then!” These 
behaviors serve a Darwinian purpose as well. Endurance tests build strength for survival, and risky 
behaviour (when not pathological) often results in a renewed appetite for life. 


The automatic continuation of life forms the structure of being. Desire is nature’s way of ensuring that 
life will continue automatically. Appetite, sexual drive, avoidance of pain and discomfort: all which 
support the invisibility of life’s tyranny over us. In fact, that one of the surest indicators of a potential 
suicide is the inability to feel desires of any kind—and yet even in the case of suicide, the cards are 
stacked in favor of life, and the effort to die is so much greater than the effort needed to stay alive, 
which | assert: is automatic and often effortless. All the meanings and reasons of life are structures that 
continue to (and) support life. 


Without needing an effort to stay alive every moment, and with the convenient appetite for food and 
sex to sustain life, with breathing a reflex that can only be stopped with strong will power—life 
discretely and and silently ensures its own continuance. Life is so silent that we forget the fact: it is 
exclusively via life that we perceive life. It is the first prerequisite to being. It is observable that life is 
always the continuation of life—so one of the great questions is how/why life started to begin with. 
There are tantalizing clues in microbiology and carbon chemistry, but finding the origin of this the Great 
Tyrant of Continuation is an elusive goal. 


So examining reasons and situations in which life is not preferable will be one of the most useful tools 
for understanding why life is valued so highly. When is the termination or absence of life preferable? 
Let’s look at many such situations, and see what commonalities can be drawn. This discussion is 
concerned with decisions to kill or end life. So crimes of passion, etc., are not considered here. 


Your father has stage IV terminal cancer. His death is only a matter of time, and meanwhile he 
is either wracked with pain or zoned out on pain killers. He has mostly lost all his desires, soon it 
will be only through the intervention of medical machinery that his life continues. As his 
progeny, you decide it is better that he die sooner than later. Luckily you live in a country where 
doctors are willing to help, and so you and your relatives decide to administer him a lethal 
injection that will cause him to fall asleep and die in less rather than more pain. 


A young victim of brutality is so damaged that her body is dependent on extensive machinery to 
stay alive. All major organs are damaged, and the brain is also brutally traumatized. Her 
relatives decide to “pull the plug,” rather than extend her pain. 


An invasive species of Juniper has come into the forests of O’ahu and is wreaking havoc with the 
local ecosystem. A major campaign is underway to cut and kill this Juniper species. 


Rats infesting San Antonio, TX, are spreading fleas and pestilence through the city. The City of 
San Antonio decides to eradicate the rats with poison. 


An unrepentant serial killer is given the death sentence by the government of Japan. 


A bank robber murders a cashier. 


An intellectual is put to death in the 1500’s for their ideas that challenge the rule of the church. 


You kill a cockroach in your kitchen. You kill a virus in your blood. We kill as many bacteria as 
possible in an operating room before surgery. We kill the mould in the shower tiles. 


A president decides that the death of many soldiers of own and other countries is preferable 
than the loss of a natural resource that may be gained or preserved through these many deaths. 


Fish, cattle, plants, and horses are killed wholesale for their nutritive and manufacturing value. 


A farmer burn clears 100 acres of forest so that she may grow GMO beets. 


A tyrant decides to genocide an entire ethnic group. A different ethnic group kills the tyrant to 
prevent this from continuing. 


A woman loses the will to live, and despite their wonderful job and supportive family, kills 
herself. 


A man commits suicide because he feel depressed. Another man kills himself because he lost 
his job, love, or role in society. 


Enough! | think the common thread among all these examples is obvious enough, but | will write about 
it anyway. Objectively speaking, the common thread can only be understood through subjectivity. It 
will strike some as cold, but choices to kill or “let die” are motivated by usefulness. In every case, it is 
either an objective or subjective judgement of the usefulness of life continuing or ending: when life is 
judged to be useless or less useful, life is terminated. 


The word “useful” has strong connotations of coldness and the stripping of humanity from human life. 
In this case, the term that could be substituted without ruining my thesis would be “healthful”. Is it 
“healthful,” does it promote “health” for the differing agents and environments presented? | will risk 
using the terms interchangeably, and see where that take us: 


Your father has stage IV terminal cancer. His death is only a matter of time, and meanwhile he 
is either wracked with pain or zoned out on painkillers. He has mostly lost all his desires, soon it 
will be only through the intervention of medical machinery that his life continues. As his 
progeny, you decide it is better that he die sooner than later. Luckily you live in a country where 
doctors are willing to help, and so you and your relatives decide to administer him a lethal 
injection that will cause him to fall asleep and die in less rather than more pain. 


Usefulness: Your father’s life is no longer healthful to him. His life is absent of pleasure or desire. As 
such, the continuation of his life just causes pain to you as his empathic child. 


A young victim of brutality is so damaged that her body is dependent on extensive machinery to 
stay alive. All major organs are damaged, and the brain is also brutally traumatized. Her 
relatives decide to “pull the plug,” rather than extend her pain. 


Healthfulness: This young womans life is similarly, consisting only of physical pain and a brain so 
damaged as to be unable to function. There is no “use” in extending her life in such mechanistic ways. 


An invasive species of Juniper has come into the forests of O’ahu and is wreaking havoc with the 
local ecosystem. A major campaign is underway to cut and kill this Juniper species. 


Usefulness: In the long run, it is healthful to kill the invasive species as to preserve the variety of life 
already present in O’ahu. 


Rats infesting San Antonio, TX, are spreading fleas and pestilence through the city. The City of 
San Antonio decides to eradicate the rats with poison. 


Healthfulness: Killing the rats is useful, because it eradicates disease, which affects ecosystems and 
humans in harmful (useless) ways. 


An unrepentant serial killer is given the death sentence by the government of Japan. 


Usefulness: The government of Japan has decided that this man will serve no use to society. In 
addition, his death is useful in that it serves as an example to would-be murderers. Is this healthful for 
society at large? 


A bank robber murders a cashier. 


Usefulness: | can think of nothing particularly healthful or useful in this case, demonstrating the limits of 
“blanket thinking”. 


An intellectual is put to death in the 1500’s for their ideas that challenge the rule of the church. 


Usefulness: The church makes use of his death by making an example of him. They are prioritizing their 
own livelihoods above others in a perversion of the idea of “healthful”. In addition, the challenges to 
the church rule are eliminated at the source. (This technique can backfire if a martyr is created.) 


You kill a cockroach in your kitchen. You kill a virus in your blood. We kill as many bacteria as 
possible in an operating room before surgery. We kill the mould in the shower tiles. 


Usefulness: Many bacteria and viruses make us sick, and endanger the healthy and silent life we have. 


A president decides that the death of many soldiers of own and other countries is preferable 
than the loss of a natural resource that may be gained or preserved through these many deaths. 


Healthfulness: the president has decided that the usefulness of accessing the natural resource justifies 
the use(lesness) of many people dying. This is another example of a differing concept of “healthful” and 
“useful”. (Many people disagree.) 


Fish, cattle, plants, and horses are killed wholesale for their nutritive and manufacturing value. 


Healthfulness: Food for humans keeps us alive; certain botanical extracts are useful for their medical 
applications. Etcetera. Another example where the frame of healthfulness is controversial. 


A farmer burn clears 100 acres of forest so that she may grow GMO beets. 


Usefulness: Killing many species of plants is useful for the farmer because his goal is to make the land 
useful for farming his GMO beets. 


A tyrant decides to genocide an entire ethnic group. A different ethnic group kills the tyrant to 
prevent this from continuing. 


Usefulness: The tyrant decides that an entire ethnic group is not useful or is actively harmful to his aims. 
Or he can not even think of them as human, and so the usefulness of empathy is lost to him. Another 
perverted frame of use and health. 


A woman loses the will to live, and despite their wonderful job and supportive family, kills 
herself. 


Healthfulness: With no desire to live, what is the use of staying alive? This is quite subjective, too. 


A man commits suicide because he feel depressed. Another man kills himself because he lost 
his job, love, or role in society. 


Usefulness: These men feel their lives have no more healthfulness to them. Either to themselves, or to 
society. 


Enough. From amoral standpoint, the examples above are all over the map, and certainly | do not 
justify murder or genocide or ecocide. The point here is that when life of any kind is framed as 
unhealthful, useless or harmful, it is easier to terminate. This easier is as true to the child struggling with 
a terminally ill parent as a pathological tyrant. It is in the bank teller’s death where an act in—the- 
moment becomes totally 


So when is life useful? What is the converse, what usefulness does preserving or continuing life have? 
There is no need for many examples. Life, when not pathological (in all senses of the word) supports 
life. The reason why pathologies are comparatively Comparatively is a key word here. few in relation to 
the wide world is that pathologies are rarely self-sustaining. They Darwin themselves out of existence, 
such as when viruses kill their hosts, a drug-addict ruins his/her health, or when invasive species ruin 
their surrounding biosphere and end up starving. In healthy (continuing) ecosystems, predator and prey 
support each other, and any death that occurs in ecosystems is for the sake of preserving life and life- 
diversity. And humans keep each other alive because we are useful to each other, in all kinds of ways. 
Now we dive a little further into the reasons for continuing our own individual lives. Why keep living? 
What is the point, the reason, the goal of living? Since comparatively few choose to end their lives, and 
the overwhelming majority automatically continue to live, and indeed, create life, there must be strong 
reasons to keep on keeping on. Obviously, one keeps living because it is automatic; in addition, all the 
instincts to keep living are directly a function of the life-drive. But what use does my life have to me? 
And indeed, am | separable from my life? 


Again, what use does my life have for me? The majority of humans use their lives for pleasure or 
satisfaction. The word “pleasure” implies hedonism, but here | am using the term in the most simple 
way possible. The pleasure of appetite, which to some people compose an entire culture, while others 
barely notice it; the pleasure of the senses, sex, exercise, all of which are useful. The pleasure of work 
or relaxation, both with their useful effects upon the world as a whole. In fact, almost every pleasure in 
using one's life is at once a function ensuring the continuation of life and a reason to continue life. 
Someone might “live for their work,” and indeed, their work directly or indirectly supports life for the 
self and others. Someone else might “live for their family,” or “live for food,” and in these cases, too, 
support the healthy continuation of life, be it life continuing through the creation and maintenance of 
families or the continuation of our own lives by taking in nutrition. These varied uses of life change as 


we age, mesh and blur, and serve the additional use of helping humans deal with existential questions 
like “what is the meaning of life?” 


If life is so persistent in its continuation, so ingrained that many reasons to keep living are built-in 
mechanisms of that very continuation, and so automatic at the same time, then life must have a drive of 
itself. Whether conscious minds are present or not, life goes on. And on and on. The meaning of life 
is....life. Maybe the only function (use) of life is to continue life—and is it not observable that 
ecosystems are self balancing to preserve themselves as a whole, as opposed to favouring one species 
or another, so that variety of life is kept alive? As this is quite observable, what are the implications? 


Now we are getting deeper into unanswerable questions. So from here on, let’s just speculate, and 
refrain from definitive answers. 


A first step is trying to find a definition of life that is usable. A definition, as such,encircling a concept 
and therefore closing it, will no doubt prove unsatisfying for many, but let’s forge ahead anyway. For 
the sake of intense philosophical debate, let’s stay away from strictly biological definitions of life that 
use concepts like “cellular” and “metabolism”. 


“Any system that organizes groups of atoms into self propagating units can be called alive.” 


Now what may we find to disprove the above definition? The first rule-breaker is a single human being, 
obviously a lone human cannot reproduce themselves without another human of complementary type 
present... So one human alone, while obviously alive and made up of self—propagating cells is alive, 
they themselves fail to meet the above criterion. Additionally, computer programs may take advantage 
of geometric sets and mathematically generate graphics with endless and self-replicating fractals, such 
as a Mandelbrot set. And crystal growth is also a self-propagating system. Let’s try again: 


“Any system that organizes groups of atoms into units capable of propagation and adaptation, and 
therein capable of propagation and adaptation themselves can be called alive.” 


The biggest change in this new sentence are the words “capable,” and “adaption”. Now life expands to 
include the single of a pair needed to propagate, and excludes crystal growths and fractal sets, which do 
not adapt And while fractals may be able to endlessly replicate, the fractals themselves do not 
propagate into other fractals, but keep within the limits generated by their base equations, even when 
irrational numbers are used to keep permutations infinite in variation. This is however, a really 
interesting concept. If any endlessly self-repeating system that has variation built in can be considered 


alive—and irrational numbers like Pi are used therein, then by reverse metaphor all life could be 
considered the result of equations spiraling like Pi into infinite divisibility..... 


Life itself has no external Agent. Life is its own Agent. That is, life creates itself...if a system is not 
capable of creating itself, maybe is is not alive. For example, if | were to create a computer that seems 
sentient, one could say that according to this idea the computer is not alive, as it never would have 
come into existence without me as an Agent. But if that computer were to go on and create other 
computers, which are also capable of propagating themselves, then those computers could be called 
“alive”. 


Some theologies posit that life was created by a divine being. These philosophies rarely mention if those 
divine beings are alive or not, though it tacitly assumed. If the divine beings that created life are alive 
themselves, what life-continuation are they a part of? Scientists are able to more-or-less able to 
pinpoint when life originated on this planet, and there are several quite compelling theories as to how 
life became look it up!self-replicating. As to why and how life has become so darn persistent and self- 
balancing? Please let me know when you find out. 


Life is so unnoticable, and so automatic. All the meanings and reasons of life are structures that 
continue and support life. Life uses life, and so many acts are understandable in the context of this self- 
automata. From this, it follows that there are discoverable systems that guide the acts that beings 
make. These systems are most commonly called ethics or instinct—the line between the two becoming 
sharper as the ability to modify or alter instinct rises. 


Just start with the most basic observation possible, and from that try build a philosophy or metaphysics. 
The word “basic” is to be used as a noun. Since the very grammar of language is a priori an 
interpretation, a constant refining of terms and definitions will possibly expand the volume of each 
paragraph, yet on the other hand shaky metaphysical foundations also allow relocation and 
reinterpretation: as in all human activities, the smoothest hardest pebble could suddenly be re-cast into 
a seed from which a plant of inconstant variegated leaves springs forth through to an autumn of 
reflection. But perhaps that is one of the most amazing triumphs of the human mind: to nurture a 
seemingly dry stone and by the mere fecundity of ourselves we cause nutritive growth. Only before the 
untraceable vines of semantic infinitude appear, it will serve to preserve the shape of the filigree from 
the onset of thought to maintain some sense of order, even if it is an artificial order imposed from 
outside. The quest starts and attempts to never leave the epistemological. 


Already the tendency to morph becomes apparent at the very outset of writing. Just after the 
declaration of intent to start with the basic, somehow automatically the locus shifts into claiming the 
habit of multiple interpretation as beneficial, while also communicating the need to limit entropy for the 
time being. By this, | have accidentally shown the most basic: movement. | am claiming that whatever 
else might be subject to argument, the perception of movement is an inescapable quality of experience. 
This too can be argued into oblivion, but as there is no way to experience and report true oblivion, we 
can at least agree on the perception of movement. In the stillness of an inner room, by virtue of 
movement alone we are able to experience: the movements of our blood, breath, the infinite 
happenings that reach us in that moment, which too, is never free from flow. 


If it is true that movement is merely an illusion, and that all is actually one mass of hardened universe- 
stuff, then our placement within this solidity somehow contrives to form the deception. If itis alla 
matter of successive solidities (like the still frames within a movie reel) which allow the perception of 
the movement, then we can replace the term “movement” with the term “change,” since the perception 
of change, at least, is not subject to doubt. Another objection is that an unchanging object, “a sculpture 
of reality,” may appear to differ as we shift position, but remains actually the same. But this case too, 
assumes at the very least the illusion of repositioning and therefore movement. 


Let’s not give too much priority to the visual sense. It is clear that blind people too, have experiences of 
change. Such is our dependency on the seen world that our metaphors use “images,” “perspective,” 
“illusion,” words which all imply that in experiential reality, the prime filter is that of the eyes. 
Movement and change are readily available to the ears and to the skin, to the nose and mouth, and 
internal nerves, and yes, also perceivable within thought. Do | need to convince you that within your 
own body you can experience at the least an intimation of reality because you are able to perceive 


change? For the sake of developing this essay, | will assume (the perception of) change as a foundation. 


If change is to occur, it must occur within some kind of framework which allows it to be perceived. Ina 
foundational way, we humans are able to remember difference, and without this ability change cannot 


be taken in. The ability to remember difference and the ability to perceive change are two descriptions 
of the same phenomenon. (Definitions of consciousness are notoriously difficult; | offer the abilities 
above as a definition.) It follows that without difference, and the memory of it, all experience would be 
unnoticeable. Difference occurs. But as anyone knows, without contrast difference is not easy to 
notice. The most basic frame that gives us this contrast is the experience of time. When time is lost we 
perceive nothing...only to wake again in the light of dawn and new difference. 


Time is either the great god or the great side-effect of change/movement. Is time the support for 
change—time’s fold whose space within allows movement? Or is it the movements themselves which 
by successively differing, cause a perception “time”? We know from contemporary physics that “time” 
may not be inherent but a side-effect of the way we exist within cosmos. Physics does not yet deny 
difference; the particles which subatomic physics gives us are all in a constant state of movement—that 
is—difference. All that allows difference is built in to everything. 


| can find three things here, at least. One is “time,” either the side-effect of or a permissive space to 
hold change. The second is the movement/change itself. Time is either there to support this, or is a 
perceptual result (the contrast). The third and final object here is the “thing” changing. We know that 
time itself changes nothing: things change of themselves, inherent in the properties of sub-atomic 
movements. To say that this curious thing is being subjected to change is too simple, the inherent 
properties of matter are a part of this thing, and so this thing is both the inheritor and the agent of 
change. 


One can argue for a fourth thing, space. That all that exists exists somewhere, and movement must 
have both space and time in order to have the quality of difference. Muddy grounds here...how many 
terms and equal signs between them do we need to delineate the most basic? The essay seems to have 
given an apartness to aspects of experience, though in practise experience is only dividable in within the 
terms of existence: this essay too exists within difference, time, and movement and so the concepts 
here are quite artificial morphing thought-objects. 


| myself yearn for unity and not-difference. The echoes of one memory or the other become past-tense 
only because echoes themselves, like memories, like words and symbols, are defined in ways 
inextricable from the tyrant of difference. Respecting time as so fundamental from/to the existence of 
difference, we will use the word “difference” to denote time as well. 


Difference can be cyclic or acyclic. Many fundamental movements are cyclic. The rotation of the sphere 
earth, itself a moving in period relative to the sun. A heartbeat, cycling fresh oxygen to the flesh, the 
breathing lungs that are so often unnoticed. Electrons and atomic physics. Cyclic movements are so 
vital that it is only when we target our attention to them that they speak: that wonderful crescendo, 
that shadow lengthening. Or yet more ominous, when the cycles change tempo, which suddenly locates 


them in our conscious: ragged breath, fibrillation, the dusk that we notice comes earlier than last 
month. It is change within change. A variation whose contrast with the regular makes apparent what 
was too regular to notice. 


So—shall we continue to reduce? Let’s respect the interrelationship of change and time to the extent 
that we have above and come to the one concept of difference. A convenient term, for difference 
accounts for not only the memory of change and time, but allows one object to be descried from 
another. In choosing this term, we aimed at making three concepts into two, but quite by accident (as 
an epiphenomenon) those three concepts deflated into just one... “Time,” “change,” and the “thing” 
changing have become governed by the one agent, difference, also a scapegoat for “space”. 


The quietest difference might be in the nature of nouns: a book untouched on the floor, an empty glass 
upon the verandah, or granite edifice. Choosing to let them be, these objects lie indifferently for as 
many years as | want. So embedded are we in the world of time, that we forget that these objects have 
an existence which continues automatically. That is, the book “books” itself through time, as does the 
glass and the faceless granite. They are existing, they are be-ing. And so it needs to be recognized that 
these nouns, too, are verbs in that they continue to exist. And they too, will never escape the greatest 
gods of all: change and difference. 


Temptation beckons: now a semantic discussion of the differences between difference and change 
seems appropriate. There is no need to complicate things: difference is merely the most important 
metaphysic of perception; differences of all sorts let time be perceived, matter understood, space 
recognized. Change is merely an articulation of temporal difference. The rosebud was set on fire and 
changed into ashes, but if a candle and a wine are set side by side, they are able to be distinguished 
because of difference; change would be good term for what happens to the specific items when the 
candle burns low, and the wine is almost gone. 


In my scheme, “existence” is only even allowed because of difference. Manifest difference: without 
which nothing is possible—and—without which, nothing is possible. There is absolutely nothing, 
nothing, that does not depend on difference to enter perception. Every abstract confidence in the 
privacy of thought, every construct ever conceived, all verbs, nouns, and adjectives rely on difference. 
“Absolute” is different from..; existence differs from..; and so on. No need to be loquacious. 


How ridiculous: one set of atomic structures differentiated from another set. That within atoms 
themselves, several types of elementary particles exist. There are so many things in the world. So many 
actions. Yes, and so many possibilities, so many pasts, and so many presents. Physics and its 
mathematics have given a great gift for reducing this mad tumble. The “=” sign that shows 
equivalencies is the only epistemological straw we can grasp towards thwarting the great god of 
difference. Even this so-called “epistemological straw” has only the thinnest of legitimacies, serving the 


“an 


function of balancing relationships and creating equivalencies. In this sense, the “=” is wholly 
dependent on relationships, and so in the end the logic of using it as an articulation of unity is suspect. 


But how ridiculous still. That any apartness or gap should even exist in reality seems a rupture of some 
fundamental and unarticulated desire. That existence should sustain separateness, when “existence” 
itself is so monolithic and even immanent. Finally, we must return to the original schema outlined 
above: | had provisionally identified four things: change, time, object, and space. Let us not falter once 
we have proceeded this far; all four concepts would become literally impossible without the prime agent 
that sustains them and allows them to be identified: difference. No clever sophistry at all, never, 
difference is the only structure that allows other structures to exist. Well...almost. 


Even difference has a prerequisite, the prerequisite of existence. Strictly so—a difference must exist for 
there to be difference. Again the conditions of thought hammer home a sly caveat. For the concept of 
existence to hold weight, it is measured against the concept of non-existence. The idea of non-existence 
can only be in parenthesis (_ ) because it itself is a thought structure wholly dependent on the existence 
of thought: the word “null” isn’t null itself, but is a symbol that exists and derives its meaning from the 
logic of subtraction. In this framework, then, existence too is dependent on difference. | have just 
reversed the order of precedence. To some this would be a problem, a metaphorical chicken and egg. 
But how juvenile! Because the paradox is linguistic, it already presupposes apartness, when the 
concepts by being so dependent on each other already invoke a universal unity that can only have one 
conceptual rule, the Tyrant of difference. 


Certainly it a matter of access. Experience nudges towards unity, while thought pushes to difference. 
The truly brave, rather than maintain metaphysical consistency are able to change their postulates and 
discover unity where it is unnoticed—everything is reducible to the same “stuff” of which the fabric of 
reality is woven—or discover difference where unity seems to rule—the multiple tyrants of the 
absolute. If one wants to conceive of these multiples as paradox, then the contradictions themselves 
attain oneness—that is courageous intellect. Equally courageous is it to deny paradox and accept unity 
as a unity that sustains or even is woven of difference. And of course...you can flaw this essay and 
derive an emotion from that. One flaw: difference is merely a concept, a way of articulation, while 
objects and time and space merely have the property of difference and do not themselves rely on 
anything as abstract as a thought-construct. 


Difference is only allowable in the medium of memory, long or immediate. Life reacts because it notices 
difference, while conscious beings respond because they have memory. Therefore, one of the 
prerequisites of thought is to be alive. Everything we ever do, think, experience is only possible because 
the automatic medium “life” makes it so. We think because we exist. We notice we exist because we 
are able to hold memory. In this direction, we think therefore we are. Now we’re in a philosophical 
corner. I’ve talked myself into a trap. Let me explain. 


The idea of non-existence is only conceivable, not experiential—we do not return from permanent 
death, nor can we remember what it was we “were” if anything before we were alive. So the 
experience of non-existence is absent from memory, an absence like the absence we experience in 
dreamless sleep. So far, so good. But since we have absolutely no memory the blankness that bookends 
a life, to what do we compare existence against in order to achieve the concept of not-existing, and by 
reflection, know of our own existence? As we have no experience of oblivion, and therefore nothing to 
contrast against existence, how do we even know we exist? 


We have the very temporal experience of oblivion in sleep. But sleep is not death. We know death 
indirectly because it happens to other people. They die and “cease”. Is this simple? What is it that 
ceases with death? The bodies of the dead do manifestly exist. Our memories of them also exist. 
Diverse languages use words like “lost,” “departed,” “gone,” “passing” to refer to dead people. Where 
have they gone? Their bodies are still here. Easy enough: they are dead because bodily functions have 
ceased, and importantly, they have stopped making difference in an active way. The dead do continue 
to change—their bodies decay, our memories of them speak—but all that is passive. These changes 
might be quite intrusive; the smells of decay and the tears we shed, but the dead are not self-animated. 
In other words, we notice a difference in their participation in the world. We can infer from this that a 
sturdy part of our construction of our own existence is that we know we can make difference and self 
animate. One often hears depressed people say “it isn’t like I’m making a difference to anyone; | might 
as well die,” or “I might as well not exist for all the difference | make to other people”. What telling 
phrases, and how deeply tied to the core of my thesis, that difference lies at the core and is the support 
of all existence. 


There are many famous thought experiments. | will write about a thought experiment that is not 
famous. The reason it isn’t famous is because it is mine. 


Imagine a still-life: some fruit in a bowl, cutlery, light from the left casting a golden glow. No visible 
windows, no clock or other timekeeping device. All is quiet. Allis still. The air still. 


As the witness of this scene, take a few minutes or seconds and observe how eerily implacable 
everything is. Nothing is moving and nothing changes. 


In this conspicuous absence of difference, how is one to know time passes? In the unblemished “now,” 
how can one know the movement of time? There is nothing heard, nothing sensed that allows 
consciousness to catch and track as evidence. 


(In a prolonged and attentive gaze, the light lengthens, shadows reposition, fruit ripens.) 


The answer is already in your mouth. There might be a total lack of external clues, but there is plenty of 
internal evidence that time passes. An awareness of the heartbeat, breath. The electrics of the nervous 
system speculating through the whole body and mind. Timekeeper of the self, the unreliable but ever- 
present signals within living beings. It isn’t hard to grant that in usual life, we rely on the internal 
timekeeper and the corrective of external time-keeping (a clock, the audible cirrus sky) to align lived life. 


But we’re all aware of the experience of “loosing time,” be it within the forty winks or in an exercise of 
concentration or exhilaration. Some meditation practitioners also describe this loss. So now imagine 
that you are in a mind-state where one does not notice the steady beat of the heart, the rhythmic 
breath, the pulsations and flexions of your fleshy self. Loose the internal dependency on thought, and 
shift responsibility outside. (Or imagine.) 


There is still an absence or external signals—and a corresponding lack of internal ones. Is one aware of 
“time” in this state? Quietude as deep as the self and as wide as the frozen sky above a winter lake. I’d 
like to call this state “frozen existence,” because existence is manifest but static. Let’s disregard the 
atomic unseen and unheard vibrations of matter (for those reasons). Because there is nothing to 
experience, nothing is experienced. There are no ripples. This state is hard to imagine, because instead 
of a pause of internal difference, it is more strictly not paying attention to internalities. 


Can we even reduce the number of participants in this state to one entity, as the total lack of internal 
movements in the observer and lack of external change in the scene demolishes borders that are 
essentially based on difference? (Monolithic though it is, there seems to be a deep yearning in all 
human beings for such a static state, in part because the oblivion of difference is tantamount to a total 
lack of dependency on all things including the self.) Close to the Zen state called mu, where observers 
and the observed cancel each in mutual non-observation, presence and absence, what does it matter? 
Existence or non-existence, the departure of difference and border makes the question moot. 


All of us recall times of dis-moments above. But inevitably, difference emerges. Shadows slumber 
elsewhere, a drooping leaf obeys the unseen atomic vibrations and falls. If one is in an internal non- 
state, then difference is like the caress to awakening or a sudden sting. Alternatively, the tyrants of 
physical needs stir, drains away nullity to command attention to an ache, a desire, a lazy current of 
thought. Welcome back to endless life. 


In these two thought experiences, so far we have shown that even in a state of lack of external 
difference, as we are our bodies, difference becomes manifest in our bodies, and awareness of time 
follows. When even that difference becomes not noticed, impossible equilibrium, | try and show how 
the total absence of difference creates a frozen existence, existence bereft of experience and therefore 
experiencer. | also show how this state is temporary, as the laws of matter promise alteration. And as 
noted above, rather than a true cessation of movement in the self, it is merely a total disregard. 


The unexplored third option naturally emerges. What is the state in which the “self” is in that state of 
disregard, but the external moves? Where unnoticed by me, a breeze strokes the cheek, and birds cry 
into the air, and dust-motes whirl? What kind of mental state could achieve such a monument of 
indifference? It isn’t logical to ask for will-power—effort which by definition means expended energy. 
Rather, it could be called an achievement of surrender. Even “surrender” coveys nothing useful; what 
could be less selfless than to be at the mercy of movement to the extent that is it not noticed? Closer 
and closer we come to human aberration, to catatonia. Is this disregard an open submission to 
difference, bending with the wind, or is this disregard coming from and going to internal placidity? For 
all such states (the easiest example is sleep) there is a threshold that once broken provokes experience 
again. The light sleepers will be awakened by a shooting star, and deeper slumberers might need a 
playful feline to scratch their face and bring wakefulness. 


(The fact is, this indifference does not mean not-difference, as the world keep changing despite our 
mental state.) 


So to return to the original thought experiment, there are the three options: to track difference by 
internal difference; the mutual cessation of difference (nullity of all); or the dis-noticing of difference by 
the self (oblivion). As everything seems to bow to modern physics, the second option is strictly 
impossible. A fourth option is mutual difference and mutual movement, easily describable as “everyday 
life”. 


The possibilities have not been exhausted yet. The third so called “dis-noticing” of movement by a self is 
almost always pretence, certainly not easy. A permanent indifference to difference would be the 
permanent state of being dead. Those who have “died” and been resuscitated communicate the loss of 
time as if they had merely been asleep, and are tellers of (sometimes very compelling) dreams. | ask 
that we stick with the idea that death is permanent—we only assign the descriptor of “dead” to those 
beyond resuscitation. There is no return, no communication from the dead; knowledge of that country 
will aways be speculative. 


Automatically, because of the terms | have been using, a strong objection becomes known. My words 
say that internal and external “movement” give us experiences, implying (how?) that awareness of 
difference is responsible for awareness. This point | raise may merely be semantic, but | feel concerned 
about it. It seems to be a truism that when we die, we loose awareness. In a fundamental way, the 
dead cease to activate difference. But is a true fact that our movement does not cease with death. Of 
course the world outside the borders of the self moves on (as we perceive when we know that someone 
has died), but importantly, every single part of our bodies does not cease to move either. The lack of 
volition observed in the dead does not mean that they are devoid of movement. The quality of the 
movements by the dead is no longer is not volitional but in a passive way, bodies putrefy, moulder and 
provide homes for thriving micro-communities of life. In living humans, the dead activate difference by 
their very (non)presence which causes grief, inspiration, armies of memory to gather, and voluminous 
legal documents. In even the most far-sighted gaze, your death is the condition for so many atomic 
movements within other souls, and whatever else, the electronic quanta of your hitherto flickering 
consciousness will travel (and actually has always traveled) outside the few hundred cubic centimetres 
of your body to the wide world. 


What to make of this? If awareness of difference is responsible for awareness, how are we to know 
when awareness ends, as difference does not? Shown above, it is demonstrable that difference within 
the body never ceases. The facts could lead to a sophist argument that awareness never ceases because 
movement in the brain does not end either. And it would be so if it were not that we all know exactly 
what it is like to loose awareness temporarily. Usually we find this loss delicious: indeed we only know 
the soothing effects of this loss by recovering from it. But death is not a state one recovers from. 


We have moved some distance from the original bowl of fruit. The long shadows are filled with indigo 
twilight. In a literal way the difference between then and now can be told from the elongated shadows. 
About fourteen centimetres. As we prepare for some of those delicious hours of indifference, | become 
aware of a dusky corridor inviting more reflection. Does not the literal distance traveled by the shadows 
contrast with difference? Grammar impedes, but can there be a distance between what was and what 
is and what will be? | know of difference, but to what extent can difference be conflated with distance? 
My prelude to sleep is now populated with a specific and vast imagining that escapes words but is 
pleasant. 


| have measured the distance from what was and what is at about 14cm, an idea as old as a sundial. 
Many languages describe the “far past,” as if the total length of shadow change, growing and shortening 
14 cm per day were added up “somewhere” and the past recedes and becomes less accessible just as 
distance reduces the extent to which we can perceive an object. And with this thought, | curl 
horizontally on my left side and allow the automation sleep to overcome me. 


(Can anyone will themselves to sleep? Even the most skilled power-nappers cultivate a condition which 
allows sleep to come to them...| have never heard of anyone falling asleep by invoking it, even the 
marathon nappers are just highly skilled as quickly opening the gate that allows sleep to creep in.) 


(Giving mouth-to-mouth resuscitation to a baby Orca that is in my care: don’t allow the Orca to die. It 
represents something vital, and the Sea World trainers are worse than indifferent, they encourage living 
beings to become playthings. Living beings as playthings...how much are my interactions with beautiful 
people with interesting cheekbones and quiet smiles and sly humour a violation of their personhood 
because somewhere in my psyche they’ve taken on plaything status? An amusement or even more 
horrifying, a tool | use to reflect a happier version of myself than the one | hold? Meanwhile, must give 
Oxygen the Orca. And cool water. Am | like those trainers who become reflected in the object of their 
play and so the poor health of another being is selfish evidence of the poorer psyche of the amused 
party, suddenly sick at heart and like me, in a panic to give the Orca Oxygen? | run from here to there 
before curling up with the love-object in hopes of reviving it. What does that embrace give the baby 
Orca? Is not this love-action quite self-focused, as a living being suffers within my arms, at least | can tell 
myself my hurt and concern have manifested in my panic and then in an embrace—soothing if not the 
baby Orca, at least myself? How could my unawareness have generated such a starving creature? 
Concern like red threads coursing from heart to eyes and brimming over tears | wish were made of 
blood. If the tears were blood, at least the symbolism of these acts would obtain a vivid feverish pitch 
and become a literal outpouring of life-energy and Oxygen bearing blood cells. The baby Orca squeaks 
and becomes a place-holder for everything ever become malnourished through complacency or ill-timed 
placidity. If only clutching all the harder would save the baby Orca rather than injure it, my blood- 
strengthened muscles could resuscitate another living being. As it is, the the tears tear at the sensitive 
whale-skin and blood-muscles tremble with the effort not to squeeze to death that which | have allowed 
to suffer. The baby Orca squeaks again, and | squeak too, a rusty answer that knows it might be too late 
to nourish another soul, idea, or relationship. 


De-attached from any anchoring, one translucent jellyfish tumbles gracefully in an invisible current of 
denser water. The light is diffuse and blue. In a purity unknown to anyone but an artist, the jellyfish is 
so graceful that despite not being either diffuse or blue, its progress is indiscernible. Least of all to itself. 
Fronds trickle fern-like in the airy blue, finding sustenance from invisibilities. The scene possesses such a 
fresh coolness that even under a frigid winter sky shivering and frost-bitten, | long for that coolness 
rather than a warm hearth. Imagining such coolness does not separate my thoughts or fingers frozen to 
themselves in such bitter cold. The baby Orca still vitally wants to live, and to de-embrace such vivid life 
would tear at me. A light made warm merely by contrast with the presence of a life reflects on the 
combined scenes of winter sky, cool ocean, and blood soaked emotions desperate to hold the Orca. 

And a subtle shift of light again, again, again.) 


After a night of desperate dreams alternating with beautiful unawareness, | wake. The dreams were 
symbolic to the point of cliché. 


Ahh, the notion were were discussing earlier, difference and distance. 


Awake: the fruit has traveled no distance. | am aware that another day has passed only because | hold 
the memory of yesterday. But for the slight browning of the banana, there is no visible change in the 
fruit from the same time yesterday. The shadows are short as they were at the start of this experiment. 
If | were very forgetful, perhaps | could encounter yesterday’s fruit again. But even in such a case a 
calendar or a friend would remind me that yesterday occurred, and it is now today. It is always today, 
but a different today: this is the total tyranny of difference that is answer to time’s riddle and the reply 
to an aware mind. The fruit has travelled no distance. It sits on the table as maddeningly and obvious as 
before. Yet | intuit distance. Yesterday is further away, and yesterday’s fruit has too receded with it. 

But where has yesterday’s fruit gone? Looking closely, | can see that while | was in an in-different 
oblivion the fruit was not indifferent to change—without me around still it ripened slightly. 


It would be not strange to speculate that the fruit is indeed a different fruit since my experience of it is 
daily different. | don’t think my small niece has enough hand-eye coordination yet to secretly replace 
the fruit, especially since she hasn’t been around. No, it must be the same fruit, uninterrupted on its 
own terms. 


As my niece would point out, the fruit hasn’t gone anywhere, just look! 


Repeat: yet | intuit difference. Yesterday is further away. But of those 14 centimetres, the fruit has 
travelled zero centimetres! And if another slumber were to interrupt my communion with the fruit, it 
would still ripen happily along. Yesterday would recede even further into the day-before-yesterday. 
Distance is felt, though the fruit hasn’t repositioned itself. 


| would like to explain why the fruit still accompanies me. | answer with childish glee: the fruit has 
travelled with me. It came along with me in time, verbing its way into the ripe present. If yesterday’s 
fruit were to remain firmly in place yesterday, then it would either have been devoured, or exempt from 
the totalitarian rule of existence. As it is, it is clear that the fruit, like me, is a time-traveller. 


This not a final answer yet. For how to account for the time travelling fruit? The only thing sustaining 
such an intuition is that humans can remember “when the time was other”. The fruit is subject to time, 
like me, and because | have a memory of it, | bring the memories with me, and am able to conceive 
change as movement: the subtle differences in myself that bring the fruit with me. Memory is the most 
important tool consciousness wields: we are able—and the fruit is not—to hold the two fruits in place at 
the same time. And so we can reconcile the many fruits within the one object | behold. 


This “distance” of the past felt is merely a synaesthesia of distance and time. | can look at the fruit: its 
external appearance does not change greatly. But it keeps on moving in time, as do |. The “other time,” 
is mentally located somewhere else, even if the locale of the fruit and myself does not travel. In other 
words, we have the mental habit of conflating distance with time, a synaethesia. This is embedded in 
language: time “flows,” “travels,” it “comes” and “goes,” etc. The past is inaccessible except through 
memory, and to recall anything is not to travel back as much as it is an articulation and edited version of 
a different state of affairs. 


nut 


We conflate distance with time because things far away usually loose detail. Memories become vague 
as new ones are created. | can remember what | ate yesterday, but not 188 days ago. Detail and 
specificity fall away, as is true of distant objects. As an explanation to why time is usually equipped with 
distance, this explanation still falls short. Who doesn’t have vivid memories that still sear? My 
memories of body surfing a wave are fresh “as if yesterday” even though it has been years since | was on 
Makapu’u beach. Simultaneously, yesterday’s strenuous exertions might have been last century for all 
the vivacity they loose in recollection. In this way couldn’t we live ina much more shifting and less rigid 
conception of time? it could be a beautiful way to live with fresh awareness if the idea were applied 
with intentionality. Memory agrees to no clocks. As experiences vary, memories might have all 
different brightnesses, but they are all subject to an agreed upon arbiter and measure of difference: 
chronological time. If a determined person were so subvert this sociological tool, and were to live with 
no clocks or calendars, they would still be “as if” subject to objective time because the memory and 
knowledge (they are interdependent) of many sunrises and sunsets intervene between a recollection 
from ten years ago still fresh and a stale memory from last week. 


To return to my fruit, the only literal distance it has travelled is global: the earth has rotated and its orbit 
of the sun has continued. This is true for all, all, all things. The local distance is minimal or even zero. 
Could it be that humans through all ages were aware of the vast distances travelled by the world in 
every moment and therefore allowing time to be given the dimension of distance? Sundials are a hint 
that yes, distance and time are fused in human perception. It is then remarkable that counter to the 
unstoppable movements shown in molecular physics and exhibited by the day to day, one should find 
repose and rest within time’s movement. To gaze at a still life is a form of being awake that 
contemplates and counters the restlessness at the heart of the atom. And furthermore, it only in being 
aware and awake can we taste this delicious silence. 


Gazing at the still life, feeling an inner quietude | prize ever more because | know it must move on, |am 
struck by the vitality of a painter who was able to capture a freshness so acutely that 150 years later, the 
fruit still hadn’t spoiled. 


Were awareness to end, we would never know, and the unaware are not capable of letting us know 
what it is like. 


Objection of death. Movement present. 


Is the future above you or below you? 


We are used to thinking of the future as in front of us. This habit makes sense in a way, because as we 
walk forward, time passes. In this case, the ground you have covered lies behind you—so it is 
understandable why that past should be behind you. In a similar way, as you walk forward, the ground 
in front of you approaches, so then future lies in front of you. 


There are some cultures that believe the future lies behind one. That is an intriguing idea, and | explore 
it more in a different essay. 


It isn’t farfetched to imagine the future as up—above—and the past as down—below—because objects 
when dropped fall to the earth. Certainly, that is a more consistent movement that that of walking 
forwards, and as a metaphor, maybe more apt. 


The point is, front or behind, these “directions” given to time lie in one dimension alone, a line 
extending futurity on one side and past on the other. How interesting! Interesting, as we live in three 
dimensions (ordinarily) though some add “time” as a one way fourth dimension. But how is it that 
“time” as the enabler of all change, the container that ends and begins all things, the massive inexorable 
subtle and blunt medium of experience—should be tamed so easily. Moreover(!), besides lying on a 
single line, there are only (at most) the three basic tenses that somehow encompass the total of 
describable experience The exceptions are not exceptions.. 


Past - gone 
Present - coming/going 


Future - coming 


The vocabulary of time is oddly inadequate. It seems ludicrous that to even talk about time in most 
languages we need to either resort to verbs conjugated in accordance to the simple coming/going of 
time, or else use nouns/adjectives like “past” and “present,” as if these were objects we could grasp, as 
if somehow those words were not also moving in concordance with time, existing and verbing 
themselves silently If you find a true exception in a different language, please contact me quickly.. 


DIVERGENCE 


The first step to giving time more dimension is to dismiss the idea that experiences are separable from 
an objective reality. Our experience of the world necessarily passes through the brain via sense organs 
and the not inconsiderable power of the brain itself, constructing both thought and experience. The 
electrical conversations within us exist, and so in a fleeting electro-quantum-neural way, they provide 
structures responsible for even the most subtle emotion, the most ephemeral imagining. While an 
imaginary being—a Klingon—may not exist as a living breathing life-object, inasmuch as we have 
elementary particles suspending the idea of “Klingon” within us, “Klingons” “exist It helps that Kingons 
also exist as digital data, printed photos, and celluloid.”. The same could be said about a work of art 
never begun, or of an emotional misunderstanding It is no wonder schizophrenics are so affected by 
“imaginary” things.. 


What enters our sense organs and becomes processed in the brain as “reality” or the “objective world” 
must be relatively universal, else how to explain communication among humans. Humans all vary in 
wild and minute ways in that while there is enough concordance to make human association possible, 
there is also enough divergence that no two people think and experience alike: a divergence by which 
art exists, as do misunderstandings, as do different ethical systems. 


The brain is a structure that evolves in time and is yet always responsive to environmental input, 
humans differ from a very early age—and if one includes the fact that genetics makes a difference, as 
does the types of raw material that eventually become the brain (| was weaned onto vegetables and 
granola, but Yang Ming was weaned onto fruit and rice) and all other factors like temperature and 
environmental chemicals, then the divergence is satisfactorily(?) explained The whole paragraph is a 
fancy way of saying “of course we’re all different—we all have different experiences throughout the 
totality of life from conception onwards.”. But—good for us—we have in common so much as to have 
civilization. 


Divergence and concordance. Diverse cultures place emphasis more on one or the other. 


It is true that divergence is a fact! And so the very real and very subjective interiority also exists. While | 
think the sunrise is amber, you think it is salmon pink. Both “amber” and “salmon pink” exist in ways 


that most humans agree on, but when viewing the same sunrise, our divergences cause us to experience 
or notice divergently, and so at the same time, we see the same sunrise in two ways. In each of us the 
madly dancing electrons are actually present, so the same phenomenon does exist differently An 
adventure: one could go further and say the same sunrise exists twice.. 


Usually a wide gap between concordance and divergence is labeled as a pathology, paranoia or 
narcissism or hallucination, etc. Ki imagines a parrot on his shoulder: but to everyone else, his shoulder 
is empty of parrot. Within Ki’s body-mind, there must be a set of actually existing atomic particles 
holding that parrot in existence for Ki. As a completely non-objective (in the all senses) example, if you 
imagine your best friend has betrayed you—and she hasn’t—the phenomenon may not exist anywhere 
other than in your mind, but exist there it does, or at least until you are convinced otherwise. 


RETURN 


The ideas | articulate above have many applications, but | will stick to trying to find a way to deepen the 
concept of time. So far, time is a one dimensional line: forward and back, coming and going, but no left 
or right, up or down. Words like “advance” and “decline” imply a vertical dimension to time, “Alex’s 
vision is declining,” but they refer to a subjective judgements about a situation, where a negative 
judgement is below and a positive one above the speaker. 


Metaphor could work, though. Asking time to always be in front of us is a basic metaphor, one that 
works so well we hardly question it, though it does confine time to only one dimension. For a two 
dimensional metaphor, try this: 


Time is a river, running downhill. 


This could be taken in at least two ways, but similar implications: 


This metaphor is kind of interesting. It accounts for the inexorable unstoppable experience of time. At 
the same time, by postulating various bends along the river, changes in slope and flow, and geographic 
features of the riverbed or riverbank, we can apply some of the relationships that Einstein’s physics 
mean for the passage of time. Time passes slower away from great gravitational masses, so the deeper 
currents run faster; time passes slower for those who travel at great speed—postulate “movement over 
distance” as going against current, but never quite strong enough to swim in place. 


It is a useful metaphor. It implies three-dimensionality in that perceiving beings occupy almost the same 
space in the river. As a metaphor, it works the way a flat head screwdriver can work if you’re lacking a 
philips head. Can we get any closer? 


Now, finally, I’ll apply the idea explained earlier, the existence—at least in sub-atomic particle form, of 
diverging experiences of reality. We are all familiar with the experience of time disappearing or passing 
rapidly. Or how five minutes can balloon by the mere act of standing in line. Time is elastic. Consider 
two flows of time. Time according to physics, a tyrant, flexible yes, but imperceptibly so that only in 
extreme calculations does the relativity of time passage become apparent—for all but the most sensitive 
of instruments an hour passed by Kim at sea level in Texas is an hour passed for Bao in the highlands of 
Nepal. All things age—implacably—and within the minute and calculable variations allowed by life on 
earth, quite egalitarian (simply for being so calculable, if nothing else). This is the time of the atomic 
clock, the time of hard physics equations, and the time that most humans agree to submit to for the 
sake of synchronizing our divergences. Physical time. 


Divergence is just the word to describe the other flow of time. Divergent time is daily present in our 
lives. How between the 2min intervals of the snooze button, only seconds may seem to pass; but 
sometimes hours seem to fy, if the dreams are intense. It is often in activity that engages the mind and 
body together, that time seems to vanish. Though with divergence—the same act of polishing a car or 
alphabetizing books might take up more or less divergent time according to the person. This kind of 
time seems to speed up with age.. 


The time above is often dismissed as not valid because it is not calculable. Emotions are real, but they 
too, are not calculable. The lack of quantifiable (digital) data does not extinguish invalidate something 
so consistently felt. As with the chemicals and molecular arrangements responsible for a sweet regret 
(or what have you) these time-flows have physical existences. 


Primarily, the flow of divergent time modifies that of physical time. That is, it modifies our experience of 
physical time. So while there is a maddeningly consistent pace to the hour hand, luckily there are ways 
in which we can extend or shorten our own experience of that hour. Our experiences are real, so it 
follows that this modified time flow also exists. 


Rather than postulate that there are two side by side flows of time, it is that divergent time is an aspect 
of physical time, a real one. There follow a number of corollaries. That this aspect of physical time is 
not equally accessible to all things. Divergent time is limited to beings capable of having experiences. 
Note how carefully phrased this is: “experiences”. Rather than go all the way and write about 
consciousness, the word experiences allows the “capability” of experience alone, and is so applicable to 


many. The word “being” is used here, too, with careful consideration: being being at once a verb anda 
designation. 


Many things fall through that gap between concordance and divergence. In certain frames of mind, I’m 
amazed at the convergences that make society possible. Although some philosophers frame this as the 
difference between the “objective” world and that of our impressions, or inner life. | prefer to frame it 
as concordance, divergence, and convergence. It often happens: feeling totally isolated from my peers 
for being over-sensitive yet secretly quite outgoing, | happened to read a book by John Barnes where 
the protagonist had the same experience. Similarly, it isn’t uncommon for people to find solace in 
cultures totally different from one’s own (in my case Japan). Unhappily, often views fail to converge 
which may result in strife and conflict. 


One of the most difficult to deny realities is the perceived shift from future to past tense. Despite some 
solid Physics that shows that time does not exist as we experience it, we humans do indeed perceive 
and remember, at the least, difference. The perception of time is inseparable from this recognition of 
difference: the hour hand has moved, time has passed; slowly crow feet form from smiling, | have aged, 
time has passed; the steady accumulation of years of practice making a virtuoso; the meal that was in 
front of me is now inside me. 


Time passed—time passes—time will pass. Aren’t these three tenses just different ways of articulating 
difference? Even if we “zone out,” the laws of biology guarantee a difference in our physical and mental 
(aren’t they the same, in the end?) states. When we sleep, time passes. In that deep sleep that comes 
from overwork, when no sooner does our head rest upon the pillow than the sun suddenly shines 
brilliant on our eyes—this instantaneous transition when we seem to leap and lose hours of time—isn’t 
this “loss” of time due to the fact that we cannot perceive the minute differences that mark one 
moment to the next? In short, that deep sleep robbed me of my senses and ability to notice change, 
and so an empirical gap of several hours has passed “unnoticed”. 


And yet how implacable, impartial these few hours have been! Time has imperturbably been applied to 
all things and all beings. An eyebrow, a bus axle, magma, the stars of Ursa Minor, magma...all have 
age—change—in those hours. Even as we wake, we become cognizant of difference (the window has 
changed color), and know that the time is different. We are older, and so is everything else. 


It was only in the absence of cognizance that time disappeared—ultimately a disappearance that cannot 
maintain if we come to our senses. In short: only in an interruption or distortion of our cognitive 
processes, which then alters or cancels our ability to perceive change, have we the hope of “escaping 


time”. Then by extending this line of logic, couldn’t one say that “time” is infact wholly dependent on 
difference? After all difference will happen, whether we are there to notice it or not. 


Consider the most basic artificial division of time: the measure of a second. In 1967, a second was 
officially defined as the time that elapses during 9,192,631,770 (9.192631770 x 10 5 ) cycles of the 
radiation produced by the transition between two levels of the Cesium 133 atom. This definition can 
not be untangled from difference. And suggestively, it can not be removed from movement. In human 
measurements, time can not escape difference or movement. So one could say that movement and 
difference are the medium through which time passes. Or posture the reverse!: time is the medium 
through which movement and difference occur. Ultimately, the various laws of relativity make the 
disentanglement of these three concepts impossible; the semantic barriers between these terms are for 
the sake of human convenience. 


So, let’s stick with human convenience for now. By the time we notice a moment, it has passed. 
Difference has “always happened”. When we experience “moment,” since we have the cognitive ability 
to “know what is coming and what has gone,” it is arguable that “now” lasts about three seconds: the 
1.5 seconds that are coming, and the 1.5 seconds that have passed, with Vee between peaking in the 
eternal present. The relentless present, even, for it is always here, assailing now, now, and now. 


By definition, we only notice change because it has occurred (how implacably so!). And since all our 
memory of experience lies just after the present, from a certain perspective, all of everything could be 
said to (have) occur(red) in the past tense. After all it is quite impossible for anything to occur in the 
future, since it isn’t here yet (and will never be). As for “now,” whenever we experience the now, the 
experience has already, automatically, become just past us. (How could we experience “now” without a 
consciousness of difference?) 


A word on the now. The “now” constructed as still point, as unchanging and invisible, a place where 
events rush by: the “eternal present”. Another now: the moving peak, the motion forward, steering 
hither and yon, slowing or speeding up, an unstoppable train. 


What will happen in five years in my life, or the morning commute on Saturday that | am 
dreading...these things will only become accessible as “real” when they already have happened. Before 
then, those things are accessible only via the imagination. Regardless of your view of fate or relativistic 
physics, for humans, tomorrow can only come...tomorrow. Yet in a very real sense, once tomorrow 
occurs, it will already have occurred, that is—by the time tomorrow happens, it will become past tense 
by default. 


“Experience” then, accumulates because in our own limited viewpoints, the present moments turn 
(before we know it) into memories which inform our decisions and movements which are always 
modifying the present moment in order to have a choice in the futures that come and the pasts that 
remain in memory. Only the past is visible: in elusive memory and aftereffects alone. The future is 
merely imaginable. Therefore, to be even more reductive, I’d like to introduce a grammar in which the 
future will always be in the past tense: the future will always “have happened”. 


What is gained by such a grammar? Why even go to the trouble to create such a solipsistic notion? It is 
oddly comforting and oddly frightening. The eyeblink between childhood and now...between youth and 
old age. Another eyeblink between the workday | dread next week and the sweet night after. The very 
trite “all things will pass”. Since the future resides in the past, | would like to create a “past and present” 
that serve me well. Knowing that “tomorrow will already have happened” (ahh, the limits of English 
grammar) is a pretty strong incentive to make that future-past one that serves me well. Dare | say, that 
this idea help me become more vital? The beauty of this ground is that it serves as the intersection of 
fate and free will. 


“Free will” because we can choose actions that will steer us in one direction or another...”fate” because 
the effects of those choices now are (already) unalterable: unless | die, tomorrow is coming, tomorrow is 
coming, tomorrow is coming. Within the limits of personhood, | am totally free to set in motion one or 
another set of events that are always becoming unalterable, yet modifying the next set of motions. So 
let’s invalidate the phrase “a better tomorrow” and instead ask what vital now will make for “nows” that 
become “pasts” that we would like to live with? 


We already make vital decisions like this all the time. Those moments of dread before jumping into the 
winter ocean..how much worse they are than the actual dive into frigid water! And what a (literally) 
vital experience which will always serve in memory as a freshness experienced! We choose to put 
ourselves through such discomfort for the freshness of those few vital moments, we overcome the fear 
of cold for the sake of vivid memory. Experience teaches me that | would never regret such fun, just as | 
know that the dreary hours | spend practising the saxophone will (there is no choice) come to an end, 
and hopefully after many such ends, will have the symptom of me becoming a more skilful saxophone 
player. 


Small habits or choices made or not made accumulate..an unswept floor “automatically” becomes 
dusty..not choosing sax practice and I’m already rusty...sticking to fifteen minutes of exercise daily 
“already” results in stronger muscles. So | would like to choose which habitual dominoes to topple that 
lead to a healthful life. And in like way an unpleasant but vivid experience might become a memory to 
chuckle over. But it is also possible that such experiences could lead to PTSD, or bad habits create 
conditions for lung cancer. As | write earlier, “within the limits of our personhood”: so many have no 
choice as to what becomes memory. Barriers both concrete and abstract shape a person, stunting and 
contorting them into narrow canyons where what happens is imposed by brutality or circumstance 


(both). In these cases, there can be no question of choice to avoid pain. Only that: “tomorrow will 
come,” that “all things come to an end,” that “we all come to an end eventually, and so will your pain”. | 
think such platitudes might help me face a hard day at the office, but what of the human currently 
undergoing brutality? 


| have no answer. Save that the memories of hurting others aren’t easy to live with, so | would hope all 
we humans would choose not to. 


| can only use this idea from a privileged place: a place where (more or less) | have freedom to choose 
the next moments, to plan my habits and my days so the future-past is one of fewer regrets and 
memories and habits that “already do” structure a pleasant life. This is not mindfulness. From the 
extensive research of the popular imagination that | have done, mindfulness seems to mean “living in 
the present moment”. This means very little to me: we are all already living in the “present moment,” 
we have no choice! (Ok: maybe some of us are truly living somewhere else: if you’re taking some strong 
drug or have a condition of the brain.) “Mindfulness” in terms of “living the present moment” makes 
sense if you define “living” as “ever-conscious of” the present moment. This produces two selves: a you 
that is “living” and “experiencing” the present, and another who is “fully conscious of” and “reminding 
one” of this present moment. This creates a distance between the experiencing self (!!cold!!) and the 
commenting self (gee, | see that I’m cold. But it’s ok, I'll just turn on the heater). In this example, 
mindfulness is vital and useful. As it would also be in remembering to smile at the harried supermarket 
bagger, or not to snap at some small annoyance. But mindfulness can also be crippling: when the 
distance between the experiencing self and the commentator self grows larger, there is a sense of 
disassociation between experience and thought. When we are so mindful of now that we forget to 
immerse ourselves in good food (I’m noticing that I’m having good food) or good sex (I notice that I’m 
having sex) and so preventing the “dive” into the realm of the senses, the “loss of self” that is the aim of 
so many activities. We use this term “losing the self” in ways that project both our desire to lose 
mindfulness (lost in a good book, drowning in pleasure), and a warning not to (I’m sorry | yelled at you. | 
just lost it for a moment there.) 


Ever-present mindfulness is an awful amount of work. | prefer instead to preserve those precious 
moments of the day when decisions are possible, and steer myself into habits and experiences that form 
desirable past-tenses. A warm smile is a habit that has rarely led to unhappy memories. 


The secret of acknowledging the massive past-tense is that | can use “now” to alter the past: not only 
altering the “past-coming” but the “past-past”. Yes, with some determination and a little alchemy, that 
horrid memory could become—maybe not pleasant—but perhaps bearable or even useful. That car 
accident | precipitated...there is no way | can alter the fact of it. But maybe in the present moment | can 
change my viewing angle of the experience, not quite transmuting it into something nice, no never...but 
maybe realize how much | learned from the trauma, how much the experience of someone’s scream 
and the solid crush of metal on human taught me about fragility, irrevocability, and mindfulness. 


(Driving is a good time to be mindful.) With some effort, now, | could ask myself to turn the memory 
into a ladder, a handrail to help climb the present moments that are always coming, and sometimes feel 
quite steep. Not to say that the abuse, the torture or the rape is ok...these will never be “ok.” Life is 
hard enough without now trying to trivialize real trauma by asking you to be Pollyanna about the past or 
to justify hurting others by telling yourself that their pain will, in hours or decades, become past tense. 


It sounds like | am recommending that one live in the past. No. | recommend that one know that all 
becomes past, all movement has effected change, and so there is incentive to effect changes, there is 
responsibility. 


So let it be an incentive and a comfort. It will all already have happened, so let’s decide to make it a 
good “have happened”. Apply it to yourself and for others. The habit of today will become the self of 
the past, and thus the self that you experience. Give other people the beauty of agood memory. Effort 
has effects, so don’t shy away. No rest also has effects. Overcome, because it already has happened. 
Use “now” to create something good; construct well. Use custom to automatically become skillful. Live, 
not in the past, but in a freedom of choice that will alter the past and thus the present and thus the 
future. You already have. 


a song for Nagasaki and Hiroshima 


A stark song using the words of Obama 


Seventy-one years ago, 
Seventy-one years ago, 

from the sky 

ona bright cloudless morning 
death fell 

from the sky 

the world was changed 


from the sky 


flash of light 
wall of fire 
mankind possesses the means 


to destroy itself 


To Hiroshima... 


To Hiroshima... 


Why do we come to this place, to Hiroshima? 
Why do we come 


Why do we come to this place, to Hiroshima? 


We come to mourn the dead 
Their souls speak 


Their souls speak to us 


They ask us: 
look inward 


They ask us to look inward 


nationalist fervor 

religious zeal 

advanced ideas of justice and harmony and truth 
An old pattern 


An old pattern amplified by new capabilities without new constraints 


mushroom cloud 

image of a mushroom cloud 
starkly 

starkly 


humanity’s core contradiction 


the very spark marks us as a species 


the very spark 
marks us as a species 


unmatched destruction 


blind us to this truth 
blind us to this truth 
How easily we learn 


How easily we learn to justify violence 


love and peace 


a pathway to love and peace 


...faith as a license to kill 
stories have so often been used 
used to 


oppress and dehumanize 


science allows 

Science allows us to: 
communicate across the seas 
fly above the clouds 

cure disease 

understand the cosmos 


efficient killing machines 


Hiroshima teaches 
Hiroshima teaches this truth 


The scientific revolution requires moral revolution 


That is why we come to this place 


force ourselves to imagine the moment the bomb fell 


the dread of children confused 


children confused 


(melodic pinion) 


We listen 


We listen to a silent cry 


We listen 


We listen to a silent cry 

a silent cry 

We listen 

a silent cry 

give voice 

give voice 

Mere words cannot give voice 
Mere words cannot 


look directly into the eye of history 


(resume) 


ask what we must do differently 
morning of Aug. 6, 1945 
morning of Aug. 9, 1945 
..memory allows us to fight 
fuels 


our moral imagination to change 


to change 

every act of aggression 
every act of terror and 
corruption and cruelty 
and oppression 


the world shows our work is never done 


we must have the courage 
to escape the logic of fear 


escape the logic of fear 


logic of fear 


And yet that is not enough 
And yet 
reimagine our connection 


we must reimagine our connection to one another 


We’re not bound by genetic code 
not bound by genetic code to repeat the mistakes of the past 
We can learn. We can choose. 


We can learn. We can choose. 


tell our children a different story 


a different story 


irreducible 


irreducible worth of every person 


insistence 


insistence that every life is precious 


radical and necessary notion 
we are part of a single human family — 
that is the story 


that is the story that we all must tell 


We come to Hiroshima 


So that we might think of people we love 


(couplets cycling to the finish) 


The first smile from our children, 


in the morning, 


gentle touch from a spouse, 


comforting embrace of a parent 


Those who died, they are like us 


Ordinary people understand this 


they are like us 


reflect this simple wisdom 


they are like us 


Ordinary people understand this 


they are like us 


reflect this simple wisdom 


the children of this city will go through their day in peace 


What a precious thing that is 


What a precious thing that is 


worth protecting, and then extending 


a future we can choose 


we can choose 


the start of our own moral awakening 


the start 


the start 


the start 


Why do we come to this place, to Hiroshima? 
Why do we come to this place, to Hiroshima? We come to mourn the dead. 


Their souls speak to us. They ask us to look inward, to take stock of who we are and what we might 
become. 


Peoples have been subjugated and liberated. And at each juncture, innocents have suffered, a countless 
toll, their names forgotten by time. Their civilizations had given the world great cities and magnificent 
art. Their thinkers had advanced ideas of justice and harmony and truth. 


An old pattern amplified by new capabilities and without new constraints. 


There are many sites around the world that chronicle this war, 


graves and empty camps that echo of unspeakable depravity. 


Yet in the image of a mushroom cloud that rose into these skies, 


we are most starkly reminded of humanity’s core contradiction. 


How the very spark that marks us as a species, our thoughts, our imagination, our language, our 
toolmaking, our ability to set ourselves apart from nature and bend it to our will — those very things 
also give us the capacity for unmatched destruction. 


How easily we learn to justify violence in the name of some higher cause. 


But those same stories have so often been used to oppress and dehumanize those who are different. 
Science allows us to communicate across the seas and fly above the clouds, to cure disease and 
understand the cosmos, but those same discoveries can be turned into ever more efficient killing 
machines. 


Hiroshima teaches this truth: the scientific revolution that led to the splitting of an atom requires a 
moral revolution as well. 


That is why we come to this place. 


We stand here in the middle of this city and force ourselves to imagine the moment the bomb 


fell. 

We force ourselves to feel the dread of children confused by what they see. We listen to a silent 
cry. 

We listen to a silent cry. 
Mere words 


Mere words cannot give voice to such suffering. 


We must have the courage to escape the logic of fear. 


And yet that is not enough. 


We must change our mind-set about war itself. 


To see our growing interdependence as a cause for peaceful cooperation and not violent competition. 


And perhaps, above all, we must reimagine our connection to one another as members of one human 
race. 


For this, too, is what makes our species unique. 


We’re not bound by genetic code to repeat the mistakes of the past. 
We can learn. 
We can choose. 


We can tell our children a different story, one that describes a common humanity, one that makes war 
less likely and cruelty less easily accepted. 


We see these stories in the hibakusha. The woman who forgave a pilot who flew the plane that dropped 
the atomic bomb because she recognized that what she really hated was war itself. The man who sought 
out families of Americans killed here because he believed their loss was equal to his own. 


The irreducible worth of every person, the insistence that every life is precious, the radical and 
necessary notion that we are part of a single human family — that is the story that we all must tell. 


— that is the story that we all must tell. 


That is why we come to Hiroshima. So that we might think of people we love. 


The first smile from our children in the morning. The gentle touch from a spouse over the kitchen table. 
The comforting embrace of a parent. 


We can think of those things and know that those same precious moments took place here, 71 years 
ago. 


Those who died, they are like us. Ordinary people understand this, | think. 


Those who died, they are like us. Ordinary people understand this, | think. 


The world was forever changed here, but today the children of this city will go through their day in 
peace. 


What a precious thing that is. 


What a precious thing that is. 


It is worth protecting, and then extending to every child. 


That is a future we can choose, a future in which Hiroshima and Nagasaki are known not as the dawn of 
atomic warfare but as the start of our own moral awakening. 


ON... 


ON TEARS 
a) to cry is a great release. I encourage it. 
b) people respect the person when tears stream down hir face - but 


c) the desire to cry is just as valid as the presence of tears - it is not 
always good to concentrate merely on evidence! 


ON ORIGINALITY (IN ART) 

a) "there is nothing new under the sun or moon in this world - nothing 
can be original anymore because of the permissive times we live in" is 
false 

b) not everything new or original has value 

c) the unoriginal may sometime be more original than the "original" 


d) imitation has value as a great developer of technique, but no more 


e) it is a mistake to think of "originality" or "unoriginality" - artists must 
never think in those terms - rather strive not to merely imitate 


f) so to make art, make it! 


Blueprint 


Two societies. 
1) Emotions as objects. To carry and jettison. 
They are variously sticky or fragrant or heavy object. 
There is an element of volition. 
Muscles for heavy ones. 
Feather touch delicacy for light ones. 
2) Emotions as verbs. Active in and out of time. 
They are voluntary or involuntary as are many verbs. 
There is an element of volition. 
Practice and skill play a part, as with many technical acts. 
3) The greatest pleasure is getting to know. 
The element of co-, or comutual is vital. 
Lack of co- is a lack of pleasure for both. 
This lack or presence too, has an element of volition. 
4) Another cultural difference intra-V and N: 
That object do have essences 


That objects do not have essences 


Bodies. 

1) Three sexes. Analogues M/F/A 

2) Extremely varied. 

3) Whiskers. 

4) Antennae. 

5) Smell. 
Smell (among other things) is a communication of lack of co-. 
Smell is the primary keeper of all harmony. 


Smell is entangled and inseparable from emotion, especially trust and pleasure. 


Status quo. 
1) Peaceful. 
2) Exchange trips to learn noun or verb ways of feeling. 
3) Conflict is not absent 
Genetic diversity--inbreeding--is a problem because of the two-culture division 


Reversion to primal violence (esp. when smell is disordered) 


Outside interference (human radio waves) 
1) Influence to create “bad subgroup of society” among the N (V cannot sustain) 


Violence as an aesthetic itself among “bad” elements of society. 


Bad elements 
1) Whisker trimming among the extremists 
2) Perfume in order to mis-communicate 


3) Want to feel good in the primal violance 


Storyline 
1) Follow a late-teenager (Mayaa) in her exchange trip from N to V 
2) She becomes a devotee of V 
3) Goes home to N 
Her F and F see her practise of V as a quirk. 
4) Violence. 
5) Violence creates the extreme fusion of N and V 


6) How to overcome? 


Characters and names 
1) Mayaa 


Female. 19yr old N. Becomes devoted to V 


2) See. A. Her best friend of N. 
An aesthete. Big practitioner of Knowing. 
3) The Kiln family. Host family of Mayaa at V 
4) Y. Violent N. Female. 
5) N. Violent N. Male. 


etc.. 


Characteristics of differing cultures 

1) N 
Holistic and diverse pursuits 
Great developers of tech 
Balanced but more choleric. 
Eat with utensils 

2) V 
Obsessive in following interests 
Great innovators of tech 
Unbalanced but more sanguine 


Eat with chopsticks 


Proverbs 


The past is never done 


Story Outline 


Spock and his wry eyebrow and cool logic were as alien to the Eei peoples as Darth Vader, Albert Camus, 
or that unreadable tract called “the Bible”. The sentient beings inhabiting the earth-like planet called 


Eei couldn’t make hear or tail of Earth-style logic, emotional structures, or adhering to invisible and 
ancient moral rules. By the time the radio-waves from this strange place called “earth,” or “Mundo,” or 
“Yo” were finally interpreted into visual and audio content, the Eei peoples had pretty much forgotten 
the novel feeling of discovering interstellar neighbours. After all, “television” was just too abstract and 
cold compared to the cool touch of another Eei, or the warm feelings kindled in the winter night 
between two lovers. 


The story could end there, but as the Eei themselves say “the past is never done,” and the silent virus of 
“human” culture did lead in the end, to conflict, pain, and growth. In this sense the story is a classic 
science fiction one of intercultural conflict, the difference being that this story happens to be true. 


We are going to follow Mayaa, a female Eei from the North continent. At the age of 37, which is similar 
to 17 for homo sapiens, she went on an extended trip to the South. She fell deeply in love with the 
culture of the South, the underlying endless evolution of Southerners and their life pace. The Southern 
beaches, foam white extending as far as the planet’s curve, the extreme tides that flooded and bathed 
the landscape every few moons, the crescent curve of the Southern moon named Amaa, and the curious 
rounded syllables of their speech. 


Mayaa’s home in the North was an industrious, beautiful place. The nature and weather alone: who 
couldn’t stop weeping when viewing the frozen sky for the first time, varicoloured shards of crystalline 
ice dancing suspended just out of reach and bending light refracted into a thousand rainbow auroras? 
Or the endless ebony labyrinths below, the twists and turns designed to slowly evoke feelings of ecstasy, 
holy awe, or brimming surprise depending on the path taken. Mayaa especially delighted walking the 
labyrinths with a new friend or lover, discovering and reflecting in each other the baroque emotions 
aroused in the twists and turns. 


The North represented a triumph of refinement: the glass gardens glowing at night with phosphorescent 
moss, cathedral libraries staffed with quiet enthusiasts of obscure knowledge, and of course who could 
speak of the North without mentioning the invisible government: actually a quiet system of profound 
but glad obligations that brought the deep satisfactions of engagement and cooperation? This was the 
place Mayaa was from. 


Naturally, as we live life (age), our philosophy (intentions) of living evolve and change—but 
more and more, I think that my philosophies (approaches) to life—in fact, necessarily, change 
radically within just one day, or one while. 


So that my basic raison d'étre may be different now than earlier this morning, or tonight. Must 
be. 


Human selves are as vessels, interior states always in flux, the external only hints at the contents. 
No mature human wants to do bad; but sometimes we cannot help who we are. Understanding 
this will help understand those who hurt you. 


Many humans do bad out of negligence, or lack of effort. This is different from purposeful hurt. 
Few humans hurt on purpose. Those that do have either been taught to loose human-fellowship 
or were damaged. 


Infinite though human experience is, the sum total of all human experiences and lives and 
thoughts and deeds since the dawn of time to its infinite end will never be more than an invisible 
speck compared to the vastness of the universe and the existence of reality beyond the human 
brain. 


Since we can only perceive through the brain, we can never apprehend an existence independent 
of ourselves. Imagination will always be human, and the most abstract and gifted thinkers will 
always be human too. Numbers and logic, math and thermodynamics, laws of physics; truths 
about the physical universe—incredible fortresses of science. Human gifts for human thought. 


True—without the existence of, we may not know the world or ourselves. 


I long for independence from human. A mote of dust in a distant galaxy, a rock on an 
undiscovered planet. Without the human mind to grasp and structure. A tree. An organized 
solar structure, like a star. Magma or a mild grouping of molecules in space. A physical constant 
like c or h. 


Humans all pass into this state, and become matter, but we must loose the human and never 
return. Hamlet's undiscovered country. But why choose to die when myriad pleasures come 
from this human brain. Chemicals whose structures which I have no control over can flood this 
mind and produce euphoria or despair. So very human. 

We are all vessels for the positivity and negativity of living, living in society. There are those 
many of us who are highly affected by these influences, and a few lucky people who by 
temperament are phlegmatic, and are especially resistant to the negative vibes that invade our 
daily consciousness. And there are some special individuals who are especially sensitive to these 
unhappy emotions, and act as a sink or a sponge for these negativities. These people have an 
especially difficult time of it, trying to function and be healthy in such an environment. Yet these 
is a place in society for these people, who are usually marginalized or even looked down on as 
weak. They should be specially respected, honored as such effective vessels of others emotions; 
these sensitives must in fact use their empathic abilities for the betterment of all, just as more 
resilient people can also work effectively where sensitive people would wilt. Sensitivity too is a 
form of strength, after all. Instead of turning their gaze inwards to a narcissistic world where 
they need not confront the outside world, instead of becoming embittered and strange, they 
should learn to turn outwards, to see and help others—be it as a counselor, artist, scholar or 
teacher. There are many uses of sensitivity and it is a failure of imagination that leads people to 
think that sensitivity is weak, that sensitive people are weak—no less a failure of imagination 
propagated by sensitive people themselves, who often come to hate themselves and so project an 


abject image of themselves to others. 


From all people to all people a healthy respect for the different levels at which human awareness 
can exist is the first and most important step to world peace. 


The attempt to talk about human life as if it were made up of nouns isn’t working. 


I used to be able to touch my desire, my anger, and my hope. The hardness was constantly 
shocking me into movement, as stepping onto a sharp rock makes one take another step forward. 
And the slippery rocks too, slide us so effortlessly into the future (provided we don’t take a 
tumble!). I gave someone a resentment, and they hold it in their pocket, a stone poking the thigh 
that they soon forget...but once they meet me again they become conscious of that weight and 
may even take the resentment from their pockets and examine it. 


I gave someone a doubt. The doubt sticks to them, maybe like an itchy gluey residue. Can they 
ever loose the doubt? Will that itchiness ever really dissipate? I guess it depends on how often 
they scratch it. 


The mornings bring with them a crispness like that of fresh ice-cream. There is a chilly purity in 
the transparency of the dark mornings—a darkness that will melt with the light and bringing a 
subtle softness that like ice cream, becomes the best time to experience. —Bite my lip in 
consternation—because like ice cream, that perfect consistency soon melts into shapelessness. 
The morning that brought that wonderful texture also brings with it the possibility of spoilt ice- 
cream. The flavour becomes overly sweet, sticky liquid on my fingers like my emotions 
gumming up the ability to move freely and with vitality. The day comes. All I want is night. All 
I want is sleep. All I want is another morning. I want it so much that if it were possible to go to 
bed at 12:30pm and sleep to the next morning darkness (around three-thirty am) I’d be on the 
pillow by 12:20. 


ATL, RESID CH, PRE ROE, (RRIC) 4 Koc. 

Humans are at least three dimensional. Add time, and four dimensional (at least). 
"Forgiveness" is at heart an emotional act that unreasonably reframes the possibility of change 
judgement towards a transgressor. 

The truly forgiving heart is not merely kind, but at heart, flexible. 

Those being forgiven have a duty to show that they too are flexible. 

Flexion only comes with regular stretching. 

"I'm sorry" is a phrase spoken as apology or in English as sympathy to someone else. I like this 
dual usage, which when sincere indicates an emotion felt: in both cases, one of recognition of a 
sweeter brand of regret. 

Life will have felt short when you are older. 


FORD 7SUYA, HEBRA ? 

I'm pretty sure that I come off as aloof because I have few cultural investments in what I see as 
local and reframeable vectors of value. But maybe this is just my frame for excusing the fact that 
I'm aloof or even arrogant. 


Contempt or condenscention for another human being never brings goodness. It is one of the 
most insidious poisons, turning other people into objects of disdain invisibly and automatically. 
I am lucky that in my salad days, some kind-aggressive people pointed out my condescending 
attitudes, which forced me to grow as a human. Thank you. 

There might be call to ask someone to try harder, or be angry with them, and so on...but 
contempt denies the human in others and ourselves. 


How sad I feel. Realizing that my philosophical musings are merely derivative, and befret of 
originality, I am again struck by the Great Barrier in coming up with anything fresh. This is 
especially disappointing because there is a true pleasure in philosophising. As far as writing and 
thinking is concerned, I recognize in myself only one idea that is fresh: the idea of impossible to 
think logics, alternative cognitions that are literally not-thinkable, but just as ‘real’ and valid as 
anything we conceive of through the filter of our own existence. This small idea is my own, but 
surely echoed throughout history by many Thinkers more gifted than myself, as the first domino 
for this idea tripped when reading Stanislaw Lem’s book Fiasco in which humans try and make 
sense of incomprehensible aliens. 


And I grant one more prose(aic) talent: the meander. I know myself to be quite good at starting 
with one set of ideas and meandering with them to a different place, although the ideas 
themselves are not too original, and usually my meander ends with the theme of impossible 
thought, as described above. 


As far as poetry is concerned: pretty much every artist writes poetry at some time or another. I 
suspect that as no great reader of poetry, and therefore unexposed to the rigors of meter or 
metronomy, my work is just as trite as the next teenager who puts pen to page and writes angst. 
For Goddess’ sake, I can’t even count syllables! 


In the dance studio I feel a talent. In both the extremely frustrating process of choreography and 
in the thrill of leading a workshop, a spark informs me of my worth. Choreography is the hardest 
thing I do, but honestly feel that the efforts are rewarded with a sort of original dance/movement 
work. (Hopefully this isn’t my Leo/Rooster self crying out for attention.) But far from being 
smug in the studio, I am always on the search for new approaches to teaching the body, and try 
and learn as much from other dancers as from masters whose work I (somehow) dislike. And I 
recognize that many choreographic seeds are born when I see dance by someone else—small 
movements or images that give me nutrition to grow my own garden. 


At the same time, as a dancer, I lack. I might have certain muscles achieved with daily effort, 
and flexibility is on my side, but I definitely lack any concrete technique that would wow(!). 
Even my choreographies are rather simple in that there are relatively few movements in any span 
of time, since I lack the focus and training to keep up and remember complex movements for any 
duration. I am more of an artist, and dance is one method towards art...but as a dancer-artist | 
lack powers of concentration and memory. 


As a workshop teacher, I apply everything I know and think to participants. In that role I focus 
sharply on each and every individual, even with twenty people in the room, yet at the same time 
ideas and techniques leap from my mind with such profusion that I need to consciously slow 
down and let the dancers explore. The reason for the overflow is a simple one: all the juvenile 


philosophising, all the philosophical regurgitations that surface in my writing—lI apply them to 
dance. Put unprettily, you could say I vomit philosophy onto dancers and pass it off as “original 
method”. Put prettily, you could say I connect philosophy with movement, and show how 
philosophy and being are intimately connected in the body, and how to adjust those connections 
for various purposes. In this way my workshops are rather rigorous yet free-wheeling. I’d like 
to think that my synthesis of different ideas becomes something rather my own, but I just don’t 
know about that. But I do think the body is a vital and so immediate locus to experience 
philosophy. 


Since my talents lie more in the realm of applying what I know rather than creating the new, ’'m 
good at café philosophy. This is just a parlor trick, really. Taking ideas from Sartre and using 
them to shoot the breeze with a friend is just applied engineering. If anything, the more 
philosophy I read, the more I realize just how many of my ideas have either been more fully 
explored by more powerful intellects than my own or just how much I regurgitate. 


In an intellectual, reasoning way—I have come wish to die. What would come "after death," I 
have no idea. The question is totally redundant. After all, if I were to die (and I know I will 
eventually), wouldn't there be no "after" for me? Being dead and all. This "after" would be 
experienced by the people alive after my death, after all. 


I would like to die surrounded by loved ones, all of us totally cognizant of my death, and 
accepting and supporting. Most all of us would like to die surrounded by loved ones...I would 
like that death to be sometime this year. Ideally contact those important people, gather them in 
some special clinic or house, and have them smile at me as I pass into the Undiscovered Country. 


The expressions "early death," or "before one's time" seem to suggest that somehow our allotted 
span of life must somehow expand into old age. But what if I feel that "my time" is nowish? 


We will all die eventually. Is it so abnormal for me to wish it happen this year, when I am thirty- 
four/five years old? There is a common construct—that suicides are called "selfish," as if the 
wish to die were somehow a disrespect of those who love us. Rather, I think those who won't 
allow one to die have somehow failed in their empathy for the death-wish. After all, it is the 
suicides life who is most affected, rather, ended. 


Self-harm. There have always been at least two types of self harm (hitting or cutting myself) that 
habitually I engage(d) in. The oldest type is a tantrum: where some extreme of sadness, 
frustration, and self-rage, as naturally as boiling milk foams over, fire nerve impulses with 
violent movements. Since I can only blame myself for such tantrums (the emotions are mine), 
the rage is turned toward the self, and I end up brutalizing my own body in blind and bruising 
ways. 


The other self harm is much more thoughtful, and hence more insidious. It starts with deep 
psychological pain. Somehow, I have reacted to the environment and feel strong psychic hurt. 
But this pain, being lodged in the emotions, has no material existence. Unlike bodily pain, there 
is no bleeding, no bruise or physical harm which I may blame. No nociception (pain nerves 
firing). Emotional pain...where is it? Inside me...somewhere.. But not very localized, not an 
object I can touch or probe. It has an inner presence, yet is completely invisible. This leads to 
self harm. Why? Because self-harm is a reification, an actualization of this pain. In cutting 
myself, I can take a purely abstract and internal pain and transform it into a shape physical and 
external. In such a way, distance is gained as well: instead of being “‘a part” of the abstract 


invisibility of emotional life, the pain comes “apart” from the self, becoming external and 
concrete; and so rather than denying it, I have just moved the locality. My hope is that by 
making these scars external, the emotional scars too would migrate outside my mind. An actual 
wound on the skin which is reassuring for having such concrete reality, and even, vitality. 


Once accomplished, there is a tangible sense of relief. Then things spiral. Then the awareness 
that that small wound on my skin isn’t enough to exorcise the poison. Then comes a very real 
need to keep going. Then I do. Again. And again. Every time, promising to finish, and every 
time, being pulled back into the satisfactions of actualization. At some point, understanding that 
if I continue I’d likely disable a muscle, I stop and take a warm bath, crying and sobbing silently 
with catharsis while sterilizing the wounds and marveling at the smells from same wounds. 


Always cutting in the same place means less social awkwardness: people get used to seeing a 
certain scar, and when the wound is fresh, they usually assume I was picking at it. 


I do it to my face, ear, or throat. This makes perfect sense: there are very real and disfiguring 
wounds on my face that represent the invisible hurts inside. Moreover placing the scars in such a 
visible place is a signal, a tattoo: I have known pain. 


However, let’s make one thing quite clear: the pain comes from me: my reactions or wellspring 
of difficulty. This pain is real enough that I felt I must respect it and externalize it. Yet 
comparing my pain to others, the other 8 billions on the planet, what I feel is a speck. Iam 
blessed in never having lived in a war zone, experienced torture or a hideous accident. I’ve 
never had to scrimp for the calories just to live one more day...my life is trivial, my pain is trivial, 
and the only value it can be assigned is a subjective one, in that I am the one living my life, not 
anyone else. Inasmuch as possible, knowing this is not especially helpful, but communicating 
the knowledge of my own comparative insignificance might offset the enormous narcissism of 
these paragraphs, the enormous narcissism of self-harm. 


The philosophising is mostly done way after the fact, at the post-cutting level. 


Since I believe that philosophy and ideas have invisible super-powers over us humans, I could 
never dismiss philosophizing as empty. It is only empty if you choose it to be so. 


Pithy phrases reach us like seeds scattered on the wind: 99.9% will fail to grow—but some 
phrase, some apt sentence might stay with one long enough to grow, bloom, blossom. Only by 
choosing to cultivate them can any gnomic words really change us. 


Most of the time, we'll read something like "you reap what you sow," and think, "huh. Yea. 
What a good way of putting it," and then move on, shallowly affected for a few minutes. 
Sometimes one might even think "how trite!" Or "that's all very well, but I still gotta go to work 
today." 


But no matter how trite seeming, when you internalize and mull a phrase—its implications— 
exegesis—even!—it will change you. Many years ago John Fleming said to me "Abel get with 
it! Every step you take is a step into the future!" Yeah, a trite truth at first glance, maybe. But 
his words really stuck with me. Thinking those words for many, many years has had an 
immeasurable affect on who I am at this moment. Thank you, John. 


Luckily, not all the quotes and pretty sentences we meet take root. To a degree, we can choose 


which ideas we deepen. The point is, these ideas can be shallow or deep, affecting or trite—we 
may choose. The degree to which one sentence may change you depends on the amount of 
mental effort you use in its service. 


Then, to evolve in concert with an idea—well! 


...and if I choose to read a whole book of a philosophy, and find myself affected in a good 
way...I reread it! 


In the end of Pedro Almodovar’s film La mala educacion is an exhortation to passion. In my 
halcyon twenties, passion was the first and most acute guarantee of artistic creation against the 
lithic vestitures encountered after graduation from the microcosm of college. Passion, with all 
the colours the word implies, was my palette with which I lived, the brushes used to colorfy the 
unforgiving boulders that daily bruise one. As energy can neither be destroyed or created, every 
ambition brought electricity to the nerves and ultimately, muscles, an energy that manifested in 
Praxis. The wellspring of artistic intensity restained reality and the act of creation was so intense 
and common that the phrase “art making” seems restrained for all the vividity to which life 
answered. 


With setbacks and depression, blisters that oozed sour pus and even gave the odor of 
judgementalism, it was second-nature to express the pain and then leave it in the past tense so 
freshness was so easy that naiviteé too was no effort. I was a medium of passion, which was 
manifest in the intensity of crying spells, sex, eating habits, in lonliness and in human 
communion. In dance and choreography and the gathering of people to make art, ever more art. 
Some seeds are oblong and pointy and may peirce the flesh, but for me even those experiences 
were so terrible, so sad, extremities of sharp pain, but like that seed, blooming ever again. 


When was it that the seeds stopped germinating? When did a landslide covered over the 
varigaited edifice I’d created and buried the palette? The evaporation was silent. “When thirsty, 
drink water,” but renewal began less and less to revivify. An ideal of perfection, like all ideals, 
was a Static image that denied acheivement. Perfection experienced in the present tense is 
always to lack, and so succumb to movementless existence. Perhaps the fires finally became 
embers which became ashes because in ascribing emotional quietude an ideal which included 
unlimited effort to acheive, I burned myself out. In a manner of self-deception, “action” was 
equated with “acheivement” which was the equal of passion. The causes and effects of those 
became so cloudy that only when aleatory winds blew them aside was I able to glimpse what I’d 
done to myself. 


From where I know not came the deep desire to traverse the galaxy. In a literal escape from this 
world, looking to solar winds to billow the sails, a shadow of a self set to journey far, far from 
starlight. There is something mathematical about navigating like this: maybe the absolute 
absence of moisture would at least allow a partched soul to dry to a parchement to write new 
equations which would eventually allow arriving at a water planet to slake the thirst for passion. 


And so despite that my friends still believed in my brimming passion, I was empty , not even a 
seed but a shell looking methodically for that which had leaked or spilled out. Thank you, 
friends. But you could not have known that was was filling me was not. It was a denial and an 
affirmation of passion that it both filled me created this outer, and burned me and created this 
husk. True enough, it is a husk with good intentions. It is a paradox, but I am overflowing with 
thank yous. 


Junko who is everything. I have no words for her, only love. My twin sister yet lover Keila, no 
words only cat strokes. My father who came and left before me. My mother. My uncles 
Newton and Nelson and Avery; my aunts Elizabete and Ety and Edith. Mom-mom. Cousins 
David, Peggy, Nicole, Natalia, Nathaly, Belita, Ana Luiza, Vitor. My beautiful brothers Roo and 
Avery: you are miracles of alchemy and effort and you will acheive great things in all spheres of 
life. 


Topsy, who looks me in the eyes. Yolanda, whose hands create. Nakahashi-sensei, my teacher 
and a Buddha who cries. Yokosawa Kazuya, your flute carves existence with all the patience and 
strength of a wind shaped canyon. The great hydrologists Patrick and Georgie. You two are 
human sized miracles. 


dance 


sime slow down speed up 


dance 


find hinge of body 


| do long for the planes of her faces. They are so diagonal. And her skin is bronze and shiny. That place 
called the ‘philtrum’ has deep slanting grooves that contradict the gentle bow of their upper lips. The 
length of their shins and thighs seem to contradict the idea that we are primates. 


And you...! would give you cat stokes. | would like to make love to you like we did. To make love to 
you...we made love fully dressed and zipperless.. acts of loving intensity, laughter, and subtle smiles or 
huge vunreable grins. To make love in this way is such a sensitive gift. | would give you cat strokes. | 
would make love to you. 


And we would have tiny fights and little angers. And that is ok. Our eyes would drift, but if our 
lovemaking and cat stokes were deep enough, we would trust each other, and our roving eyes would be 
a happiness. 


| hope you pull my hair as you did. And that you disagree with my opinions as you did. 


Only please | have one heart-request. If you betray me with your emotions, do it gently. If these 
feelings are not mutual, it is ok. It is ok. Let me know gently. Because | wish you only peace and 
thriving vitality. 


Flyover emotion 


| love you diagonally, in slants and zigzags from aslant 


In tides 


A lullaby for whom | love 


Love you like the way language goes 


Unthinking judgement 


dance row oars on body 


Guide how to live 
Be born 


Die 


dance Translucent sleeves, looooong sleeves 


dance Emotion color on wrist/sleeve 


An awful tendency of humans--to snap judge. To give way to the initial taste rather then allow subtlety 
to become felt. This is akin to the reversal of black to white as if either colour were so pure. If | have 
learned anything about existence, it is that the most “purity” that can ever be achieved is only the effort 
towards it. Rather then framing motivations and ways of being as pure or tainted, humans should 
believe in their own, and existence’s, eternal gradated hues. Even the term “shades of grey” does not 
allow the varicoloured possibilities to shine--a true approach to subtlety is to allow all the colours, even 
the invisible and unimaginable ones. 


To consider subtlety and to consider subtly is to open to possibility and to recognize existence as a grand 
opportunity to experience many shades of difference as opposed to framing existence as an oppressive 
categorized system. 


| do long for the planes of her faces. They are so diagonal. And her skin is bronze and shiny. That place 
called the ‘philtrum’ has deep slanting grooves that contradict the gentle bow of their upper lips. The 
length of their shins and thighs seem to contradict the idea that we are primates. 


And you...! would give you cat stokes. | would like to make love to you like we did on the rainy beach on 
the Windward side. To make love to you...not mere penetration in intercourse, but acts of loving 
intensity, laughter, and subtle smiles or huge vunreable grins. To make love in this way is such a 
sensitive gift. | would give you cat strokes. | would make love to you. 


And we would have tiny fights and little angers. And that is ok. Our eyes would drift, but if our 
lovemaking and cat stokes were deep enough, we would trust each other, and our roving eyes would be 
a happiness. 


| hope you pull my hair as you did. And that you disagree with my opinions as you did. 


Only please | have one heart-request. If you betray me with your emotions, do it gently. If these 
feelings are not mutual, it is ok. It is ok. Let me know gently. Because | wish you only peace and 
thriving vitality. 


| wish | could be more pure. More transparent. As if being pure were an effort; if it were then even a 
tenth of the effort | use to exercise my muscles could be diverted and made into a flexible purity that 
would give smiles to those who me well. My existence is instead a lonely flame, tethered to and a part 
of, a body consuming energy...for what? Zest has become a foreign country. Travel arrangements are 
lengthy and visas expensive. When did zest become so inaccessible? Zest is like a color unseen for so 
long the hue is barely remembered; a geometry rendered sterile. Like all the other un-seen, un-heard, 


un-touchable-un-tastable-un-smellable experiences of life, zest is an elusive conjugation of the senses 
and sense. 


Why does preference reside in the differences? 


Output greater than input. 


We are the nerves of the earth 


Babies fighting against life 


You are the cycle, and the cycle is too cruel 


(Steinbeck) 


Faith communities 


Connextion to a place / What is it to have a connection to a place? 


Surrounded by beki / how to escape the bekis 


Sharing inner world versus outside borders 


Categories are tools, like tools limit acts of creation. 


Any sculptor has their arrangement of carving and shaping tools to mold material into an artwork. Any 
chef has their knives and other utensils to use to prepare food. It is obvious that without a corkscrew 
the sommelier can not open a wine; without the right brush a painter can not delineate a sharp line or 
texture a space. 


Artists and craftsmen are fluent in the tools of their trade. A painter speaks with the languages of paint 
and brush. They wield these tools as effortlessly as musicians. A tailor with their special scissors, a 
calligraphy master with an inkstone. So fluent are they in grammar of tools that finally, the tools 
become extensions and expressions of them. 
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This word, “tool” communicates well the meaning | intend, but the word “instrument” is quite 
evocative. A carpenter uses her instruments to craft an elaborate joint; lighting designers use 
instruments to illume space; actors call their bodies their “instruments”. 


Language is too, an instrument. One of communication. (Isn’t it so that everything could be framed as 
communication?) Grammars and words can be worked with virtuosity within temporal space, a rainbow 
of choices from straight talk to poetical musings. 


As the instruments of sound differ between a Klezmer trio and a Gamelan ensemble, so will those of the 
Chinese carpenter and the Portuguese one. | have always been nonplussed at the differences (and 
unexpected similarities) in carpentry studios across the Earth. It goes without saying that a European 
parsing knife holds a particular fluency in European food, and a sushi one would be a liability when 
slicing bread. Our instruments (tools) literally give shape to the possible sounds (expressions) of any 
music (craft). The relationship between the infinitude that deep fluency gives and the strange borders 
imposed by the choice of one set of instruments is curious. To cross that border is almost to misuse a 
tool. 


As an instrument of communication, language is no different. English grammar gives the simple depth 
of To be or not to be, whose nuances are impossible to express in Japanese; but Japanese grammar can 
allow the beautiful common expression yoroshiku, which is as untranslatable as it simple. All languages 
have their own poetics. Mathematicians frequently invoke the special poetry of their numbers. The 
poetry of Hamlet’s words are in inextricable relation to English, as is the elegance of ?? to maths. 


(The work of language translators is boggling in its virtuosity. It is a technics demanding and invisible to 
most of us. It is also a testament to the original of a text that it can survive the convulsion from one 
language to another, and also a demonstration how similar humans are in their internal poetics.) 


There is a specific type of tool | would like to draw attention to. This is the very useful tool of category. 
Category is one tool so necessary and ever present that it is often invisible. Food, drink, numbers, 
poetry, novels, letters, visual, auditory, queer, curved, cartoons, portraits, songs, movies, etc., etc. Soon 
it becomes apparent to you that for every categorization there are the unclassifiable exceptions or 
blending that soon demand their own labels. This is a song and a movie, it is a music video. Near me is 
an object that is both a sonnet and a novel (no it is just Golden Gate by Vikram Seth). 


Within any grammar of category, there are only three possibilities. 


a) Items or divisions within a category 
b) A blending of those items (usually becomes integrated into the catagory) 


c) Something outside 


Examples 


Eating utensils 
a) Spoons, forks, knives, chopsticks 
b) Sporks (becomes included in a) 


c) An altimeter 


Languages 


a) Chinese, Portuguese, Somali, Urdu, Tamil, Finnish 


b) Hawaiian Creole English (becomes included in a) 


c) Acoffee bean 


My point here is clear, | think. If you wish to parse notions, there are many exceptions and blending of 
rules you may quibble over, but | am uninterested in that. 


One of the difficulties of Category is how malleable and yet completely stubborn they are. This is a great 
difficulty and danger, because we are lured by the stability of Category, yet remain wedded to the sense 
that we, at least, remain flexible enough to escape the rigidity of labels. After all we are all free to 
categorize or not within our minds. Many of us know the tyranny of legitimizing two only two genders. 
Finally, contemporary societies are catching up to some ancient ones to recognize a third category that 
consists of either the merging of male and female or the exclusion of either for something different. 


Once it is grasped: the absolute volume of stuff, the offset between the absolute inhuman multitudes of 
stuff, and the absolute fact that all of it is only ever accessible through our human senses. In this 
contrast there are two angles of approach: 


One of to marvel at how our human senses end with the perception of the inhuman universe, and 
indeed at the inhuman physical constants that constitute, constrain, and make possible our selves. The 
only residence of “human” is because we think it so. We are human only because we think it so. We are 
epiphenomena of the laws of nature, laws which may make humans possible, but certainly have no 
human intent of their own. We give ourselves humanity because we may. 


Another option is to instead extend the human senses into the universe and humanize. That is, to ask 
the very fact that for us everything can only begin and end with the human is to then recognize that it is 
our perceptions that make it so. This can be framed as an act of creation, too. The very envisioning of 
the universe, necessarily, is of human provenance, and so the human real extends into the remote 
reaches of all that we imagine, perceive, or discover. 


How very arbitrary everything is. An attempt to make order of it all leads to the greatest achievements 
of human beings, science, art, structure. Everything exists, as do |. And my continued existence is 


dependent on All That Is. If that All were not there, nor would | be. Be, that is. Is. The mathematical 
orbits of atomic particles echo the orbits of planets and galaxies. Difference returns to congruency, 
always and always. We humans are bound to time: flowing, flowing, always flowing. 


Picture a squiggly path through the frontier. We walk upon this path only in one direction: we walk 
backwards. Forever what we know of the path and its shapes and views is what we can see just past us. 
What we know of the future can only be guessed at by studying present and past surroundings and 
trying to navigate effectively. 


If one were to zoom out to a bird’s eye view of the path, we could know where we are going. But we 
cannot. Our eyes are forever fixed to see the immediate and the past. In a view of physics in which 
perception of time is merely a result of our cerebral “placement” within the universe, then the path 
could appear to be predetermined. Writing in tenses is misleading, but we could say that that path is 
already set, though we walk it backwards with every illusion of free will. 
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But no: even if we walk backwards into a forest, the trails we create are only the ones that we have 
already traversed. Without a doubt the forest behind us, into which we walk backwards, exists with 
distinct trees and grottos and brooks already. As free agents we navigate as best as we can, and our 
experiences are the result of our choices interacting with the pre-formed geography. 


By dint of memory, we can know more-or-less what to expect will creep up behind us in that path. That 
an object dropped will fall; that the tides will revitalize; that the viola will sound just so; that a sliver of 
regret and sweet smile will greet my words. Payday and music, death and rain. 


With the intermixing of several billion beings all walking this forest backwards, we all come to a fairly 
cohesive understanding of the ground beneath our feet. Just as we cannot know what unexpected 
crash or intersection will alter our life-direction. What where we may stumble? What where we may 
leap? What where we may fall deeply? What where we may soar? 


Scientific narratives of incredible devotion. Stories we know end, and music we can re-play. Within our 
limited gaze we like to simulate paths and endings via mathematics, stories, and music. For we can 
never appreciate our own paths ending, but only use the baroque structures of science to predict very 
well how things will be. Which is not always how things are, as we humans cannot be governed by sets 
of equations. (Almost, but not yet.) 


For us, the path is not walked voluntarily. We cannot stop for a rest within this stream of time. Take a 
break if you will, but the world goes on and tomorrow will come. The only possible pause is that of 


death. Or perhaps the death of memory. The death of memory would not cause us to be unable to 
perceive difference, only to limit it severely. Memory is not needed to know that there are two dots 
here: just perception. What would it be to perceive but have no memory? Memory is what sets us 
apart from a stone. A stone is. We also are. But we know we are, and so establish a difference 
between the stone and ourselves. If we did not know we were, then we could be as stones (or clouds or 
nebulae). 


We are, of course, the result of the same matters and energies that give shape to the stone. We are as 
stones. 


But we are not as stones. This is because memory exists. We can remember that we are not stones. 
This knowledge is memory in the present tense. Memory is the articulation of unrecoverable difference, 
while knowing (now) is just the present tense of difference. 


But from a perspective of reduced essentials the stone is the same as us, the same “matters and 
energies,” just as ice cubes, vapour, and water are manifestations of one substance. The substance we 
and the stone have in common is called “reality,” or “existence,” or “difference”. 


Questions for the initiates 


Q: Turn into a stone. 


A: | am already a stone! 


A: (Picks up a stone.) 


Q: When you don't see something what is it that you don't see? 


A: (Points to mirror.) 


Q: What does the future have in store for you? 


A: (Throws stone through an open, or closed, window.) 


Q: Where are you going? 


A: | already have. 


A: (Throws a stone.) 


: Why do you prefer one thing over another? 
: | don’t. (Enters cold shower.) 


: Fuck you! (Hits master.) 
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: Because. 


Q: What is the difference between knowledge and memory? 


A: (Hits master.) That pain is knowledge. My slap is a memory. 


Q: (Shows student a live frog and a coffee) 


Make these two the same. 


A: (Places one hand on the frog and the other on the coffee.) 

Q: Tell me what Rei is doing at the moment. 

A: | can’t. 

Q: Why? 

A: Because Rei is already doing something else. 

Q: Ok. Tell me what Rei will do in five minutes. 

A: | can’t. 

Q: Why? 

A: Because stone, river, lizard, computer, wind, phone, cloud, storm, text, food, lust, ...[goes on until 


master gives the ok to stop]. 


Q: Why is existing so painful? 


A: (Hits master.) Now you know. 


Q: | drank too much coffee. (Or some other past action.) 


How can | undo the past? 
A: You didn’t drink too much coffee. 
Q: Liar. 


A: You liar! 


Memory exists. 


Is "preference" within basic drive / desires a key component to human unhappiness? It seems to me 
that "preference" is an unseeable prejudice, and the most sneaky. 


When you don't see something what is it that you don't see? 


This world as place of judgement 


Peace officer 


Why do we say as if time is standing still is when we feel it move the most 


Volition in emotion 


Two dots. | reason that humans are able to perceive time because we are able to remember difference. 
That essentially, difference is dependent on memory to even be noticed. “When it was different,” as a 
means of cogitating the universe. But if one looks at these two dots .. one is able to perceive and 
remember difference without the aid of memory at all. The two dots are. Memory learning is needed 
for seeing and perceiving the difference between words and letters...but not for noticing these two dots 
: thence is a hole in my original idea. 


Motivated reasoning 


Dance 


Wet and dripping through door 


Points of view of dead ones 


Maybe the source of all human difficulty of the presence of preference 


The gratitude artist. The gratitude artist took care to reflect on every interaction. Selecting to feel 
gratitude instead of resentment to those who discriminated her on her skin colour. Mari wasn’t grateful 


for the acute pain that subtle or overt racism gave, but tried to feel gratitude for an awareness of human 
difference that such unhappy interactions gave her. Their thoughtlessness made her kinder, for she was 
able to learn through bad example. And in her imagination at least, these prejudiced people had their 
own life-pleasures, and she was grateful that even they were able to feel goodness in life. Goodness is 
good, she would think. 


As for those who actively gave of themselves to her, she held these people in a special pocket of her 
heart, and showered them with well-wishes every morning. But her gratitude towards everyone for all 
interactions was a comfortable effort born of years of rehearsal. 


In the early years, Mari would say thank you repeatedly, trying with all her might to sincerely show her 
feelings. Her coworkers grew suspicious of her, wondering kind of mistake they’d have to fix for her this 
time. Even her close friends said that the over expression of gratitude made them feel constantly like 
they were in her debt, as though her thank yous were ensuring their continual gifts to her. “Gross,” said 
one refreshingly honest peer. 


She was about as subtle expressing gratitude as a young poet expressing angst. It made everyone 
uncomfortable. It was time for some technique. 


Thankfulness is not a form of debt. It is a finely tuned empathy. A knowledge and happiness at the gift 
from another. If appreciation for a gift is economic, then it becomes sly form of emotional manipulation 
too. Therefore a true thank you is an unreasonable acknowledgement of mutual worth and esteem. It 
too is a gift, Mari realized. 


So Mari came to understand that like incessant gift giving, a plenitude of thanks doubtlessly incurs an 
emotional debt for the receiver. Gross. Worse, the words could even become empty air, meaningless. 
The issue was to find a way of gifting thanks that was so subtle so that no one would notice, yet all 
would know her goodwill. 


A human being can never be one shape. We change shape all day. Is that comforting or frightening or 
neither? 


Are there any signs that mean what they signify? 


We encounter more than a billion things every day. To add up the number of colours, shapes, thoughts, 
encounters, breaths, sensations, smells, tastes, brain waves, sensations and experiences of just one 
human day, there are easily more than a billion meetings with the universe. 


Ideal Life 


What kind of existence would | /ike to have? Since | find existence such absurdity, | should imagine my 
ideal existence. 


a) | would find the expenditure of energy a satisfaction, a deep pleasure. And | would feel the renewal 
of that energy also satisfying. Both the flow-ebb and recharge would have their special tidal 
goodfeeling. The movements in both directions, the charge and recharge feel good. 


b) A stasis that needs no movement. Finding satisfaction in the mere “is” of static existence. 


c) 


Why is existing so painful? 


Here, | will try and objectively say why. 


Existence being “meaningless” is not too much of a burden. This is because | can assign meaning to all 
my acts based on how they affect other people and myself for the better. Rather, the cycle of ebb and 
flow—unending—robs all moments of stasis and creates a restlessness that is terrible. Another keen 
existential burden is the entirely arbitrary nature of all that exists and all laws of existence. 


For the extreme arbitrariness of life is insurmountable. Even in the noosphere, reality could have so 
many different forms, yet the one we’re stuck with is one in which pluralities abound, and there is a 
distinction between 1 and 2 and 3. But these “realities” are arbitrary, if internally, consistent. 
“Internally consistent,” because if reality had formed so that 1 was the same as 3, but different from 2, 
and 7 was nonexistent, then that reality would be internally consistent with itself, and no less arbitrary 
than this one. 


We can conceive of maps where North is not Up, but left, and therefore South would be right; but this is 
merely a subjective human decision. When it comes to reality, in order to preserve internal consistency, 
North cannot be on the left if South were to be downwards at the same time. 
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But for the life of me, | can not see why this should be so! An internal consistency yoked to an 
immalleable reality—but only here. The notions of number, direction, the physicks of the universe are 
all such arbitrary. | rebel against this. 


To go on. 
Another agony of being alive is: 


The inability to imagine endings. We humans cannot imagine anything truly ending. We can only 
conceive of endings as radical transformations. The death of an intimate, or the end of a story have a 
radical transformation into memory. Our own deaths are inconceivable. We are unable to imagine 
being unable to memory. 


So go on. 


Living is the story of ebb and flow. Accumulation of years or cells is only cancer. (The only 
accumulations that serve human health is that of wealth or experience.) Satiety is unsustainable, as is 
appetite. This tide means that our lives are ruled by movement and desire. The relaxation of satiety can 


only give way to the spur of need. This spur is an impediment to freedom. Death is the result of 
ignoring periodicy—our own deaths which are so unimaginable. It is slavery. 


Slavery to existence. The happy who enjoy the quells and squalls of replenishment are like criminals 
grown fond of their handcuffs. For them the stringent demands are felt as pleasures of anticipation, 
fulfilment, and re-anticipation. But in my desire of freedom, the rules of existence are handcuffs bound 
too tightly, and my crime is to notice them. 


But the image of being bound is just one frame. In another frame, the pleasures of circularity are 
impulses to existence, oceanic currents whose peaks and valleys are a pleasure to ascend and surf. 


Go on. 


And even if one were to achieve freedom from the cycle of replenishment, what would it mean? 
Freedom to do what? Freedom to exist how? The story of ebb and flow is the only story. What 
intellectual pleasure could continue without abatement? The “freedom to fulfill desire” is only a 
freedom accorded to the very lucky. Freedom from desire is not the same as freedom from the ebb and 
flow. Even the most Zen have to breathe and sleep and eat, regardless of how much they’ve escaped 
desire. It true freedom merely an acceptance and therefore bowing to existence? 


On. 


Of course it is all absurd. 


Go. 


It is when sensation overflows and erodes consciousness that most humans feel the most alive. For me, 
bodysurfing. Or a coaster ride. Or an incredible artistic experience. Or in a relaxed sense, the bookends 
of sleep. A permanent sate of such “life” would be desirable for me, but the achievement of which 
would have to mean lack of consciousness and therefore knowledge of these experiences. They are 
unsustainable if they must exist in memory. 


So in the end, despite the many varieties of being human, spiritual and physical, we cannot escape 
except through death or brain-damage. 


To go on. 


Satisfaction is untenable. Dissatisfaction is also untenable. Every moment has need. Try and escape the 
great god of need for one minute—but even the need to draw another breath makes itself felt. 


Possibly one reason for the increasing distance | feel with my generation is the relationship to 
subjectivism, that most slippery of reasons for galactic disagreement. 


Is it possible to imagine tasting with the foot or seeing (literally) this the hand? And 1! do not mean 
synaesthesia.. 


Since we all experience that moment just after awakening but before getting up...and those moments 
lying down before sleep steals over us... the days seem recycle such moments though they are all 
unique to their given time and human. We should story tell only these two sensations of 
entering/departing awareness. 


In theory a great great achievement: to know oneself so well, so deeply that conscious awareness 
becomes redundant. To be so acquainted with one’s decision making trees and efforts that there is no 
need to refer to oneself anymore: knowing one’s weather forecast so thoroughly as to eliminate the 
need for self-reflection. To me, this situation might be the penultimate happiness. Consciousness that 
knows itself to the point of knowing its responses and actions in any situation, and thus overcomes 
reflective thought. In easy terms: what if you knew yourself so wel! that you didn’t need to think about 
your actions/thoughts anymore. 


Related: Consciousness is a result of not knowing ourselves fully and deeply. 


It seems though a sort of deceptive freedom— 


even if |am “simple,” the world is not...one would have to be a supercomputer, able to project into the 
future all possible reactions to all possible stimuli, since we can't control other people. 


yet the most important fact is that after such an extreme point of self-knowledge, one would loose 
"awareness of being". So from the outside it is a talking thinking human, there is nothing going on in 
that head anymore..total autopilot. Consciousness knows itself so well that it extinguishes itself. 


So maybe that | "know | am in the world" is a symptom of the contingent (chancy) nature of being-in- 
this-world. This aleatory universe. If the universe had absolutely no chanciness, then consciousness 
would have absolutely no need to rise. 


Related: you don't need to be conscious to have a thought 


is that why | look forward to my night-dreams so much...? 


The image of consciousness as two streams moving at different speeds: the stream of sensation and the 
stream of noticing sensation. If noticing sensation were the same speed as having sensation, we would 
be unaware--like those rare moments of pure being when time seems to vanish into a freshness. 
Mostly, there is a lag. | have no doubt that most animals are aware of sensation and have feelings, but 
they don’t know of this awareness; it is awareness without self-awareness, and therefore complex 
reactivity (to reality) without reflection. 


It is the difference between levels of sensation and cogitation that give rise to self-consciousness. 
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Why be self-aware? Consciousness is the symptom of an evolution that allows adaption to an infinite 
variety of situations. Instead of the slow, slow Darwinian evolution over many thousands of years, our 
own behaviours are adaptable to momentary circumstances, and so humans can live and thrive from 
North Europe to the plains of Australia, the heights of the Andes and southern jungles. This is basic. It is 
hyper-evolution. 


Looked at from the directive life-continuation, consciousness is a great success. The trade off is 
emotional discordance and a self-awareness of it. 


Related: you don't need to be conscious to have a thought 


What is this distance between a sensation and the memory of a sensation? 


Life is plebeian, that is: there is always the moment awake lying down before sleep, and still that 
moment of awake but not up yet after asleep. No one escapes these two moments except in 
exceptional cases (which | will set aside). Why is it easy to imagine that liminal moment for, say, St. 
Teresa or Martin Luther King Jr., but not for Adolf Hitler or a religious extremist? Why do some beings 
escape the rule of the ordinary? Darth Vader, Thor, Saddam Hussein, Krishna, Zeus, Saturn, these 
figures have an archetypal status that excepts them from ordinary. These fictional and real characters 
escape because they become writ large in the media of our minds, where they are subject only to 
imaginary circumstances, and not reality. The same could be said of Mother Mary or Judas, because 
although there are historical references to their existence, they have become mythological figures. This 
goes for figures like Hitler or Pol Pot, as their names have become stand-ins for such evil that although 
these people were as subject to daily life as anyone else, the concept of Hitler or Pol Pot overcomes the 
human being the names designate. 


In truth, we don’t like to remember their humanity. To do so is a reminder that within the ordinariness 
of life, that in policy meetings and management hierarchies, these lone humans were able to effect 
decision trees making ordinary citizens able to commit acts of great violence and agony. Their very 
humanity ties us to them, and makes us uncomfortable due to the moral accounting resulting thereof. 
But for the Good: we like to remember their humanity, usually. It is a reminder that even with the 
oppressive conditions of existence, we can achieve great things as Mozart, as the Sakyamuni, as St. 
Teresa. 
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“Good” and “evil” are very simplistic ways of dividing human beings. In a consequentionalist stance, we 
could judge people based merely on the effects they have had on surrounding humans. Martin Luther 
King Jr. is an inspiration to millions for equal rights and the power of dogged activism. Brutal dictators 
cause extreme agony. Most of us fall in the middle: we’re just trying to pay the rent and take care of us 
and ours. | prefer to know and be reminded of the obeisance of a// humans to our biologic needs, 
because it is a great reminder of the extreme breadth and depth of how we may affect other people. 


Now that we have returned to earth and recognized these beings as having been living, just like us, we 
clearly see the breadth of human possibility. So deep, so wide, so many ways of being human! What 
staggers the mind more, is that all this infinitude is equally subject to the same laws of nutrition and 
physics. So it is within this world, within this existence that Tagore wrote his poetry, that Bach wrote 
music, and that Noah Ngeny broke the world record for the 1km sprint. 


The new god of the western atheists is the final moral accounting of the conscious our legacy from 
Christianity 


Radio as a place or locale of music 


She was a point, but she felt pointless, so she became a line. But no one listened to her line, so she 
expanded into the worlds of width, breadth, and height. Here she encountered endless shapes, but her 
point had vanished. And her lines were constantly mutating into other angles. With no defined shape, 
she decided to expand into four dimensions, but found she was yoked into dragging the other three with 
her into an ageing future. Five and six were similarly, just pointless variations on a theme. So made an 
effort and found her point again, though others criticized her as one-dimensional. After a certain point, 
she vanished. 


What is it we want when we desire? What aspire? Apotheosis? 


Originality like the lost item 


Japanese no as opening to difference 


U unequal gifts within egalitarianism 


Every conscious experience is already in memory; to even have knowing of experience it must be so. 


The workplace atmosphere is like a headless giant flailing limbs akimbo in a massive temper tantrum. 


It’s not like | want to become your wife and argue with you about who gets to load the dishwasher! | 
just wanna fuck. 


What is it we want when we desire? What aspire? Apotheosis? 


Finding any human “beautiful” is quite disturbing. | am especially disturbed when | see a stranger or a 
coworker and find them beautiful despite no knowledge of their internal lives, loves, and how they 
affect and effect their environment and co-humans. Another facet of my appreciation of these humans 
is that they are (not always) usually the very inadequate adjective “feminine”. Biologic imperatives 
aside, as thinking being, how is that my sense of beauty is skewed this way? If beauty lies in certain 
proportions of facial and body features, why should something as constructed, ethereal, flexible, and 
earthy as “gender” affect my preferences? Instinctually | distrust all category, yet those same instincts 
shade my preferences to certain and not all hues. 


Intellectually, | can understand a preference for healthy scapes. A healthy looking desert or mountain 
always looks more beautiful to me than one that appears sickly or polluted. But it is the case that the 
humans | find most beautiful are not always the most healthy. If the appearance of health alone were a 
judgement-hinge, then why go further? But | do go further. Certain people are beautiful to me, more 
than other people. There is a sense that knowing someone well is to further appreciate their beauty, so 
| accept that. That still does not explain why so and so X at my workplace is more beautiful than so and 
so Y despite their similarities. Nor does it explain the same phenomenon when | see people on the train 
home. 


| can say with confidence that all the friends | know well are extremely beautiful to me equally but in 
their own ways. And | love them all equally but in different ways. This is no cause for alarm. But why 
should a less deep appreciation for total strangers beauty be unequally divided among age, “gender 
appearance,” and other properties? 


The shallow appreciation is unremarkable as | don’t know these people at all; | stress the unequal 
division of this appreciation. Another puzzling fact is that sometimes the appeal of a total stranger 
seems to be quite deep. Am|as prejudiced as all that? (Yes.) 


To lie on sheer sheets, let’s even say satiny sheets with this Z’—E. Both lying on our sides, facing each 
other and about 18” apart. The room must be dark and cool, with a slight hint of an overhead 
incandescent warmth turned dim. We are both naked, and our bodies settle as they will. She is rangy 
and has a quiet yet big smile. The colour are mostly amber. Out hands if we were to touch, would feel 
almost cold on each other’s skin. What | desire. Forced into specifics. There is no need for 
conversation, just eye contact and smiling. We do not touch, at least not yet. Sheet cover our lower 
halves loosely. 


The next step is very distal, each tactile hand should travel and touch only as long as cold hands can stay 
cold. The warmth is in our attitudes. It is important that we never burden each other with weight 
bearing. My body is heavy enough for me alone to bear (is this an image of my ideal relationship?). So 
a certain variable feather touch is key. Grace and amicability are inherent in the frames of our bodies, 
and trust is so silent and pervasive as to not need words to unspeak it. 


Where do we go from here? What frames this image, and where does it lead? Will there come a time 
when weight bearing is desirable? Will there come a time when warmth is desirable? It is a fractal, 
austere world | desire here. (Is my desire a reflection of me?) Since this is my fantasy, | might as well 
ask for the galaxy and the stars. This woman and | arrive at this trust and friendly situation with a few 
words, some shared eye contact and a common language of naiveté. The lavender sky was responsible, 
as was the reflection of that lavender on the shimmering river. The deeper blue but bright indigo made 
our faces glow a little. The filmmaker’s “magic hour” has passed, but somehow the shadows of us are 
complimentary. 


For the time being, this continues several times a month, with no discussion beyond a meeting time. 
Outside conversation is muted, a tacit demur of the time on the sheets. We don’t even know if we have 
anything to talk about. And there is no sex. The situation is more sexual than sex, and more 
architectural than erotic. The body wants to come, and maybe we do in a deflected and way, in privacy 


alone with memory or the sometimes automatic ejaculation that a very special relationship causes. The 
time is for the time itself. 


If we kiss, it is clothed kissing alone, after the sheets. It can be deep and energetic or the faintest 
brushstroke barely tracing canvas. The hands certainly express and write their language all over the 
friend, but they do not insinuate themselves between fabric and body. And we part because we have 
lives, homes, books to read and family to attend. Actually, the parting is a relief, for there is the clear 
frame of desire that has no need for anything other than that amicability and deep, deep trust. We have 
a secret. 


Is this sexual fantasy deeply narcissistic? Is the friend-partner just a female me? Does this fantasy 
assume that someone would be as content with such a gaze as | would? Does this fantasy assume that 
my visual appreciation (quite a male trait, | hear) is more important that the types of fulfilment desired 
by this partner? Dol have a specific partner in mind (| do, somewhat dismayingly.) Does this fantasy 
not place sexuality outside the home (as in grand-patriarchal tradition), and yet even deny any kind wet 
fulfilment to the partner? Isn’t the fantasy quite a selfish one, really? It assumes a trust. It also 
assumes a frame between the everyday and the hour or so a week within. It is essentially Platonic. Am | 
now a bad human for this desire? There are frames where the desire to penetrate is one of violence and 
violation, an implementation of male force. I’m safe on that count. There are also (more recent) frames 
where the non-consummation is a denial of a sort, a violence of emotion, a manipulation and eschewing 
of pleasure-giving. Then | am guilty. Also there could be read an aversion to emotional responsibility 
here. But at the same time, to assume the emotional dependence of another seems to me a quiet sort 
of sexism. 


The essential thing about a desire is that it is a projection outward of some very rooted instincts. Most 
humans share the same sorts of instincts when it comes to desire, and | pass no judgement on the 
colourful forms it can assume. 


One of the most important elements in my specific fantasy is the mutual respect and trust to not 
overstay. In other words, it is a silent relationship where the fundamental structure is the specific 
otherworldliness of the hour or so a week. 


To be very honest, | had a relationship with someone in my mid-twenties that was very very much like 
the one above. My partner was a colleague student from Florida. We loved each other deeply, as we 
both know (to this day) because of the small smiles and unsaid collusion we shared. We had a joke that 
if we went on a jaunt in my El Camino to Mutual, OH, then anything we said would be mutually felt. We 
only said the usual three words in that township, and we only whispered them very secretively. These 
encounters continued for about six months without very much conversation until she broke her spine in 
a car accident, where my emotional loyalty rushed me to her hospital side and nursed her through the 


pain. When | touched her then my light touch would cause her battered body to literally quiver with off- 
balance pleasure. That time in the hospital caused us to fall in love in a more traditional way than the 
love we had before, and of course the silent encounters lessened in favour of more traditional fireworks 
and rhythms. Those were the best in my life, but all the talking ruined our relationship and we lost 
something very special, as we both to this day know. (In all senses aside from the body ones we were 
totally mismatched.) 


So (yes) the detailed fantasy above has some basis in reality: it existed and it wasn’t sexist or coercive or 
manipulative. Perhaps there would always have been a cut-off point, but it was still nice. | should like 
to have that again. Truthfully, | did not link the present desire for that kind of relationship with its 
existence in the past till just a few minutes ago when | wrote the above paragraph. | liked the sense of 
giving that that relationship had. It was very nice. 


a) Lights flash and colours change. 

b) The above occurs. 

c) If | noticed it, it occurred. If | didn’t notice it, it still could have occurred. 
d) If anybody noticed it, it certainly occurred. 

e) If no one noticed it, it could have occurred. 


f) If everyone noticed it, it definitely occurred. 


f.2) If one person did not notice it, could the occurrence be in doubt? 


g) Then what occurs that absolutely everyone notices? 

a) Entities that are unnoticed go unnoticed. 

b) By definition, the unnoticed is not cognizable. 

c) An entity is noticed. When did this entity come into existence? At the moment of cognizance or 
before? 

d) If before, then we are inattentive or have shifting gazes. 

e) If after, then only the cognition makes something exist. This is an entry into solipsism. 


e.2) Let’s disregard (e). 


f) Thought-entities and material-entities differ. A material entity exists regardless of human 
recognition or not. But a thought-entity dies when the human does. 


f.2) It is a human having these thoughts. 


g) Luckily, many thought-entities stay in existence through transmission. 
h) But if all all all life were to perish, then it would be the end of phenomenology. 
i) If | were to die, it would be the end of my phenomenology. If you were to die, it would be the 


end of yours. 


i.2) (Supposing of course that experience can only be contained in living tissue; more specifically 
nerves.) 
a) In the empirical sense, Everything is different from Everything Else. Either in property or 


position or massive accumulation of differences. 


b) Most entities as we conceive of them differ massively because of their apartness in time, space, 
and physical property. 


c) The only consistencies here are the two abstracted entities of “existence” and “difference”. 
d) But humans persist in assigning sameness to a variety of experiences that differ “massively”. 
e) Naturally, because if everything different were always recognized as different, then no alphabet 


and no periodicy and no cognizance could sustain. 


f) Then it is that the artificial (biological-made) structures of all life that do not suspend 
(difference), but rather equivalentasize (phenomena). Like the equivalencies of cells, which strictly 
speaking all differ massively in position and age, yet are equivalent enough to form living structure. 


aan 


These equivalencies are present at the cellular level, and are also present at the level where each “a” or 


ay 


y” in these sentences is still coherent despite massive difference. 


g) Even in the absence of life, the massive difference of matter is organized in equivalencies 
enough to form the Elements and continuing on to form life as well. 


h) Aside from organized matter like atoms, galaxies, and life, what else could be formed from these 
equivalencies? Shouldn’t there be more categories of organized matter than merely “alive” and “not 
alive,” “formed” and “unformed”? 


h.2) | do not mean chaos. 


i) Though if chaos and organization are expressions of difference, differing only in the levels of 
equivalencies, then shouldn’t there be more than just these two expressions? If difference rules, then it 
is tempting to ask for more and more categories that differ! 


j) It is the realm of the literally unimaginable that | would like to imagine. 


The convenience of separation 


Those who crave disasters 


What would turning back time do to consciousness? 


(Really) reality cannot be separated from reality 


You can't herd cats but can herd humans! 


Blue green and white 


Exhilaration is not nonreactive 


To the point of forgetting to breathe 


Dance 


The sharp point of human 


The locale of the self experience existence in the world and movement 


Find a image for your type of determinism 


Create my own reality in philosophic writing 


Warp and weft 


essays against or compelling against reality / experience. Is duty to challenge / ask. 


The word evoke as explanation of soul or air 


A god who had nothing to do with the creation or evil but make good the suffering. 


One huge flaw with “God” as usually constructed by Christianity is that while a being of infinite capacity 
and creation, God seems to not really care so much about the suffering taking place in the world. In the 
pestilent and violent times in European history, the idea of heaven must have been very tempting, a 
place of final escape from this pell-mell world. So “life” becomes something lived for the purpose of the 
“next” life (if one is Good). The idea of a beneficent God who is also the “Creator” is an emotional 
paradox, for how could any beneficent being create so much manifest agony? 


It would make more sense to detach this beneficent God from the Creator. In as much as | can choose a 
belief system, it is much more calming to believe in a God who does not contradict themselves or 
behave like a selfish father. To pray to a Spirit whose power might be limited (not being the Creator and 
all) but at least has an extended vocabulary of caring and empathy. In fact, as long as we’re making up a 
new Spiritual system, mightn’t it be wise to construct a Being who cannot fit into any category at all 
(such as gender, moral stance, rules) and therefore be unable to be used as a judgement excuse? 


Tie difference to causal inanimate objects 


To be human is to be tied to so many hierarchies. To see every human and know and see in the mind’s 
eyes these hierarchies is... 


| do not wish to write a comprehensive philosophy. There would derision even if | were to try. At the 
outset, | deeply believe that contradiction is at the very heart of human, and these writings contain deep 
contradictions. | ama liar. For me, there are no problems with such statements that have annoyed 
logicians through the ages. If | ama liar, |am human. If lama liar, | also tell the truth. And so on. If 
contradictions were all solvable, our achievements as humans would not exist. A world which makes 
perfect sense allows no room for such creatures as humans, who end up with marvellous solutions to 
the difficulty of existence. A universe where contradictions are solvable is no universe that humans can 
inhabit, else we loose humanity. Contradictions exist because we exist, and if no one the bird sing in the 
deep forest, the sounds did occur. But when we humans hear that singing we are able to describe and 


analyze it, and become enchanted by what we find to be music. For me the inescapable Absurd of 
existence is pure birdsong. 


As an alternative to a systematic book laying out consistent philosophy, this book is a container of many 
wander-thoughts. Wander-thoughts are just that: wandering thoughts. Departing and searching, 
wandering into corners and backing out, finding boring fields or arriving to strange and puzzling 
destinations—hopefully there is interesting scenery and encounter along the way. Every artist has their 
stage, and in a move surprising to even me, my stage is the intersecting terraced worlds of philosophy. 


To write a thought is to destruct its abstraction. Thought is unarticulated, incommunicable except by 
exteriorization. Most of the time we exteriorize our thoughts through words, though the artists have 
their techniques too. All of us have multiple beings within consciousness, so therefore we all have 
transverse interpretation abilities that connect these beings. Turning an abstract intuition into 
choreography, or finding several exact phrases to judge a spiritual position: what extensive filaments 
thread our multiple selves and weave personality! The strength and flexibility of these hollow columns 
that sink from the top level of thought down through the quicksand foundations to be even further 
rooted in the simple biologics of living changes thought life. Threading penetrative needle-sharp knots 
between your abstract self and your words, the weave is literally a part of us and not easily manipulated 
because there are no clear borders, and all these vertical translation-conduits sway and bend with cross- 
currents, cross-purposes, desires and thoughts not always in alignment. In a way, it is amazing (exiting 
the maze) that sense can be communicated at all. 


Articulating a thought all alone in the twilight of your bedroom, exteriorization still occurs because of 
the slight distance (yes) from the abstract to the thought-word. This is a familiar technique of “self- 
control” —a word that already implies the existence of several selves. In telling yourself what to think by 
translating the abstract into semantic sense, you silently reverse-engineer your own intuitions. 


Judgement. Someone whose opinions and judgements were flexible and inconsistent would quickly 
become untrusted. 


Emotions recall colours. Colours recall emotions. Look left and look right and you will see various 
things. One of the major reasons we can tell one object from another is the shape of a colour 
difference. Combined with binocular vision and depth perception, the separation of vision into 
disparate parts is reliant on differences of shape and colour shade. Even in black and white, the 
changing shades of grey or the shapes of the black / white are what allow discernment. The learning 
curve for discernment takes several years, but there comes a point where it is so automatic that even a 
new object, room, a new vista or city has the familiar aspect of being comprehensible. Photographs of 
the Mars desert likewise share this. 


There seems to be some truth to the phrases “there is nothing new under the sun; it has all been done 
before”. In the field of painting, we of the 21st century are not like those Europeans of the previous 
century astonished at the expressive possibilities of abstract art. We live in an era where Japanese 
painter On Cora’s simple and bold paintings of mere dates on canvas expand the limits of painting to 
include invisible current, flow, and logic. Because of mass media and the range of visual representation 
to which we are subject since birth, we can never be like those Europeans to whom abstract art was so 
fresh—we can never extinguish the memories and familiarities given to us by our era. So it is easy to be 
pessimistic about the chances of new painting coming at us to demolish the familiar. This pessimism is a 
failure of the imagination. There are just very few humans who are fresh enough to overcome mass 
culture and paint the new. In fact, | strongly believe there are numerous paintings that depart into the 
radical new: they just have barely been painted. They have never been seen before. How is it possible 
to paint something that has never been imagined before? 


| encountered a large painting that shocked my visual senses and then proceeded to open a whole 
range of response. The shapes of the painting are delineated by lines and curves of varying colours and 
shades. The specific combinations in this painting are so fresh that unlike the Mars desert, there can be 
no quick dismissive assessment. At the same time, in this freshness there is familiar smell and so there 
is at once recognition within my being, but it is the recognition of an emotion with no name. 


Because of this quick cutting freshness and denial of ready assessment, the painting invites active 
looking, active viewing. The familiar emotion recalled has never been named. It will never be named. 
An emotion that denies the simple few hundred words we use to communicate feeling. And so the 
painting’s invitation becomes almost cool and wet, the “fresh” described earlier gives way to “re-fresh,” 
and the active eye settles into a contemplative gaze. What strange chemistry of line and hue combines 
to be so inclusive that incomprehension and recognition occupy the same space? In this way the 
painting has come from a distant galaxy where material objects do not have shape and colour; they have 
instead only emotion and logic, while the realm of conscious experience is confined to austere solidities. 
| have never seen a painting achieve this leap. 


To say “incomprehensible” is to imply a messy canvas. K’s work is not messy or muddy. What | mean is 
that the images deny facile assessment. 


There is always a deep canyon before us into which we may fall into a palette of possible futures; these 
paintings by K at once confirm and illustrate the impossible range of this palette. In this, K’s work is 
abstraction to the limit where the only choice for the visual nerves is to broaden their electrical reach 
and recall the unnamed and hitherto inexpressible facets of experience. In other words, this abstraction 
is the very key to their familiarity. | recall the phrase “the logic of emotion,” but some of K’s canvases 
actually achieve the “emotion of logic,” with highly fraught thought structures that evade language. 


The paint is alive and thrashing while (of course) being linear and visually clear. If the paintings are as | 
describe, then why isn’t K’s more and more in demand? The answer is two-part. For one, K’s work is 
not in a quiet dedicated gallery. It is as if we were encountering Picasso for the first time on a coffee 
mug. Right now they are in a café: not an environment to nourish visual receptivity. For two, the work 
requires—at the very minimum—an open human. That is: a human who has not closed the door to new 
recognition, radical familiarity, timeless difference, or the possibility of an alternative to their embedded 
vectors. Humans who have truly overcome solipsism and cultural solipsism. These open humans are 
not uncommon. It is the duty of anyone whose life it is to deal with the New (new art, new creation, 
new invention) to constantly demolish any fixed vectors they want to possess. 


K’s work is so new, so damn fresh, that a human whose life is dedicated to confirming their own 
soliloquies does not even have the emotional vocabulary to recognize the genius. Very Great Art of 
course demolishes these closed doors. If K’s work were in an environment where it could be met on its 
own terms, then K becomes one of those artists with enough subtlety and strength to open one’s 
windows to the new. Still, something as new as K’s work requires a vanguard to prepare Average Jan to 
receive it. | want to be that vanguard. And in the hopes of human service, | look for more people to 
stand with me to support K. Please email me at tomogyo@gmail.com to discuss this. 


| have confidence that the work of K has never been visualized or imagined ever before: it creates its 
own genre even as it continues the tradition of genius departing from “common sense’ to revamp the 
expressive possibilities of art. The work is the whole of quantum physics, a metaphor for the 
contradictions of the human spirit, and very beautiful as well. The breadth of the soul of the artist is 
revealed. 


Relationship to emotions, judgements and opinions. Keith vs. me. 


Emotions | have. They seem to be like strong currents in a three dimensional scape, as graspable as 
wind, pulling hither, yon, sometimes convulsing into hurricanes of lethal gale perfectly capable of 
tearing, ripping. A heat from the south, or a sinewy sharp gust from above. Like a smart sailor there are 
times when | can deploy sheets to the wind and go far; but there are times when those sheets of self 
come twist and knot, or, to change metaphors, self becomes a fire either snuffed or powered by these 
air streams. Therefore certain siroccos can be accounted for and used or avoided by the study of the 
coming clouds. While a bit of predictive metrology is possible, emotions are invisible like wind and so 
never truly graspable. Emotions are to be felt, withstood. | can, | do, use them to steer and fuel my fire, 
to billow sails. 


The image has limits as of course because it conceives of emotional experience as always something 
somewhat passive, and allows not for one to self-power oneself into good directions. It must be allowed 
that there are at least two weather systems, in my own being and in the exterior. Sometimes beautiful 
storms or damaging heat-waves come from interactions of these patterns. No wonder the forecast is 
not reliable. 


As | seem to be made of weak bamboo and paper, opinions and judgements too are whirls and corollas 
affected mini weather systems within my joints. Ever at the mercy of a wind from a different direction, 
yet still | affect a measure of control over this meat covered body in order to gather certain coloured 
streams, let others blow away and out, or allow new tidal movements. In short: the mental tools of 
opinion and judgement as as invisible and ungraspable as those emotion winds. | merely deploy my 
limbs in ways to keep those invisible mental tools consistent, or move them so that some over-strong 
current won’t shred the paper self that fills this one body. 


Alternative. 


There are those whose emotions have solid affect. Emotion-nouns almost offensively wayward in how 
they press close. The thought-shapes these people live with are variously comfortable or unpleasant 
objects. An icy warm love that melts in your hot hands, or the tinder straw of desire aflame yet always 
grows back. Judgements and opinions like wirework propping and supporting object-thought, 
wireworks that bend with weight or stretch thin at times. Which one you choose to look at and what 
looms large and soothingly or sharp and small or any other combination. To grasp a slippery happiness; 
the small resentments like grit from the beach; the soapy bubbles of small amusements; sturdy prop of 
helper love; unexpected memory shard; sticky strange friendship. Or one can back oneself into a corner 
and merely observe, an ineffective disengagement since the gaze can never truly be still. 


These are only approximations...the two conceptions above are approaches, not positions above 
reproach. Emotions are pre-verbal; descriptions of how they are experienced are dissonant from wet 
feeling. Just as equations describing a falling object’s speed are accurate descriptors, but not at all the 
same. 


Option Three. 


One third image. Postulate emotions as if nourishment. The act of tasting, smelling, swallowing, effort 
to masticate: aren’t emotions as proximate, vivid, undeniable as an act of eating? Like nourishment, 
emotion is literally responsible for the movements of our physical bodies, and to a greater or lesser 
extent, becomes our very beings. Emotions travel the interstices of being, causing growth or leaving 
poison. As the foodstuff does not always taste as healthy as it might be, astringent feelings too add 
nutritive value or not; some tastes pass right away, others leave persistent aftertastes. Food is 
chemically converted into bio-electrical muscle movement—the same is true of feelings. We try and 
eliminate the noxious feelings lest they infect us. As a meal passes invisible (but sometimes felt) 
through the digestive tract and leaves traces of health or poison, emotions too have their invisible 
movements within the soul. One tries to only eat delicious and healthy things, but there is strange 
satisfaction in indulging something overly bitter or greasy. Emotions like foods are immediate 
sensations, but the effects on our bodies and souls take time (years even) to notice. And if one is 
starving, one might partake of the most available comestibles, unhealthy though they might be. There 
are people (often teenagers) who have the worst kinds of habits but somehow grow up fine. Some 
don’t care what they eat. Eating badly is not always a choice. And that is where this image fails, as 
emotions are not always choices, and we partake of them with no end—a movable feast indeed! Even 
an absence of significant feeling worms though a person and changes them, for worse or better. 


All these images—indeed almost all my writing, ever—is comparing apples to oranges. Of course! 
Emotions aren’t food, weather patterns, or objects. Emotions are themselves. My paragraphs are 
frame shifts imposed from the outside. | believe in the absolute importance of transformation. 
“Things,” especially “things” in the sphere of experience must be transformed into Other for them to be 
understood. Speaking about emotion in its own terms is fine, and speaking about cognitive experience 
in its own language is fine too. But | feel that there is an immense added value in transmuting “things” 
into imagery. The alchemic power is in that something as untouchable and invisible and silent as 
“limerence” can retakes its freshness if it were shown as if limerence were “a constant green melody— 
how | feel about that person and their being—weaving through the ever movable now,” which gives 
sensory impress to anyone with a modicum of imagination. Rage, “strictly,” is as silent as the emotion 
of gentle grace, but synthetically it is a roar, while grace is something less loud. So even before the act 
of metaphor, emotions invade our limbic senses. What | do is an attentive act of transformation that 
gives abstract experience some manipulable and communicable aspect. | do it to soothe myself, to 
make art, and to find new ways to colour reality. 


Working in the business of live theatre is a brutal education on the inflexibility of human-scaled “time”. 
During performance, any act is totally unreversable. While one can redo something in rehearsal, this 
“redo’ is always a new redo in that a mistake at 12:13pm becomes fixed at 12:15pm—most definitely 
not at 12:13pm. | can not travel back in time. As theatre is a collaborative venture, redoing a moment 
requires the cooperation of all the parts of the whole: technicians, performers, staff. (Of course 
everybody is cognizant of the redo.) But in performance, there are no retakes. There can never be a 
moment redone without all participants noticing. Mistakes or improvements may pass by unnoticed: if 
Hamlet were to stumble on “undiscovered country” and say “unrecovered country” maybe some people 
wouldn’t notice, but they certainly would if Hamlet were to say “...unrecovered country....., 
undiscovered country”. The moment is irrecoverable. If in an ensemble performance like dance or a 
symphony there is no question of redoing the moment in performance, and dissonances are never 
recoverable once they occur. 


It has been my great misfortune to be rather fallible, and my mistakes in live performance have certainly 
honed my perception of the irrecoverable motion of time. If as a lighting operator | plunge the stage 
into darkness at a crucial moment, | can always re-brighten the stage, but the dissonance of the moment 
is not ever repairable, and so the memory of the mistake lives on in the brains of the whole cast, staff, 
and audience. Not even 0.0001 seconds after a mistake can | somehow undo it. | can only hope that 
either the mistake was small enough to go unnoticed (this happens often to performers and technicians) 
or that everyone will forgive me. (Some mistakes significantly degrade a performance and are less 
forgivable.) 


Recently | blacked out the stage a full 8 count early for no good reason other than an inattentiveness to 
my own time tracking. If | were alone in a room and made the same mistake, | could not tell and no one 
would be the wiser. As it was, | “mistook’ in front of 125 people, at least 25 of which were heavily 
discombobulated by my act. 


At the moment of the mistake, my body flushed with hot shame; the capillaries in my hands and arms 
vacillated open and closed like butterfly wings. For a moment my being and existence resounded with a 
sharp ringing vibration like that which would be produced by slamming an iron bar into a thick brass 
vase. In the next few seconds, like a slow vise, my intellect began to imagine the longer term 
consequences, the public recriminations and ritual shaming, the inescapable open humiliation and the 
recognition that yes, yes, it was my fault and | would be the last to deny culpability. The only tyranny | 
can blame is that of cause and effect: the logic of space-time. That the mere press of a button too early 
should have such consequences! But of course, the press of a “mere button” has historically have had 
far worse outcomes than a ruined reputation and a mishap in a live performance. 


So | ask my whole intellect and intuitive ability to find a way to un-mistake the mistake. First is the sheer 
quantity of minds that remember what happened. Instead of erasing the mistake from 125 people, | 
should focus on the 25 or so minds whose judgement affects my being-in-the-world most of all. One 
problem is that the mistake was documented in mass emails and at least two video recordings saved 
and shared among these 25 people. If | had the computer skills to somehow hack the emails and file 
sharing, not much would change as shared memory of an event makes it exist even stronger. (For 
example, the hedonism of summer of ‘69: | didn’t even exist then but even | remember how it was.) 


Among only two humans, words spoken in anger cannot be unsaid; even two minds is two too many to 
undo a memory. And that is to leave out the documentation in the world of things (the recording, the 
drunk email, etc.) that serve as external memories. The problem is too massive. As a human, any “redo’ 
can only occur within the progress of time and so the present moment is really the only one | have to 
work with. Of course, now | must take the train home, now | must floss, now | must compose a report, 
now it is time for the next performance. Hopefully | won’t fuckup. 


| have over my life witnessed many people ruin a moment or a performance by some trivial act. | have 
also seen many moments enlightened, make beautiful or extremely good in just the same way. This 
manner of speaking of moments is actually very telling about what a “moment” is. The “width’ of a 
moment may vary between a few milliseconds to a few minutes. “The moment when she,” “the present 
moment,” etc. If a moment is capable of being ruined or beautiful, then the moment held in thought 
has necessarily an expectation. When what actually occurs differs from expectation, the moment is 
beautified or ruined. Such is the nature of this expectation that it is usually invisible. We expect very 
little from standing in line at 7/11 but then when the elderly cashier smiles widely at the frail youth, the 
moment becomes more visible by this outpouring of grace. So while we can certainly divide life into an 
infinity of moments, it is those that have affective properties that exist more firmly. 


Not that the affect of a moment is always diminished by the presence of expectation: | know to expect 
the “swan song” in Sibelius’ 5th, but the moment always takes my breath away. Ina real sense, my 
expectation of the beauty of the moment gave it that beauty. Nor does the expectation of a slap from a 
parent diminish its startling sting to a naughty child. But it is certainly the beyond expectation of any 
moment that can really catch one’s breath in vivid ways. 


All my writing so far comes to the conclusion that the only executor and sustainment of existence is 
difference. | find difference to the the only concept that could possibly account for and allow the 
varieties of existence. | should like to articulate a structure of existence whose final account is unity, 
which is what | yearn for. 


Unity is hard to establish. Everywhere one looks, touches, feels and hears is distinguishable because of 
difference. As I’ve noted difference is the only unifying concept | find. Despite this initial 
discouragement, let’s get down to work. 


We know the world will go on after our deaths because we know that when other people die, the world 
continues. If that is true of them, it is probably true for us. Death is the end of our animate 
participation in worldly affairs. 


What does a lump of frozen hydrogen in a far galaxy share with a live being here on earth? We share 
types of atoms, quantum entanglement, and of course, existence. Personally, | feel even a kind of 
affection for this hydrogen rock, unrequited though it is. Human beings feel affinity at the very least for 
everything that passes through consciousness. It is this affinity that causes disgust when we encounter 
certain vile objects. Indifference is alien to human beings. | say it is a matter of indifference to me the 


exact angle of a random rock on Mars, or what John Roger Smith ate for breakfast on 16th May 1789. | 
don’t care, but encountering the above sentences did in fact cause certain electrical signals in my brain 
nonetheless. In a total way, | was not indifferent. 


To even conceive of something, to even encounter and notice something is already to tangle with it, to 
expend a minimum of mental energy. So while | really don’t care if Mr. Smith ate frock salad or sad 
niblets for breakfast, the act of not caring means that it did enter my psychic process. (Now | know that 
| don’t care.) What we encounter even if only fleetingly, does affect atoms in our brain. It is the 
unthought, the unencountered that we are truly indifferent towards. “No one ever told me what Yu En 
actually felt about her sister that first winter,” and so without knowing, there is no possible way | could 
even frame indifference. True indifference is ignorance, and it is not always desirable. (1 should have 
been told the terms of my student loans.) 


If the retention of memory is in the electrochemical function of the brain, then when the brain dies and 
ceases to process, then those experiences too, for us, must fade (along with consciousness). In the end, 
personally at least, is a return to true ignorance. There is something comforting about knowing that | 
will join trillions of others in ignorance, though this kind of ignorance won’t be communal. This is ana 
priori concept of unity: we’re all in the same boat eventually. 


Difference is always a logic on inequality. The very concept is divisive. Difference is articulated using the 
# concept. Xiao Gu Amaro Muti. Or water # metal. And soon. There is a leap of logic | now ask that 
borders on the spiritual: 


You must turn around to keep the terms true. It is relativism at its finest! This is just to show that we 
must literally face another direction to preserve our constructs. Only a very stubborn person would not 
change their point of view. 


Is it possible to find an articulation of difference that only uses the = sign? Only with a surrounding 
structure: Water # metal. But in other terms, such as noting that both water and a metal have the same 
weight per kilo, then indeed water = (a) metal. 


Word games! Pfaugh! 


One has to be sneaky like this to find the common. It is a sneakiness that humans would be advised to 
use when dealing with inter-human conflict. 


Compassion towards the future. Yes, one of the most important ways in which humans can become 
sublime beings and agents of good: have compassion towards the future. We know that in human 
affairs, there will be bad occurrences, hurt, accident, injury. To have compassion to all those unknowns 
who are not yet hurt is at the same time an admonition to what is possible in the now. Chemical 
dumping, “the chosen people” ideologies, or exposing infants to violent television are actions which 
clearly create futures with pathology. It is therefore forward looking act of compassion to think of what 
neurosis those kids might develop, or the untold wars resulting from rooted spiritual division, or the 
health debilities caused by polluted rivers. 


OMeta_01 


Reality is unsatisfactory. All achievements end with the expectation of rest, then further achievement. 
Rest is never permanent, and action always diminishes only to become reinvigorated. Every object 
exists, and therefore is subject to rules of existence: “at some point” gradual change becomes 
noticeable, or silent forces erupt into consciousness. 


Actions can not, ever, be repealed except in the present tense. My callous comment is not retractable 
even seconds after the utterance. A mistake onstage is never recoverable. An ecstasy past will always 
be past; the attempt to reexperience ecstasy is a plan minutely executed only right now. 


Objects separate or gather, but the sheer tyranny of number of nouns is not negotiable. The volume of 
diversity of action, thought, or subject is irreducible. Infinity is a daily intrusion because difference 
never ceases except (perhaps) with personal permanent death. 


Desire is a sweet feeling that can become absolute fury when not slaked; yet fulfilled desire is a 
bittersweet feeling because one can never know if satiety will become static and oppressive, or the 
yearning with all its insecurities will return. 


All the above is and Absurd. That is well known. It is also well known that one answer is to accept and 
make the most of such brutal diversity for humans to experience and act: one way or the other, those 
are the only two verbs possible. Zen conceptions embrace the Absurd too. 


| will attempt a metaphysics alternate. A metaphysics to counter the above declarations. Difference 
and existence are concepts that must be retained, because otherwise | would be a dead one writing a 
non-existent philosophy of oblivion. Truth is, this act of creation is staving off my suicide. 


It is tempting to create an alternate life to replace this one. That would be fiction. It is a metaphysics 
alternate that | seek, though science fiction might be one of the gates through which we pass. The limits 
of words will make the reading to come less than easy. Pause frequently and reflect. 


Any “thing” is a confluence of properties. Solidity and movement and adjectival attributes intersect with 
each other and create this movable world. The various universal and specific currents mix and make 
whirlpools in the ocean, and every and any experience or object is the result of being pulled down these 
co-incident intersections in a complexity so sublime we just take it that “existence is” rather than 
knowing the dependencies. So the pencil in front of me is a whirlpool of uncountable attributes that 
force me to recognize it; one of these attributes is that of solidity. Another whirlpool in the fabric of 
existence is my knowledge of (say) my friend’s regrets. Solidity is not a part of that existence, but 
nevertheless an intersection of currents cause it to exist and my knowledge if it to exist. 


Such a conception leads to the visualization of flatness, or an ocean (that word is used above). But the 
matrix sustaining these confluences of attributes can only be multidimensional and of such bravado as 
to be unnoticeable in structure; concepts only become manifest when they intersect in just the right 
ways to attain immanence. Blueness does not “flow” from somewhere and clash with my mug to give 
the mug blueness, rather the other confluences create a solidity that allows the invisible current of blue 
to become (finally) noticeable. We see a blue mug, but we do not see “blue” flowing in the air to or 
from the mug. This is simple in that the mug exists in just the right configuration that blueness is 
manifest. 


If so, then everything exists in just the right configurations that make them them. “Moving” is a verb 
that exists, as is “existing” as is “typing”. In all these cases too, attributes flow to and from to form 
comprehension. Remove one attribute from such a confluence, and the thing changes. So contingency 
is the norm, and what sustains countless reality is just intersectionality, which irresistible draws notice 


to human consciousness. If warp and weft create patterns and intersections that reveal patterns, then 
the conception above is a warp and a weft and a woof and a bark and a miao and all that jazz. There are 
so many conjunctions that pattern experience that trying to isolate the varicoloured threads only forms 
tangles in your mind. Allow the weave to pattern as it will, and try to use the resulting multidimensional 
fabric healthily. 


..let’s try again. The attempt above fails quite spectacularly. | will move to the realm of science fiction. 
| need to find a meta-conception of reality that may not exist, but in imagination at least would be one | 
would like to live. 


Absolutely everything is “possible” because we are alive to experience and act. The first prerequisite is 
to be alive. Only death breaks the covenant of experience. We feel, think, and experience in different 
ways. In all ten billion humans and the trillions of experiential beings there is an infinitude of sensation, 
experience, and thought. We are all subject and agents of existence. 


Life is the only possible way to conceive of conceiving. We do not think of inanimate objects as 
processing experience. (Computers are on the way.) So reality is transmitted to and via us experiential 
beings. That is it. All experience is transmission. Transmission in all ways: to, via, and from all lives. 
Intra- and inter-, ex-, in-, co-, and re-. It is well known that there are too many things for one life to 
know. No one can know all. So in the stead of total process, trillions of lives human and non-human 
transmit their experiential realities. We are then all movable windows viewing reality. Windows are 
positioned differently, so while you see the beautiful blue mountain, | see the flat lake before it. You 
experience friendship, and | experience regret. | have a conception of reality, you have a conception of 
spirituality. And so on. 


What is prime in this construction of experience is difference and movability. To ask all humans to have 
the same views of reality is like asking all the inhabitants of all the dwellings in the whole world to all 
have the same view out their windows. Difference is inescapable and vital. These windows we possess 
to access the word are, like our thoughts, movable. What | perceived as pretty five years ago is not the 
same as now. Situations differ, and so must we. It is more hypocritical to hold just one view of reality 
than to let it drift as we change within time’s matrix. 


There is so much in the world. Literally trillions of object, verb, infinity of specificity and generalization, 
moments, sensations pure and mixed, speciation. All these, fleeting and sustaining, form reality. We 
can not forget that “experience” is not limited to humans, all living beings have their realities, even if 
they hold no capacity for memory. The variety is overwhelming, and can only be encompassed by as 
many live beings. Existence is too subtle and baroque to be apprehended. | assign the value of 
goodness to multiplicity. | must, or else the complex filigree is painful. Existence is such a deceptive and 
total structure that it is only through trillions of experiences can it be conceived at all. 


The function then, of experience, is to be a movable window. The only ones to benefit from our views 
might be the other lives in our spacio-temporal locality. Yet experience too arose from the laws of 
physics, and so while life might be rare on the cosmic scale, it is a function of the way the universe works 
and so contravenes no unwritten laws, life flows from physics. 


All the pain and bitterness, lost nostalgia and finding light in the eyes of a stranger, the offensive ways 
object impedes movement and the body tires, the pleasure of a dish of figs or a merely imagined 
sunrise, fiction, poetry, maths and petty bureaucracy, it all is glimpsed through these movable windows. 
Our function is merely to experience and add to the impossible paradoxical yet immanent truth of 
existence. If we too follow the laws of physics quantum and other, then we too are expressions of the 
universe. 


OFun_01 


Assign all existence intentionality. The window exists because it wants to. The same is true of that 
cloud, this water, or the computer. It makes no difference that some of these object were “made” by 
humans. They obviously wanted to come into existence and so sneakily found ways to use humans to 
make them. Their desire for existence is obvious because if they did not want to exist, they wouldn’t: 
they would cease. All physics and all matter exists because it chooses to use the frame-structure of the 
universe to come into being and stay awhile. 


We are just playings of the immanent-world. More than any substance in the universe, our human 
consciousness are the most sculptable. There is sufficient evident to our malleability. Mass produced 
and badly made rubber toys wanted to exist, as did houses, files, and culinary creations. The laws of 
physics cunningly make use of our human frailties to make material objects, which subtly asked to exist. 
These object cooperate with each other vastly: the manufacture of a poem calls forth the manufacture 
of paper, ink, PR materials, conveyor belts, and so on. Objects too like humans vie for existence. The 
Beta video player didn’t have much success; objects also have their Darwinian strategies. The most 
insidious is when they play into and before long create needs humans didn’t know they had: 
headphones, blankets, plates, toothbrushes. 


The worlds in nature too are a part of the vast conspiracy to play upon human weakness. They demand 
to be seen, they ask recognition by appealing to the desire to explore. They camouflage themselves in 
beauty to lure the unsuspecting tourists, who then proceed to immortalize them. This too is Darwinian: 
who can argue that the ridges of the Andes succeed much more admirably than the brush of Central 
Texas in promoting themselves? 


We poor humans are the victims in this. Somehow we’ve been duped into creating more and more 
objects, objects which take sheer glee in how effectively they’ve brought themselves into being. Natural 
vistas and beautiful caves too delight in the gullibility of humans, and if the price they pay is in muddy 
footprints and the empty coke bottle, at least they have attained immortality! 


Objects are also play dirty. They hit below the belt. Just when we think we’ve killed yet another 
annoying object by “trashing” it, it actually joins its friends in huge orgies of communal immanence. 
They love our “out of sight out of mind” habit because it keeps them in perpetual reproduction and 
allows them to hold great family reunions at dump sites. 


They are masters at reverse-psychology. They pioneered the recycle movements that pander to their 
self-esteem. Younger objects like to rebel, just like young humans, so rather than join their elders in 
landfill, they take an existential glee in Reduce Reuse Recycle. They know they’Il join their family in the 
landfill or ocean soon enough. And the objects both natural and human-made differ greatly from 
humans in that they don’t mind being destroyed outright. Not in the least! This is because they (unlike 
humans) prioritize the good of the many over the good of the few, so in those bonfires and smelting 
pits, in being “treated” to break into component parts, or the mountain top strip-mined, they secretly 
chuckle because they know that their survival as a species is never be in jeopardy. 


| say I’ve had enough of being manipulated by the material world, be it a pretty island, a nice shaped 
tree, or yet another chocolate foil wrapper. It’s time to take back immanence for ourselves! Just say 
no(!) to immanence! 


Lives are systems that process energy in order to continue. Remove the object “body” for the time 
being from the conception of human, and just retain the crude verbs: energy intake, expenditure, and 
re-intake. Interrupt the system, and it fails. The systems are interconnected with each other and make 
a much larger and complex system where energy is processed in order to produce self-animation and 
self-maintenance. The system is inescapable and undeniable. When it works well, it self-sustains. 
There are two primary and dependent offshoots of the system: life and change. Should we conceive of 
these offshoots are mere side-effects or as goals/motivations of the system? All those within the 
system have embedded motivations to keep it going, so properly speaking there is no way to think of it 


exterior to its own processes. That the system is superlatively effective is evident in the existence of 
these pages and in readers of them. 


The system is massive. Every component is aimed at preserving the system. There are almost no 
processes that are counter to its goal of continuance. Sometimes things go awry, but the system is 
styled so that such malignancies quickly depart. As far as we know, despite the magnificent macro- and 
micro- details, the system was not designed. If one were to merely look at the output of the system, the 
only major output is the further strengthening and complexity of the system itself though sheer volume. 
Within the system are those actors who are aware of their participation (humans) and those who seem 
to be totally unaware (bacteria). No one is prioritized. If one component were to vanish, the 
vanishment of bacteria would have far more dire effect than human beings vanishing. The system uses 
the surroundings so effectively that the surroundings could be part of the system itself, at least on this 
plant. 


Thus far, the “system” is “life,” but if we include hydrogen and oxygen, etc., as unaware participants of 
the system (the system depends on them and recycles them too) then the confines of the system could 
expand to include all things that exist. From there it is an easy step to assume that if the “goal” of the 
system is life-continuance, then everything else serves that goal as well, which is the dangerous 
solipsism that existence is created for life. 


Rather: in expanding this system to include all its parts, it becomes clear that life is merely a side-effect 
among many. In this conception “the system” is all the laws and habits and everything in the universe. 
At this point any writing about the “system” becomes even more difficult, because the structure of 
reality supports and effects reality, and that is that and this is this and that’s all she wrote. 


So why don’t we focus on one of the products of the overall: the system that processes energy in order 
to keep going: life. (By this definition are stars alive?) Based on our living observations of the universe, 
life is incredibly rare. But as a means of energy processing, life is unequalled in variety of form. If the 
goal were mere energy processing, there are surely more efficient ways (like fusion). The goal seems to 
be system-continuance. The most noticeable output of the system is more life. The next effects are 
changes to and in the world: works of art, footprints, pasture, species extinction, carved stone, forests of 
seaweed. These changes are of course ephemeral, as are individual lives. From the perspective of an 
arid galaxy far away, the system set up here on Earth is rare, beautiful, jewelled, ephemeral and 
irrelevant. 


More specifically, the system is irrelevant too all except us within the system. (Some would say that 
“we” are the only “all” possible.) If we were to observe a similar system of life on a distant, distant star, 
that life would not be constructed as irrelevant to us on this planet. It would become a part of our 
system despite the distance. That we would care is further evidence of just how firmly the system 


supports itself. Humans are processors and possessors of our own realities, and yet we all stop 
processing reality when we die. If the only reason for high-level processing is effectiveness within the 
continuance-system, it is a somewhat lonely feeling. The system accounts for those feelings too, in our 
attachments to others, to life, to concourse. Zooming way, way out into the cosmic scale in order to feel 
insignificance is a human habit countered by the artful ways we communicate those feelings. 


Since in the infinity of pinpoint stars in the sky, life-systems on other planets are practically a guarantee, 
in the spirit of reciprocal validation, should’t we assign meaning to our own existences if only for them? 
If we saw a distant life-system self-suicide, we would feel sad. This might not be an anthropomorphism, 
because the only way life-systems could ever sustain is if they assigned value to continuance, as life on 
Earth has. 


| am a system that takes in energy, moves, and takes in more energy. The terms of the system were 
defined long before | existed. Either | play by its rules, or die. The rules are iron-simple. Take in energy. 
Use energy to process the energy you used. Use it to obtain more. Use some of this energy to create 
more systems of energy processors. Ad nauseam. The feedback loop of satisfaction and desire is 
genius. The way in which we construct local relationships to give us more energy spiritually, physically, 
and psychologically is genius. 


All matter contains energy. | daily convert matter to energy, as do you. The very stuff we are made of is 
structured energy. We are beings made of energy that process and produce energy. More than mere 
systems, we are constantly flickering stars that give and receive light to each other. The borders and 
structures that we daily encounter, like lakes and rocks, are too energetic supports we process to keep 
the stars aflame. We are capable of comprehending reality as long as electrical energy is present in 
certain parts of the brain. The only answer to the “why” of this process is that is it a process for and 
unto itself. It is a result of the unstoppable movements of subatomic particles, and therefore perfectly 
natural, if rare. 


To live is to continually convert matter. To live is to support life. It isa system, a process blind and 
genius. The process underlies everything and to close your eyes and Zen or sleep or trance or think 
vigorously is to still process reality and energy. 


“Deep” and “shallow” are descriptions of points of view that are greatly suspect. A “shallow” book 
versus a “deep one” or a “shallow person” contrasted to a “deep thinker”. In other languages, the 
words change variously to “light” and “heavy” or “fragile” and “solid” but the core of the judgement is 
the same: a way of describing a relationship to the manifest. 


Hijikata Tatsumi and Ohno Kazuo maybe the father and mother, respectively, of Butoh dance, but it 
takes a village to raise a child, and Butoh in its unruly variety is not “one” product of the world-village, 
but a whole slew of wild children, bastards, sly, smart, sincere, kind and generous children. Butoh 
should as a concept never attain maturity, but keep germinating new and green plantlings. 


Born without echolocation, humans have absolutely no idea that such perception is even possible. Not 
only do we not know what it feels like, but the very existence of echolocation was so outside the realm 
of the five senses that for centuries it was not even conceivable. Only in observing nature, paying close 
attention to echoes in caverns, studying bats and dolphins we were able to understand echolocation. 


Your past dead bodies. 


How many dead bodies have you shed? If the scientists are right, then all our cells die and divide in a 
fashion so that every seven years they have all been replaced. The overlap of death and birth within our 
bodies makes the process gradual and invisible. But what an imaginative proposition! | am 35 years old, 
which means | have had about five previous bodies. 


So | bid goodbye to my dead selves. Those cells that gave their lives so | could continue to feel like 
myself: thank you! | had no idea | was living so intimately with death. Gratitude is in order for your 
deaths are keeping cancerous growth at bay. 


DANCE 


Your past dead bodies. 


One does not need language to think complex thoughts but one needs language to articulate complex 
thoughts. In telling yourself things using language in the head you create two selves, the thinker and the 
listener, both thinking at different planes. 


Think of humans as systems (processing energy) rather than as beings. 


Actors who want to get away with murder. 


Death is absurd, no, life is absurd. 


Life cannot be consumed in the now. (Critchley) 


At some point it was realized that external signs were indicators of internal states. Instead of altering 
the internal state to produce a desired externality, they altered the external state alone in hopes that 
the internal would keep up. This is often efficacious, but also an agony to those who can not handle 
dislocation of an emotion or sincerity. But isn't the internal usually only accessible through the external? 
But not if you have the strength of a fountain, and the power to give of yourself like a fountain and 
create beautiful arabesques of being. 


| do not wish to write about philosophy. | wish to write philosophy. To philosophize. 


To make art is to confront and face "real life" not making the art is escape. 


| love the word “present,” for its deeply complimentary meanings. 


| love the words “tendency” and “disposition” for their evocative multiple readings. 


How do we define Death. 


DANCE 


Where in time do you place yourself? 


The only moral absolute we receive from nature is that of life continuance. That requires a level of 
health. 


The happy prejudice. 


Not understanding the technical specifics of an art do not limit the ability to appreciate that art, though 
it does deepen same appreciation. | doubt that any musician with a world class symphony orchestra 
wants to play only for those who understand the technical details of playing a symphony. 


Those who crave disasters. 


Time as painting a line. 


Compilation of detailed ideas for theatre shows. 


Contempt or condenscention for another human being never brings goodness. It is one of the most 
insidious poisons, turning other people into objects of disdain invisibly and automatically. 


| am lucky that in my salad days, some kind-aggressive people pointed out my condescending attitudes, 
which forced me to grow as a human. Thank you. 


There might be call to ask someone to try harder, or be angry with them, and so on...but contempt 
denies the human in others and ourselves. 


Hermetic values define themselves a priori, and thus become invincible against logical dissimulation. So 
hermetic symbols can own a validity outside of any logic—manipulable concepts that remain 
indestructible thought structures: they allow non-coherent argument a legitimacy that non hermetic 
tacks will always lack. Hermetic buildings block against any logical dismantlement and so are useful tools 
for those who would be dogmatic against the reasonable, compassionate, or scientific.. 


DANCE 


To live is to be immersed not only in one’s own subjectivity, but to subjugate oneself to the subjectivity 
of others as well. 


Human made for humans 


Evaluating suicide as reasons to live 


DANCE 


Apprehending a reality outside the self is easier. 


Objects apart. Reality—in reality a part 


One birth=one death 


Vanish the day 


Measurable = real? 


DANCE 


Belonging to time 


Perceiving difference in sequence 


Logic and emotion gulf 


Consequence as waves time 


A book only metaphors for time 
Find an illustrator 


DANCE 
Impossible thought as akin to impossible colour: limited by ourselves 


DANCE 
Press your hands against your closed eyes; ?draw? 


A nice life like a melody—each note following, familiarity and yet also surprises in harmony 


To talk about anything is to also silently invite time along; 


DANCE 


What if we are all always time travellers and simply do not notice? 


That metaphorical congruity exists as a proof of their validity/ try negative proofs 


Try negative proofs 


Is music the most true and beautiful metaphor? What is not (finally) like music? 


Salon! 


DANCE 


“Difference is invisible” 


"The adequate shoe makes one forget the foot". 


Imagine a structure (simultaneity ) 
Anything that "happens " happens because of propensity or tendency 


Now is always a mountain downhill and uphill 


DANCE 


Compare two unlike objects 


DANCE 


Driver of body 


DANCE 


Position of head 


DANCE 


Isn’t it a paradox that when we lose consciousness of our consciousness, we feel the most “alive”. 


Rainbow 


An alternative to countries 


Human rights as “not to bes” 


Relationships are invisible 


DANCE 


Free will and determinism 


DANCE 


The invisible (imaginary) gap between the future and the present 


Free will as a line 


emotions are the great leveller, the great equalizer 


essay on contempt 


framing 


The "self" as frame and relationships 


DANCE 


We are a part of the physical world and can make changes to the physical world 


The shifts in our perceptions of relationships cause us to perceive "change" in reality, which may be 
unchanging 


DANCE 


Philosophy of position 


DANCE 


We have no choice but to live, but do have choice of expression within our lives. 


DANCE 


Perfection is unattainable by anything living... 


DANCE 


It is life that is alien. 


DANCE 


You are literally unable to not be surrounded by life. 


Why do we not fit in with the world? 


If living is "natural" and indeed, inexorable and automatic, why does "life" fit so uncomfortably with us? 


We are from the world. We were born of and into reality, and our birth was the result of processes 
initiated by the laws of physics and by nature hundreds of millennia ago. How is it that we are 
demonstrably natural beings, and yet living is such hardship? It makes no sense. 


We are organic beings, the result of drives and processes way beyond our control. As it were, our 
existence and life owe everything to the laws of biology and physics. So why should living be sucha 
struggle? If we are such puny playthings of science, then why must we be equipped with the means to 
understand the extent to which we do not understand—and to comprehend and have knowledge of our 
suffering and pain? 


“Life” competes with life. Why? To fully utilize the variety of resources and environments, life takes on 
many shapes and adaptations. These forms sought to preserve their own shapes and niches, even at the 
expense of other forms. It was realized that life could nurture life, and so predators and prey evolved. 
And we are just another adaptation nature came up with to continue to obey the command to, above 
all, continue ourselves. So our discomfort in life and the consciousness of such is just another avenue to 
life-continuance, one that is cruelly effective. The development of nociceptors (pain nerves) in certain 
kinds of life forever changed the stakes; pain as feedback mechanism to self-monitor the effectiveness 
of any situation regarding life-continuance. Discomfort and human-style consciousness is merely the 
next logical step in the process that began with the invention of sensation. 


There was an evolutionary path not followed in which life may have had an entirely different manner of 
existing. Instead of continuance at the expense of other, life could have evolved with cooperation. 
Certain symbiotic organisms like jellyfish give seductive glimpses to what it could have been like. 
Cooperation is not rare in nature, but it is certainly the exception rather than the rule. Would have 
human-style consciousness been possible? Probably not. 


One of the mysteries of life: why does life kill itself? The obeisance to continuance is so strong that 
weeds crowd out the other plants, impoverish the soil with over-successful growth, and die themselves 
for lack of foresight. There seem to be certain species with built-in mechanisms to prevent 
overpopulation: mass suicides, mysteriously lower birth rates, the convenient appearance of predator or 
disease. But humans, we know of our detriments, we are capable of foresight, and we are the only life 
we know of that recognizes and take steps to prevent the weed-choked soil or the overgrazed badlands. 


But all too often, we are the very embodiment of that mystery—why do we kill ourselves and other life 
beyond the need for mere survival and health? If we were to only look at all this killing, then we are no 
better than those weeds who choke the soil. Yet how tantalizing, how seductive it is to conceive of us as 
the guardians of life-variety! It is a role we are playing more and more as the centuries roll by, and even 
if overpopulation threatens good intention, at least we are aware. | would go as far as to say that 
almost all humans now are aware of the possibilities we have for harmony with all life. 


We like the fiction that without humans around to ruin everything, the wonderful self-sustaining 
balancing act of life is always one of harmony. But | see no harmony in the evolution of pain nerves and 
in systems of competition where only the hyper-aware experience less pain. The word “mistake” is very 
anthropomorphic, but | feel that the game of competition for survival is a huge error on the part of 
evolution. It isa mistake that resulted in the invention of suffering but also resulted in the invention of 
awe, art, music, the concept of grandness and acts of altruism. Only we, the humans, can judge the 
value of the trade-off as we are the ones who benefit and suffer most from our kinds of awareness. 


lam not convinced of the value of it. It is effective as a means to further survival, but why would mere 
existence and the continuance of existence be worth—to the point of pathology—so much? In other 
words, | beg to know how and why life-continuance is such an overriding value that human 
consciousness had to evolve at all. And if life continuance is so demonstrably Prime, then where did the 
mistake occur that chose the path of competition rather than the path of cooperation? 


((The second question has a reply. It could have been that within the huge variety of life to preserve 
itself and take advantage of all ecological nooks, peace was impossible. Cooperation requires even to a 
small extent communication, which sadly did not evolve a priori. We humans are so wedded to 
competition that even conceiving of cooperation requires an act of imagination, and so we ascribe 
cooperation the necessity of communication. Now: competition is such a part of life that we take it for 
granted that there could have been no other real means to life-preservation. It may not be so! In fact, 
the sense organs were utilized only for the purpose of individual survival. But why would competition 
be easier? If life forms were adaptable enough to compete, then they must have been adaptable 
enough to cooperate, as the existence of the Portuguese Man o’ War group organism indicates. (As well 
as the mitochondria in our own blood.) )) 


Possible it is that harmony within variety could allow for thought and consciousness. We might have 
come by consciousness via harmony instead of competition. Such a different style of cognition would 
evolve that it is literally unimaginable. 


The reason we don't fit with life although life is so natural and automatic 


If living is "natural" and indeed, inexorable and automatic, why does "life" fit so uncomfortably with us? 


DANCE 


Life is a struggle but it isn't it is automatic 


Henken bouei kokuhaku night 


Human as candlelight at mercy of windAll living beings recognize each other 


"Forgiveness " as flexible judgements versus resentment or not minding the reframing 


Giving them something they don't deserve 


The "lightning bolt " of forgiveness 


What is it that leaves the body with "death "? 


The trap of existence 


Can't escape existence, even by death(?) 


Shape = colour 


Inanimate matter has no causal power so what causes experience 


Our perception IS the world 


One perception: every thing that | write will always have been written: since as the future does not exist 
yet, my writing can never live there. In this way my writing can only ever live in the fullness of the 
ephemeral permanence of time. 


Anyone who has known ailment as opposed to sickness know the great god “body” that governs our 
functioning selves. 


The philosophy of the lost item. 


It was a beautiful shirt made of a loose sharkstooth weave. Its colours were amber and orange and gold 
in diagonal patterns, and the buttons were pearly and shiny. It was a shirt of the Seventies, with a wide 
collar that reached almost to the shoulders. | loved that shirt. It was a gift from my first girlfriend, Abby. 


On the little island of O’ahu, the cleaners down the street in Mo’ili’ili lost it. Ten years later, this is still 
incomprehensible. My mind cannot grasp the loss of this shirt. This abestialated feeling is an entry 
point for endless musings. The shirt has not ceased to exist unless it was burned or ripped apart. That’s 
unlikely. More likely it exists whole, someone in the world. Could be in a landfill. Could be that the 
shirt is touching someone’s skin right now. 


The endless stream of desiring Schopenhauer. 


The awful variety of human. 


AFA, BAR 3S KIO CH. PRR EOE 6, (RIC) 4 KIC. 
Humans are at least three dimensional. Add time, and four dimensional (at least). 


"Forgiveness" is at heart an emotional act that unreasonably reframes the possibility of change 
judgement towards a transgressor. 


The truly forgiving heart is not merely kind, but at heart, flexible. 
Those being forgiven have a duty to show that they too are flexible. 
Flexion only comes with regular stretching. 


"I'm sorry" is a phrase spoken as apology or in English as sympathy to someone else. | like this dual 
usage, which when sincere indicates an emotion felt: one of recognition of a sweeter brand of regret. 


Life will have felt short when you are older. 


FRO ZRVA, HHERA ? 


I'm pretty sure that | come off as aloof because | have few cultural investments in what | see as local and 
reframeable vectors of value. But maybe this is just my frame for excusing the fact that I'm aloof or even 
arrogant. 


Happy prejudice. 


“Prejudice,” is not cool: pre-judging is harmful, limiting our expectations of others, and by projection, 
actually limiting them. This is so obvious that | feel tempted to not write why, but explanations will help 
further these paragraphs. A prejudice is a frame that creates borders on reality. The result is that 
anything witnessed will only be understood within the lens of the pre-judgement. The frame becomes 
unnoticeable to the point where reality itself bends to fit within the borders, and what falls outside the 
frame becomes immediately “reframed” to match. | believe this to be especially true in societies that 
emphasize harmony of social concourse rather than individuality. In even the most cult-of-the- 
individual cultures, social institutions ask for harmony. 


When my friend Winton, who is black, demonstrated an impressive skill at breakdancing, the Japanese 
people around me clapped and said things like “yes, black people are amazing at breakdancing.” 
Winton’s extreme dedication to dance, his hours and hours of lonely daily practice became marginalized 
because his skill at dancing was explained away by his race. When Winton came to work late because a 
Japanese colleague slipped up, my coworkers said “well....black people are too unreliable to be able to 
come on time like us Japanese,” even though the coworkers mistake was known by everyone. 


Which would you value more: 
A smelly white T-shirt. 


A smelly white T-shirt that used to be worn by John Lennon. 


To build a bridge spanning the Hudson Bay, would you trust a male engineer more, or a female one? 


In casting the role of Don Juan for your play, would you cast a gay actor? 


If your dermatologist had bad acne, would you trust them? 


As a foreigner working in a Japanese company, the words “you’re not Japanese so...” were often 
directed at me as an excuse as to why certain tasks were not assigned to me. One task was the lighting 
design for a new theatre. Although | was doubted at every turn, | ended up producing lighting that was 
praised by all. | was determined to prove to everyone that nationality need not affect the artistic 
potential of my lights. But when the Star of the piece was harshly criticized for her aesthetic frame of 
the work, the blame was shifted to my lighting for the origin of the badness. Suddenly, my name was 
mud. The exact same lighting, formerly praised, was now a prime example of “you’re not Japanese 
so...”. When a rather famous Japanese lighting designer revamped the show, his lighting was of course 
“brilliant”. A lot of his aesthetics were exactly the same as mine, but who created those aesthetics 
mattered deeply in evaluation. The Star of the piece changed the contents, and the show is now 
considered a success. 


Me: What if we shine light at the architecture of the space, let the space live, and you dance in the 
reflection of that light—as if you were a part of the space itself. Then in some chosen moments, we shift 
the lighting to only you, and the effect will be startling and beautiful. 


Dancer: But you see, I’m the one the audience came to see. If we shine light at the walls, we’ll just make 
me dark and create distracting shadows. 


Me: | see your point. i’l shine light at you. 


Dancer: Do it so there are no bright points of light beyond the dancing area. 


Me: Yes. 


[Two weeks later] 


New LD: You’re dancing in an ancient traditional warehouse. | think the key here is to not force it into 
being a theatre, and so we should light up the architecture of the warehouse and let it incidentally light 
you. You’ll be dark at some points, but the silhouette will be pretty. 


Dancer: That’s a brilliant idea! | feel as if | could emerge out of the woodwork of the space and be a 
part of it. 


New LD: And in order to add some depth, at two or three points we'll light only you—and this way the 
piece will feel fresh for the entire 50 minutes. 


Dancer: You’re so talented. | knew we could rely on you. 


A young Mexican-American man, Julio, had worked hard to obtain employment that would enable him 
to finally lift his family out of the poverty stricken slums of south San Antonio. He became a clerk in a 
law court. After some months, his coworkers began to deride him because he often arrived for work 10 
or 20 minutes late. They saw his tardiness as an part of his culture, saying “you can take the Latino out 
of the slums, but you can’t take the slums out of the Latino,” referring to the racial stereotype of 
“Mexican time”. Of course, it turned out that Julio was using his new salary to pay for chemotherapy for 
his sick mother, and would stay by her side until the last minute when the medical staff changed shifts. 


The only moral absolute we receive from nature is that of life-continuance. 


Are there any adjectives that are absolute—that is, do not depend on contrast? 


Revolve from sensei 
Falling leaves or things like mechanical parts or even on my head 


Hearts 


Slide through stair gap 


Wrap staircase in fabric or paper 


Precious fall from second floor onto KW7s~ 


MCClLReWV E 


My habit is to equate (sincere) friendliness with goodness. Intention with professionalism, and to a 
strong extent, friendliness with professionalism. The intention of good work as being an alchemy 
producing good work. This naiveté is always shocked into reality, but inevitably always | return to the 
Power of Good Intention. 


I'm pretty sure that | come off as aloof because | have few cultural investments in what | see as local and 
reframeable vectors of value. But maybe this is just my frame for excusing the fact that I'm aloof or even 
arrogant. 


Our Generation Y, apologizes a lot: all the Westerners anyway. 
Japanese Generation Y-ers do not apologize so often. Or rather, their apologies are 


culturally rote phrases that are merely phatic. 


My initial (and | am for sure not the only one) misunderstanding of Japanese culture 

is that these apologies are always sincere, and so in aping them with sincerity, a strange 
almost prideful self-loathing becomes created in the Westerner. Japanese people are 
humble, but it is a humility with a big touch of pride, for they use self-criticism as a way 
to find improvements to be even more confident—and the constant rote apologies are 
simply a way of letting others know that you are learning....not that you feel guilty for a 
invisible or visible transgression. And for the Japanese, transgression is always a social 
concept, and so less directed at the self and providing the crippling feelings of guilt that 


many Generation Y Westerners experience. 


We came of age just as Japanese media began to infiltrate the West, and people like me and you, we 
spent a lot of time trying to figure out how to consume Japanese anime, manga, and literature in those 
pre-YouTube, pre-torrent download days. 


Or is it the Dulles-Coelho brothers that feel guilt especially, since our mother is well-trained in 


what as a teenager | called "guilt-mongering"? 


OPersonal_01 


The mornings bring with them a crispness like that of fresh ice-cream. There is a chilly purity in the 
transparency of the dark mornings—a darkness that will melt with the light and bringing a subtle 
softness that like ice cream, becomes the best time to experience. —Bite my lip in consternation— 
because like ice cream, that perfect consistency soon melts into shapelessness. The morning that 
brought that wonderful texture also brings with it the possibility of spoilt ice-cream. The flavour 
becomes overly sweet, sticky liquid on my fingers like my emotions gumming up the ability to move 
freely and with vitality. The day comes. All| want is night. All | wantis sleep. All| want is another 


morning. | want it so much that if it were possible to go to bed at 12:30pm and sleep to the next 
morning darkness (around three-thirty am) I’d be on the pillow by 12:20. 


OPerspectives 02 


Those so disposed know this: self-hatred always finds a way. If one is disposed to self-hatred, then it will 
find excuses to flourish like the weeds in the desert able to survive on the mere hint of dew in arid wind. 
Looked at this way, self-hatred is such a force—and in metaphor at least, a life-force. In the negative 
sense of flourishing: a poison weed that chokes the fields of more giving plants, and we end up 
malnourished because these poison weeds don’t provide vegetables or fruits. We water, we tend to 
the giving plants, and inadvertently splash nourishment onto the weeds. We root them up, turn the soil, 
but there is a silent anxiety that one day they'll sprout again. Suddenly(!) that anxiety becomes the 
weed. Self-loathing is always tended, and therefore attended, by other nourishments. Attended by 
other nourishments: yes, because noticing and working daily with the weeds becomes the pruning 
process and feedback process necessary to self-growth, and therefore is conducive to carefully helping 
the giving-fields give vital nourishment. 


This metaphor is apt for those who move. But for those who do not move? The soul so overeaten by 
poison weeds that it is hard “enough” to metaphorically go outside into exposure and prune the bad 
and help the good. This “enough” is as good as a feast. It is possible to overeat an excess of dis-energy. 
The lethargy of an excess of dis-movement. The belly swollen with an emptiness difficult to transmute 
into activation; the muscles of the will atrophy, and the bloated heaviness of absolutely nothing. 
Recognize that “enough” can be nothing at all...no visible oppression or tyranny. And into that 
ungraspable nothingness one understands that the self is to blame. Magically the blame assigns 
heaviness to thin air, and so every fresh breath that should give life-oxygen seems to blindly prioritize 
carbon monoxide. 


It is even likely that these metaphors end up too as binds, excuses for dis-movement or watering the 
weeds of self-loathing because they are closer to us. Then the frame of metaphor becomes a prison, 
and the hard framework slowly bruises our protective skin. Verily, the fact of “metaphoring” emotion is 
to give an invisible and hurtful presence a solid aspect. Giving materiality to unseen feelings is soothing, 
as it has the dual function of object-ifying the immaterial winds that hurt us so, and therefore providing 
distance and apartness for us to see them objectively: an objectivity. (This play on words is fruitful.) 
Where objectifying, and object-ifying harms is that it give lie to the idea that these emotions are apart of 
us, but really they are a part of us so never separate. 


The only way then to remove these sticky harms that are a part of us is to change “us”. To become a 
being in which those harms are not a part of us. The noxious feelings are always felt by us and so we 
ourselves are the source and recipients of toxicity. We must depart into a different “we”. We must 
arrive different from when we departed. Continual arrival or continual departure. 


We must change who we are. How how, how? How? As suggested above, we are not static objects. A 
table might always be a table until it is acted upon, but it could not turn itself into dinner plates. We, on 
the other hand, have the capacity to metamorphose ourselves. We can be acted upon, and in turn act 
of ourselves. (If as some say, free-will is an illusion, it is at least a useful one.) We live in a one way 
stream called “time,” which conveniently provides the space and potential to morph or evolve. 


A lazy mental habit is conceiving of anything as truly static. Another laziness is to think of anything as 
ever being able to truly “revert”. | don’t dispute the idea that | may revert to depression, or that | revert 
the computer to its original configuration,etc. Every reversion still occurs at a newer place in time than 
before. Every return home is a new return, and every “reset” to a previous version still happens newly. 
The pendulum swings back, but it swings back in time, as evidenced by the clock face changing. Even 
were the pendulum to stop, time would not. And any “previous configuration” of any system has value 
because of the contrast between what was and what is, in the previous might have worked well enough 
to recall, or might still have lessons to teach—it is important to notice that that efficacy of those lessons 
are recalled for the sake of the present or future time, and so never can be true reversions or returns. 
The fantasy of the true return is simply that, a nostalgia for a differently experienced present-tense. 


When you look to change an habit in your life, or realize a project, where do you look? Do you look at 
the past, see what your tendencies are, and use that research to modify your present self to have a good 
outcome in the future? Or alternatively, do you look to the future, imagine the obstacles and situations, 
and modify your present self to have a good outcome? Or do you do both? 


One point of view: a strong foundation is essential for any undertaking. Take the time to build strong 
foundations, and that base will serve you. Often, those stabilities are outside the self, and we modify 
our situations to make those undertakings easier. We know that we have moods subject to the external 
world, and so if those externalities are more stable, so are we. 


Another point of view: everything always changes, and the external world is harsh in its undeniable 
influence. Rather than rely on those foundations—which are at heart subject to the laws of nature—| 
rely on myself, and find a strong stability in myself that will allow the undertakings despite shifting 
externals. 


Another point of view: everything changes, always. Externals and internals. In being pliant, | can adjust 
to both kinds of change—myself and my situations are constantly modifying each other and so it is only 
in flexing that | can achieve anything well. 


That with the continual ebb and flow of all things, the pendulum of the days and seasons, things go and 
return. 


Rather than exploring a technique to emerge from self-loathing, | would like to explore a technique for 
curing dis-movement. 


Finally, we come to a point where metaphors and word-objects do no good; life is lived now and all the 
difficulties or nourishments are invisible yet present in time lived in the present. What a gift that 
present that is! 


The attempt to talk about human life as if it were made up of nouns isn’t working. 


| used to be able to touch my desire, my anger, and my hope. The hardness was constantly shocking me 
into movement, as stepping onto a sharp rock makes one take another step forward. And the slippery 
rocks too, slide us so effortlessly into the future (provided we don’t take a tumble!). | gave someone a 
resentment, and they hold it in their pocket, a stone poking the thigh that they soon forget...but once 
they meet me again they become conscious of that weight and may even take the resentment from 
their pockets and examine it. 


| gave someone a doubt. The doubt sticks to them, maybe like an itchy gluey residue. Can they ever 
loose the doubt? Will that itchiness ever really dissipate? | guess it depends on how often they scratch 


There are many famous thought experiments. | will write about a thought experiment that is not 
famous. The reason it isn’t famous is because it is mine. 


Imagine a still-life: some fruit in a bowl, cutlery, light from the left casting a golden glow. No visible 
windows, no clock or other timekeeping device. All is quiet. Allis still. The air still. 


As the witness of this scene, take a few minutes or seconds and observe how eerily implacable 
everything is. Nothing is moving and nothing changes. 


In this conspicuous absence of difference, how is one to know time passes? In the unblemished “now,” 
how can one know the movement of time? There is nothing heard, nothing sensed that allows 
consciousness to catch and track as evidence. 


(In a prolonged and attentive gaze, the light lengthens, shadows reposition, fruit ripens.) 


The answer is already in your mouth. There might be a total lack of external clues, but there is plenty of 
internal evidence that time passes. An awareness of the heartbeat, breath. The electrics of the nervous 
system speculating through the whole body and mind. Timekeeper of the self, the unreliable but ever- 
present signals within living beings. It isn’t hard to grant that in usual life, we rely on the internal 
timekeeper and the corrective of external time-keeping (a clock, the audible cirrus sky) to align lived life. 


But we’re all aware of the experience of “loosing time,” be it within the forty winks or in an exercise of 
concentration or exhilaration. Some meditation practitioners also describe this loss. So now imagine 
that you are in a mind-state where one does not notice the steady beat of the heart, the rhythmic 
breath, the pulsations and flexions of your fleshy self. Loose the internal dependency on thought, and 
shift responsibility outside. (Imagine.) 


There is still an absence or external signals—and a corresponding lack of internal ones. Is one aware of 
“time” in this state? Quietude as deep as the self and as wide as the frozen sky above a winter lake. I’d 
like to call this state “frozen existence,” because existence is manifest but static. Let’s disregard the 
atomic unseen and unheard vibrations of matter (for those reasons). Because there is nothing to 
experience, nothing is experienced. There are no ripples. This state is hard to imagine, because instead 
of a pause of internal difference, it is more strictly not paying attention to internalities. 


Can we even reduce the number of participants in this state to one entity, as the total lack of internal 
movements in the observer and lack of external change in the scene demolishes borders that are 
essentially based on difference? (Monolithic though it is, there seems to be a deep yearning in all 
human beings for such a static state, in part because the oblivion of difference is tantamount to a total 


lack of dependency on all things including the self.) Close to the Zen state called mu, where observers 
and the observed cancel each in mutual non-observation, presence and absence, what does it matter? 
Existence or non-existence, the departure of difference and border makes the question moot. 


All of us recall times of dis-moments above. But inevitably, difference emerges. Shadows slumber 
elsewhere, a drooping leaf obeys the unseen atomic vibrations and falls. If one is in an internal non- 
state, then difference is like the caress to awakening or a sudden sting. Alternatively, the tyrants of 
physical needs stir, drains away nullity to command attention to an ache, a desire, a lazy current of 
thought. Welcome back to endless life. 


In these two thought experiences, so far we have shown that even in a state of lack of external 
difference, as we are our bodies, difference becomes manifest in our bodies, and awareness of time 
follows. When even that difference becomes not noticed, impossible equilibrium, | try and show how 
the total absence of difference creates a frozen existence, existence bereft of experience and therefore 
experiencer. | also show how this state is temporary, as the laws of matter promise alteration. And as 
noted above, rather than a true cessation of movement in the self, it is merely a total disregard. 


The unexplored third option naturally emerges. What is the state in which the “self” is in that state of 
disregard, but the external moves? Where unnoticed by me, a breeze strokes the cheek, and birds cry 
into the air, and dust-motes whirl? What kind of mental state could achieve such a monument of 
indifference? It isn’t logical to ask for will-power—effort which by definition means expended energy. 
Rather, it could be called an achievement of surrender. Even “surrender” coveys nothing useful; what 
could be less selfless than to be at the mercy of movement to the extent that is it not noticed? Closer 
and closer we come to human aberration, to catatonia. Is this disregard an open submission to 
difference, bending with the wind, or is this disregard coming from and going to internal placidity? For 
all such states (the easiest example is sleep) there is a threshold that once broken provokes experience 
again. The light sleepers will be awakened by a shooting star, and deeper slumberers might need a 
playful feline to scratch their face and bring wakefulness. 


(The fact is, this indifference does not mean not-difference, as the world keep changing despite our 
mental state.) 


So to return to the original thought experiment, there are the three options: to track difference by 
internal difference; the mutual cessation of difference (nullity of all); or the dis-noticing of difference by 
the self (oblivion). As everything seems to bow to modern physics, the second option is strictly 
impossible. A fourth option is mutual difference and mutual movement, easily describable as “everyday 
life”. 


The possibilities have not been exhausted yet. The third so called “dis-noticing” of movement by a self is 
almost always pretence, certainly not easy. A permanent indifference to difference would be the 
permanent state of being dead. Those who have “died” and been resuscitated communicate the loss of 
time as if they had merely been asleep, and are tellers of (sometimes very compelling) dreams. | ask 
that we stick with the idea that death is permanent—we only assign the descriptor of “dead” to those 
beyond resuscitation. There is no return, no communication from the dead; knowledge of that country 
will aways be speculative. 


Automatically, because of the terms | have been using, a strong objection becomes known. My words 
say that internal and external “movement” give us experiences, implying (how?) that awareness of 
difference is responsible for awareness. This point | raise may merely be semantic, but | feel concerned 
about it. It seems to be a truism that when we die, we loose awareness. In a fundamental way, the 
dead cease to activate difference. But is a true fact that our movement does not cease with death. Of 
course the world outside the borders of the self moves on after death (as we perceive when we know 
that someone has died), but importantly, every single part of our bodies does not cease to move either. 
The lack of volition observed in the dead does not mean that they are devoid of movement. The quality 
of the movements by the dead is no longer is not volitional but in a passive way, bodies putrefy, 
moulder and provide homes for thriving micro-communities of life. In living humans, the dead activate 
difference by their very (non)presence which causes grief, inspiration, armies of memory to gather, and 
voluminous legal documents. In even the most far-sighted gaze, your death is the condition for so many 
atomic movements within other souls, and whatever else, the electronic quanta of your hitherto 
flickering consciousness will travel (and actually has always traveled) outside the few hundred cubic 
centimetres of your body to the wide world. 


What to make of this? If awareness of difference is responsible for awareness, how are we to know 
when awareness ends, as difference does not? Shown above, it is demonstrable that difference within 
the body never ceases. The facts could lead to a sophist argument that awareness never ceases because 
movement in the brain does not end either. And it would be so if it were not that we all know exactly 
what it is like to loose awareness temporarily. Usually we find this loss delicious: indeed we only know 
the soothing effects of this loss by recovering from it. But death is not a state one recovers from. 


We have moved some distance from the original bowl of fruit. The long shadows are filled with indigo 
twilight. In a literal way the difference between then and now can be told from the elongated shadows. 
About fourteen centimetres. As we prepare for some of those delicious hours of indifference, | become 
aware of a dusky corridor inviting more reflection. Does not the literal distance traveled by the shadows 
contrast with difference? Grammar impedes, but can there be a distance between what was and what 
is and what will be? | know of difference, but to what extent can difference be conflated with distance? 
My prelude to sleep is now populated with a specific and vast imagining that escapes words but is 
pleasant. 


| have measured the distance from what was and what is at about 14cm, an idea as old as a sundial. 
Many languages describe the “far past,” as if the total length of shadow change, growing and shortening 
14 cm per day were added up “somewhere” and the past recedes and becomes less accessible just as 
distance reduces the extent to which we can perceive an object. And with this thought, | curl 
horizontally on my left side and allow the automation sleep to overcome me. 


(Can anyone will themselves to sleep? Even the most skilled power-nappers cultivate a condition which 
allows sleep to come to them...| have never heard of anyone falling asleep by invoking it, even the 
marathon nappers are just highly skilled as quickly opening the gate that allows sleep to creep in.) 


(Giving mouth-to-mouth resuscitation to a baby Orca that is in my care: don’t allow the Orca to die. It 
represents something vital, and the Sea World trainers are worse than indifferent, they encourage living 
beings to become playthings. Living beings as playthings...how much are my interactions with beautiful 
people with interesting cheekbones and quiet smiles and sly humour a violation of their personhood 
because somewhere in my psyche they’ve taken on plaything status? An amusement or even more 
horrifying, a tool | use to reflect a happier version of myself than the one | hold? Meanwhile, must give 
Oxygen the Orca. And cool water. Am | like those trainers who become reflected in the object of their 
play and so the poor health of another being is selfish evidence of the poorer psyche of the amused 
party, suddenly sick at heart and like me, in a panic to give the Orca Oxygen? | run from here to there 
before curling up with the love-object in hopes of reviving it. What does that embrace give the baby 
Orca? Is not this love-action quite self-focused, as a living being suffers within my arms, at least | can tell 
myself my hurt and concern have manifested in my panic and then in an embrace—soothing if not the 
baby Orca, at least myself? How could my unawareness have generated such a starving creature? 
Concern like red threads coursing from heart to eyes and brimming over tears | wish were made of 
blood. If the tears were blood, at least the symbolism of these acts would obtain a vivid feverish pitch 
and become a literal outpouring of life-energy and Oxygen bearing blood cells. The baby Orca squeaks 
and becomes a place-holder for everything ever become malnourished through complacency or ill-timed 
placidity. If only clutching all the harder would save the baby Orca rather than injure it, my blood- 
strengthened muscles could resuscitate another living being. As it is, the the tears tear at the sensitive 
whale-skin and blood-muscles tremble with the effort not to squeeze to death that which | have allowed 
to suffer. The baby Orca squeaks again, and | squeak too, a rusty answer that knows it might be too late 
to nourish another soul, idea, or relationship. 


De-attached from any anchoring, one translucent jellyfish tumbles gracefully in an invisible current of 
denser water. The light is diffuse and blue. In a purity unknown to anyone but an artist, the jellyfish is 
so graceful that despite not being either diffuse or blue, its progress is indiscernible. Least of all to itself. 
Fronds trickle fern-like in the airy blue, finding sustenance from invisibilities. The scene possesses such a 
fresh coolness that even under a frigid winter sky shivering and frost-bitten, | long for that coolness 
rather than a warm hearth. Imagining such coolness does not separate my thoughts or fingers frozen to 
themselves in such bitter cold. The baby Orca still vitally wants to live, and to de-embrace such vivid life 
would tear at me. A light made warm merely by contrast with the presence of a life reflects on the 
combined scenes of winter sky, cool ocean, and blood soaked emotions desperate to hold the Orca. 

And a subtle shift of light again, again, again.) 


After a night of desperate dreams alternating with beautiful unawareness, | wake. The dreams were 
symbolic to the point of cliché. 


Ahh, the notion were were discussing earlier, difference and distance. 


Awake: the fruit has traveled no distance. | am aware that another day has passed only because | hold 
the memory of yesterday. But for the slight browning of the banana, there is no visible change in the 
fruit from the same time yesterday. The shadows are short as they were at the start of this experiment. 
If | were very forgetful, perhaps | could encounter yesterday’s fruit again. But even in sucha case a 
calendar or a friend would remind me that yesterday occurred, and it is now today. It is always today, 
but a different today: this is the total tyranny of difference that is answer to time’s riddle and the reply 
to an aware mind. The fruit has travelled no distance. It sits on the table as maddeningly and obvious as 
before. Yet | intuit distance. Yesterday is further away, and yesterday’s fruit has too receded with it. 

But where has yesterday’s fruit gone? Looking closely, | can see that while | was in an in-different 
oblivion the fruit was not indifferent to change—without me around still it ripened slightly. 


It would be not strange to speculate that the fruit is indeed a different fruit since my experience of it is 
daily different. | don’t think my small niece has enough hand-eye coordination yet to secretly replace 
the fruit, especially since she hasn’t been around. No, it must be the same fruit, uninterrupted on its 
own terms. 


As my niece would point out, the fruit hasn’t gone anywhere, just look! 


Repeat: yet | intuit difference. Yesterday is further away. But of those 14 centimetres, the fruit has 
travelled zero centimetres! And if another slumber were to interrupt my communion with the fruit, it 
would still ripen happily along. Yesterday would recede even further into the day-before-yesterday. 
Distance is felt, though the fruit hasn’t repositioned itself. 


| would like to explain why the fruit still accompanies me. | answer with childish glee: the fruit has 
travelled with me. It came along with me in time, verbing its way into the ripe present. If yesterday’s 
fruit were to remain firmly in place yesterday, then it would either have been devoured, or exempt from 
the totalitarian rule of existence. As it is, it is clear that the fruit, like me, is a time-traveller. 


This not a final answer yet. For how to account for the time travelling fruit? The only thing sustaining 
such an intuition is that humans can remember “when the time was other”. The fruit is subject to time, 


like me, and because | have a memory of it, | bring the memories with me, and am able to conceive 
change as movement: the subtle differences in myself that bring the fruit with me. Memory is the most 
important tool consciousness wields: we are able—and the fruit is not—to hold the two fruits in place at 
the same time. And so we can reconcile the many fruits within the one object | behold. 


This “distance” of the past felt is merely a synaesthesia of distance and time. | can look at the fruit: its 
external appearance does not change greatly. But it keeps on moving in time, as do |. The “other time,” 
is mentally located somewhere else, even if the locale of the fruit and myself does not travel. In other 
words, we have the mental habit of conflating distance with time, a synaesthesia. This is embedded in 
language: time “flows,” “travels,” it “comes” and “goes,” etc. The past is inaccessible except through 
memory, and to recall anything is not to travel back as much as it is an articulation and edited version of 
a different state of affairs. 


We conflate distance with time because things far away usually loose detail. Memories become vague 
as new ones are created. | can remember what | ate yesterday, but not 188 days ago. Detail and 
specificity fall away, as is true of distant objects. As an explanation to why time is usually equipped with 
distance, this explanation still falls short. Who doesn’t have vivid memories that still sear? My 
memories of body surfing a wave are fresh “as if yesterday” even though it has been years since | was on 
Makapu’u beach. Simultaneously, yesterday’s strenuous exertions might have been last century for all 
the vivacity they loose in recollection. In this way couldn’t we live ina much more shifting and less rigid 
conception of time? it could be a beautiful way to live with fresh awareness if the idea were applied 
with intentionality. Memory agrees to no clocks. As experiences vary, memories might have all 
different brightnesses, but they are all subject to an agreed upon arbiter and measure of difference: 
chronological time. If a determined person were so subvert this sociological tool, and were to live with 
no clocks or calendars, they would still be “as if” subject to objective time because the memory and 
knowledge (they are interdependent) of many sunrises and sunsets intervene between a recollection 
from ten years ago still fresh and a stale memory from last week. 


To return to my fruit, the only literal distance it has travelled is global: the earth has rotated and its orbit 
of the sun has continued. This is true for all, all, all things. The local distance is minimal or even zero. 
Could it be that humans through all ages were aware of the vast distances travelled by the world in 
every moment and therefore allowing time to be given the dimension of distance? Sundials are a hint 
that yes, distance and time are fused in human perception. It is then remarkable that counter to the 
unstoppable movements shown in molecular physics and exhibited by the day to day, one should find 
repose and rest within time’s movement. To gaze at a still life is a form of being awake that 
contemplates and counters the restlessness at the heart of the atom. And furthermore, it is only in 
being aware and awake can we taste this delicious silence. 


Gazing at the still life, feeling an inner quietude | prize ever more because | know it must move on, |am 
struck by the vitality of a painter who was able to capture a freshness so acutely that 150 years later, the 
fruit still hadn’t spoiled. 


Were awareness to end, we would never know, and the unaware are not capable of letting us know 
what it is like. 


Objection of death. Movement present. 


If a painter were to make an oil painting of a haystack, a viewer could look at it and see a haystack. Ifa 
different painter were to make an oil painting of a haystack a year later, a viewer could still admire the 
newer painting. If a painter were to make an acrylic painting of a haystack a century later, a viewer 
could look at it and sti// admire it. Or a viewer might prefer the first haystack ever painted. But yet 
another artist could depict a haystack and a viewer might be bored by the lack of originality (so many 
haystacks!) or be vitalized by the freshness the younger painting brings to a haystack, contingent on the 
artist’s skill and the viewer’s preferences. 


Philosophy is the same. One philosopher might think and write about the contingency of “truth” 
through the lens of human unreliability, and seventy years later another philosopher might write about 
the same thing but with different syntax, sentence structure, and paragraph development. The latter 
may or may not be familiar with his predecessor who addressed the frailty of “truth” seven decades 
earlier, but their idea need not be plagiarism or even derivative. Philosophers like artists bring many 
tools to articulate ideas, and if the “thought-objects” end up being similar, then different grammars will 
at least shed different light on the idea, just as one haystack is not made defunct by the existence of an 
earlier or later haystack: we judge each painting according to its own merits contingent within certain 
contexts. | paint haystacks, too. 


How amazing that music devoid of lyrics and mimetic meaning can be so evocative. 


Consider music that has no lyrics. Consider music that isn’t part of a movie soundtrack or other 
programmatic nature. Does some this music move you? Yes, and that is amazing. In all the sheer 
terrifying bigness of the word, isn’t that awesome? How is it that sound, pure sound can be so 
evocative? | know about tempo and how rhythm in the body (a heartbeat) is affected by tempo. And 
too | know about high and low pitches matching soothing sounds by birds or menacing sounds of 
predators. But really, the complex feelings evoked by a gagaku piece, a jazz session, or a drum circle 
move us in such sophisticated ways—it takes the breath away. If there is any such thing as proof to 
human potential to feel, perceive, or create, it is in this power. 


My cat has no ear for music. Certain sounds affect her, but it is clear the she doesn’t care if | play 
Sibelius or Stan Getz or Jerry Garcia. In her world-view, she clearly possesses a consciousness that is 
reflexive enough to remember her mealtimes, her nightly prowls, her affections. As for music, it is 
literally inconceivable to her. For her music is just another sound. And without the means to know of 
music, she clearly does not notice musical difference. Humans notice musical difference because we can 
perceive it, which means we can remember and compare musical experience. And that is how we know 
music exists, abstract as it is. 


The circle. The circle is one of the most irreducible mathematical objects ever to exist. It is just too 
deceptively easy to define Pi and let the equations fall into place. Piis an irrational number if there ever 
was one. Pi is a beautiful defiance of number. Pi gives us to understand the deepest secrets of the 
universe and the atom. The absolute specificity to which equations predict outcomes is a daily miracle 
unsung but by a few. There is this number, not big, not more than four, but with lovely philosophic 
ramifications. Pi is a work of genius, one of the greatest creations in history. Its very irrationality is 
proof of the abiding and unsaid refusal of physical nature to ever conform to easy mathematical 
categories. Pi can only be used as Pi, a stand-in because it will never, be a finite and crisp answer to the 
riddles of nature. Pi is the answer, one so irrational and infinite that all we can do is assign it a symbol 
and progress from there. 


One identifies two more opposing human drives. There is the drive of “preserving,” to keep things the 
same. This is closely linked to the itch we share to identify and categorize things—categorization and 
identification are quite strong ways in which to preserve the quality of things, after all. The opposing 


drive is the urge to initiate change. The opposite of preservation: to initiate difference, which, spilling 
over borders and mixing identities to blur and make “categories” redundant” can frighten. 


| make a very bad first impression, which means that all my deep friends are wonderful people. They 
are the ones with flexibility of mind move beyond first impressions. 


“Feeding two birds with one seed” is a much more nicer image than “killing two birds with one stone”. 
It is more impossible to feed two birds with one seed, and so the image has a stronger generative power 
and greatness, not to mention the nutritive aspects. 


Metaphor is perhaps the only tool we can use to make sense of the world. The most reliable 
representation, science and scientific language, is spectacularly apt to describe and predict. It isa 
language less available to the general public. Luckily not a few fluent speakers of science take the time 
to translate their conversations. 


What about philosophy? Taking the time to build metaphysical frames and consistent vocabulary to use 
to communicate philosophy is vital. And | believe that all philosophies should be communicable to all 
peoples. But expecting anyone to wade through hundreds of pages of semantics whose ultimate goal is 
to describe worlds and ideas is not realistic. | too have difficulty finding the time to read all the 
important texts. Metaphor is one of the best ways to concisely and aptly talk about philosophy. 
Metaphor has the advantage of being a part of the experienced world. Metaphors are able to cut 
through semantics and give moving-time images to concepts that otherwise might seem dry. And in fact 
language describes experience so well that a well-turned metaphor allows experience itself to 
communicate philosophy. If | speak of the “hardness of truth” or a “transparent lie,” the metaphors 
immediately and viscerally communicate ideas about experience. The fact is that “truth” is not an 
object that is hard, and a lie lives in our shared conversation alone and can not be either transparent or 
opaque. Yet, these ways of describing abstract objects communicate something beyond language about 
those concepts, something experiential, through language as utility. 


(This is one value of learning different languages: they describe the world in different ways, which then 
open us to more ways of experience and cognition. As how in some languages a colloquialism for 


“truth” is the world “verifiable,” which opens us to more ideas about “truth” as a concept. In Japanese a 
bad joke is described as “cold”. How might this affect me?) 


Another advantage of metaphor is that it they are primarily image-based, and so easily transferrable 
across humans. Words are dependent on the ideas they represent, and the reverse is true too, but 
metaphors readily provide those ideas with image-presences. Image-presence is thought beyond the 
verbal, thought relating to the world without the intermediary of grammar and word-symbols. No 
matter that the ways in which metaphors are described are dependent on (and so limited by) words, 
because as soon as the ideas form in a recipient’s mind, those ideas escape the limits of language 
(though they are dependent on the limits of the image itself!). Using image is a way to have cognition 
without language. 


Testing images across cultures has value as comparative cultural study. “You never step in the same 
river twice” is a good universal image for time, but “it’s like you’re clomping all over my house with your 
shoes on!” is an expression of indignation only relevant to cultures who remove their shoes in the home. 


Let’s take a childishly simple metaphor for a test drive. The truth is an object. | see it has a certain 
colour, shape, size. It affects me as beautiful or ugly or does not affect me at all. But there it is, | see it. 
It is an unchanging, physical noun. As soon as | assume this, | realize that the person on the other side of 
this truth might have a very different perspective. Anyone who has ever been fooled by an optical 
illusion knows how we can be deceived. Therefore the truth could be deceptive. It could have many 
facets. It may be slippery. | could change my point of view and have a different perspective on this one 
object. Realizing that only one view-angle might limit me, | adjust. Or maybe I’m comfortable with my 
perspective, and want everyone else to “come around and see” my point of view. Therefore this image 
provides a good concrete metaphor for understanding how so many differing opinions of reality are able 
to coexist: we all occupy different viewing angles. 


The limits soon make themselves known too: if the truth is an object with many facets, it implies that | 
could reach out and turn this object to show my friends other perspectives. In fact this is not easy, the 
truth is too heavy.. And also, if it were so graspable, and present, why do we always loose sight of the 
truth...if the truth is an object, it is one that is pliable depending on the will and intention of the truth- 
seeker. Does this make “truth” relative? But then | admit that “by definition,” truth is everlasting and 
reliably stable, by which time the foundations of this metaphor start to crack—as concrete too is hard 
and reliable looking but surprisingly brittle and vulnerable to little weeds and plants that soon break 
through. Life always finds a way to disprove of the “concrete” values we try to assign reality and truth. 
(I just broke a metaphor with a metaphor.) 


With this childish image, I’ve been able to communicate something essential about “truth” that without 
image, would have taken many more words and grammars to convey. My favourite metaphors are the 


ones that fracture the ways we visit reality. The ... people of the Andes imagine the past as in front of us 
(because we can see it) but the future as behind is (as we can’t see it, but roughly know where we’re 
going by seeing the paths we’ve come). This simple reversal can lead to beautiful ways of conceiving 
memory, action, and habit. 


Thinking of my love as my “other half” is a metaphor communicating the unity of pair-bonding, but 
implies that without a partner, |am incomplete. Maybe the metaphor of us each being one melody, 
melodies which happen to harmonize well, is more useful as it lacks the connotation of incompletion. In 
addition, melodies are changeable, and we could harmonize more or less within the flow of song we call 
a relationship. 


All too easy it is to be glib about different perspectives on reality, and | suspect that one reason that 
Western philosophers take so many pages to describe their concepts is to give their arguments a literal 
heaviness so that they sink deeper into the reader. | also suspect that in laying such strong foundations, 
they are defending themselves against attack based on metaphysical or semantic grounds. This is in 
strong contrast to Chinese philosophy (or “wisdom”) as its brevity and ambiguity ensure multiple 
layered readings. Both ways, though, penetrate and flourish only with discussion, commentary, and 
debate. 


So of course it isn’t enough to communicate a metaphor, to communicate an idea. If we as philosophers 
truly want to influence people, we must interact with them. Converse, debate, and play with them. All 
too often people talk about the difficulty of philosophizing as if one need be an expert to even embark. 
Like philosophers, scientists have the language they use to communicate among themselves, but they 
take the time to exchange ideas with and educate laypeople. Philosophers need also to indulge in this 
kind of transmission. Science was viewed as a waste of time (and heretical) for many centuries until it 
began to bring new technologies to humans. The view that philosophy is a waste of time or a thinking 
reserved only for the dedicated intellectual is intolerable. It is as if saying that art appreciation is to be 
reserved only for artists or the educated elite. A little education helps, but isn’t totally necessary. Some 
art speaks to almost anyone of any educational level, while other art requires a little study to 
appreciate. Some art is local and accessible only to those “in the know,” while famous art is more 
readily universal. Just as we take care to tell young people that “anyone can make art,” we should let 
them know that “anyone can philosophize”. The ones who are dedicated enough will study deeper than 
the rest, and become professionals. Maybe “everyone” can make art, but not “anyone” can be an artist. 
True also for philosophers. It is time to stop being jealous of armchair philosophers. (1 admit | am one.) 


The previous few centuries saw a vitalization of science as an important discipline that changes life for 
the better. The discipline of art has had its peaks and valleys, but is still a requirement in most 
educational systems in the world. Philosophy is just as dangerous as art and science in how it can break 
tradition, but also just as valuable a discipline. 


Just start with the most basic observation possible, and from that try build a philosophy or metaphysics. 
The word “basic” is to be used as a noun. Since the very grammar of language is a priori an 
interpretation, a constant refining of terms and definitions will possibly expand the volume of each 
paragraph, yet on the other hand shaky metaphysical foundations also allow relocation and 
reinterpretation: as in all human activities, the smoothest hardest pebble could suddenly be re-cast into 
a seed from which a plant of inconstant variegated leaves springs forth through to an autumn of 
reflection. But perhaps that is one of the most amazing triumphs of the human mind: to nurture a 
seemingly dry stone and by the mere fecundity of ourselves we cause nutritive growth. Only before the 
untraceable vines of semantic infinitude appear, it will serve to preserve the shape of the filigree from 
the onset of thought to maintain some sense of order, even if it is an artificial order imposed from 
outside. The quest starts and attempts to never leave the epistemological. 


Already the tendency to morph becomes apparent at the very outset of writing. Just after the 
declaration of intent to start with the basic, somehow automatically the locus shifts into claiming the 
habit of multiple interpretation as beneficial, while also communicating the need to limit entropy for the 
time being. By this, | have accidentally shown the most basic: movement. | am claiming that whatever 
else might be subject to argument, the perception of movement is an inescapable quality of experience. 
This too can be argued into oblivion, but as there is no way to experience and report true oblivion, we 
can at least agree on the perception of movement. In the stillness of an inner room, by virtue of 
movement alone we are able to experience: the movements of our blood, breath, the infinite 
happenings that reach us in that moment, which too, is never free from flow. 


If it is true that movement is merely an illusion, and that all is actually one mass of hardened universe- 
stuff, then our placement within this solidity somehow contrives to form the deception. If itis alla 
matter of successive solidities (like the still frames within a movie reel) which allow the perception of 
the movement, then we can replace the term “movement” with the term “change,” since the perception 
of change, at least, is not subject to doubt. Another objection is that an unchanging object, “a sculpture 
of reality,” may appear to differ as we shift position, but remains actually the same. But this case too, 
assumes at the very least the illusion of repositioning and therefore movement. 


Let’s not give too much priority to the visual sense. It is clear that blind people too, have experiences of 
change. Such is our dependency on the seen world that our metaphors use “images,” “perspective,” 
“illusion,” words which all imply that in experiential reality, the prime filter is that of the eyes. 
Movement and change are readily available to the ears and to the skin, to the nose and mouth, and 
internal nerves, and yes, also perceivable within thought. Do | need to convince you that within your 


own body you can experience at the least an intimation of reality because you are able to perceive 
change? For the sake of developing this essay, | will assume (the perception of) change as a foundation. 


If change is to occur, it must occur within some kind of framework which allows it to be perceived. Ina 
foundational way, we humans are able to remember difference, and without this ability change cannot 
be taken in. The ability to remember difference and the ability to perceive change are two descriptions 
of the same phenomenon. (Definitions of consciousness are notoriously difficult; | offer the abilities 
above as a definition.) It follows that without difference, and the memory of it, all experience would be 
unnoticeable. Difference occurs. But as anyone knows, without contrast difference is not easy to 
notice. The most basic frame that gives us this contrast is the experience of time. When time is lost we 
perceive nothing...only to wake again in the light of dawn and new difference. 


Time is either the great god or the great side-effect of change/movement. Is time the support for 
change—time’s fold whose space within allows movement? Or is it the movements themselves which 
by successively differing, cause a perception “time”? We know from contemporary physics that “time” 
may not be inherent but a side-effect of the way we exist within cosmos. Physics does not yet deny 
difference; the particles which subatomic physics gives us are all in a constant state of movement—that 
is—difference. All that allows difference is built in to everything. 


| can find three things here, at least. One is “time,” either the side-effect of or a permissive space to 
hold change. The second is the movement/change itself. Time is either there to support this, or is a 
perceptual result (the contrast). The third and final object here is the “thing” changing. We know that 
time itself changes nothing: things change of themselves, inherent in the properties of sub-atomic 
movements. To say that this curious thing is being subjected to change is too simple, the inherent 
properties of matter are a part of this thing, and so this thing is both the inheritor and the agent of 
change. 


One can argue for a fourth thing, space. That all that exists exists somewhere, and movement must 
have both space and time in order to have the quality of difference. Muddy grounds here...how many 
terms and equal signs between them do we need to delineate the most basic? The essay seems to have 
given an apartness to aspects of experience, though in practise experience is only dividable in within the 
terms of existence: this essay too exists within difference, time, and movement and so the concepts 
here are quite artificial morphing thought-objects. 


| myself yearn for unity and not-difference. The echoes of one memory or the other become past-tense 
only because echoes themselves, like memories, like words and symbols, are defined in ways 
inextricable from the tyrant of difference. Respecting time as so fundamental from/to the existence of 
difference, we will use the word “difference” to denote time as well. 


Difference can be cyclic or acyclic. Many fundamental movements are cyclic. The rotation of the sphere 
earth, itself a moving in period relative to the sun. A heartbeat, cycling fresh oxygen to the flesh, the 
breathing lungs that are so often unnoticed. Electrons and atomic physics. Cyclic movements are so 
vital that it is only when we target our attention to them that they speak: that wonderful crescendo, 
that shadow lengthening. Or yet more ominous, when the cycles change tempo, which suddenly locates 
them in our conscious: ragged breath, fibrillation, the dusk that we notice comes earlier than last 
month. It is change within change. A variation whose contrast with the regular makes apparent what 
was too regular to notice. 


So—shall we continue to reduce? Let’s respect the interrelationship of change and time to the extent 
that we have above and come to the one concept of difference. A convenient term, for difference 
accounts for not only the memory of change and time, but allows one object to be descried from 
another. In choosing this term, we aimed at making three concepts into two, but quite by accident (as 
an epiphenomenon) those three concepts deflated into just one... “Time,” “change,” and the “thing” 
changing have become governed by the one agent, difference, also a scapegoat for “space”. 


The quietest difference might be in the nature of nouns: a book untouched on the floor, an empty glass 
upon the verandah, or granite edifice. Choosing to let them be, these objects lie indifferently for as 
many years as | want. So embedded are we in the world of time, that we forget that these objects have 
an existence which continues automatically. That is, the book “books” itself through time, as does the 
glass and the faceless granite. They are existing, they are be-ing. And so it needs to be recognized that 
these nouns, too, are verbs in that they continue to exist. And they too, will never escape the greatest 
gods of all: change and difference. 


Temptation beckons: now a semantic discussion of the differences between difference and change 
seems appropriate. There is no need to complicate things: difference is merely the most important 
metaphysic of perception; differences of all sorts let time be perceived, matter understood, space 
recognized. Change is merely an articulation of temporal difference. The rosebud was set on fire and 
changed into ashes, but if a candle and a wine are set side by side, they are able to be distinguished 
because of difference; change would be good term for what happens to the specific items when the 
candle burns low, and the wine is almost gone. 


In my scheme, “existence” is only even allowed because of difference. Manifest difference: without 
which nothing is possible—and—without which, nothing is possible. There is absolutely nothing, 
nothing, that does not depend on difference to enter perception. Every abstract confidence in the 
privacy of thought, every construct ever conceived, all verbs, nouns, and adjectives rely on difference. 
“Absolute” is different from..; existence differs from..; and so on. No need to be loquacious. 


How ridiculous: one set of atomic structures differentiated from another set. That within atoms 
themselves, several types of elementary particles exist. There are so many things in the world. So many 
actions. Yes, and so many possibilities, so many pasts, and so many presents. Physics and its 
mathematics have given a great gift for reducing this mad tumble. The “=” sign that shows 
equivalencies is the only epistemological straw we can grasp towards thwarting the great god of 
difference. Even this so-called “epistemological straw” has only the thinnest of legitimacies, serving the 
function of balancing relationships and creating equivalencies. In this sense, the “=” is wholly 
dependent on relationships, and so in the end the logic of using it as an articulation of unity is suspect. 


But how ridiculous still. That any apartness or gap should even exist in reality seems a rupture of some 
fundamental and unarticulated desire. That existence should sustain separateness, when “existence” 
itself is so monolithic and even immanent. Finally, we must return to the original schema outlined 
above: | had provisionally identified four things: change, time, object, and space. Let us not falter once 
we have proceeded this far; all four concepts would become literally impossible without the prime agent 
that sustains them and allows them to be identified: difference. No clever sophistry at all, never, 
difference is the only structure that allows other structures to exist. Well...almost. 


Even difference has a prerequisite, the prerequisite of existence. Strictly so—a difference must exist for 
there to be difference. Again the conditions of thought hammer home a sly caveat. For the concept of 
existence to hold weight, it is measured against the concept of non-existence. The idea of non-existence 
can only be in parenthesis (_ ) because it itself is a thought structure wholly dependent on the existence 
of thought: the word “null” isn’t null itself, but is a symbol that exists and derives its meaning from the 
logic of subtraction. In this framework, then, existence too is dependent on difference. | have just 
reversed the order of precedence. To some this would be a problem, a metaphorical chicken and egg. 
But how juvenile! Because the paradox is linguistic, it already presupposes apartness, when the 
concepts by being so dependent on each other already invoke a universal unity that can only have one 
conceptual rule, the Tyrant of difference. 


Certainly it a matter of access. Experience nudges towards unity, while thought pushes to difference. 
The truly brave, rather than maintain metaphysical consistency are able to change their postulates and 
discover unity where it is unnoticed—everything is reducible to the same “stuff” of which the fabric of 
reality is woven—or discover difference where unity seems to rule—the multiple tyrants of the 
absolute. If one wants to conceive of these multiples as paradox, then the contradictions themselves 
attain oneness—that is courageous intellect. Equally courageous is it to deny paradox and accept unity 
as a unity that sustains or even is woven of difference. And of course...you can flaw this essay and 
derive an emotion from that. One flaw: difference is merely a concept, a way of articulation, while 
objects and time and space merely have the property of difference and do not themselves rely on 
anything as abstract as a thought-construct. 


Difference is only allowable in the medium of memory, long or immediate. Life reacts because it notices 
difference, while conscious beings respond because they have memory. Therefore, one of the 
prerequisites of thought is to be alive. Everything we ever do, think, experience is only possible because 
the automatic medium “life” makes it so. We think because we exist. We notice we exist because we 
are able to hold memory. In this direction, we think therefore we are. Now we’re in a philosophical 
corner. I’ve talked myself into a trap. Let me explain. 


The idea of non-existence is only conceivable, not experiential—we do not return from permanent 
death, nor can we remember what it was we “were” if anything before we were alive. So the 
experience of non-existence is absent from memory, an absence like the absence we experience in 
dreamless sleep. So far, so good. But since we have absolutely no memory the blankness that bookends 
a life, to what do we compare existence against in order to achieve the concept of not-existing, and by 
reflection, know of our own existence? As we have no experience of oblivion, and therefore nothing to 
contrast against existence, how do we even know we exist? 


We have the very temporal experience of oblivion in sleep. But sleep is not death. We know death 
indirectly because it happens to other people. They die and “cease”. Is this simple? What is it that 
ceases with death? The bodies of the dead do manifestly exist. Our memories of them also exist. 
Diverse languages use words like “lost,” “departed,” “gone,” “passing” to refer to dead people. Where 
have they gone? Their bodies are still here. Easy enough: they are dead because bodily functions have 
ceased, and importantly, they have stopped making difference in an active way. The dead do continue 
to change—their bodies decay, our memories of them speak—but all that is passive. These changes 
might be quite intrusive; the smells of decay and the tears we shed, but the dead are not self-animated. 
In other words, we notice a difference in their participation in the world. We can infer from this that a 
sturdy part of our construction of our own existence is that we know we can make difference and self 
animate. One often hears depressed people say “it isn’t like I’m making a difference to anyone; | might 
as well die,” or “I might as well not exist for all the difference | make to other people”. What telling 
phrases, and how deeply tied to the core of my thesis, that difference lies at the core and is the support 
of all existence. 


What if the laws of physics depended on life as much as life depends on those laws? 


From where from does the desire to attain Unity come? 


Where are “you”? When you think of “you,” and “yourself” where does that self reside? No idle 
question—there is a point here: that point is you. There is a sharpness to what we consider “ourselves,” 
as if all the biological processes and action up to now end in this pointed “now” that you occupy. In 
Euclidian geometry, a point is zero dimensional, only knowable by its location in space, and from there it 
connects to and defies its zeroness with other points to form lines, curves and dimensional objects. The 
point is like us, knowable only in the relationships to otherness, be it an otherness from within our 
biological borders, or the vast moving worlds we sense. 


The pointedness of human consciousness is hard to debate. It is an arrow, always and forever widening 
and piercing the medium of time and experience. The most subtle knife, it never stops the work of 
dividing the Moment into experience, this body of sensation and impression. Wielding the sharpness 
where we will, choosing how to move and what to do with the multiple divisions presented to our 
memories.. The sharpness is indispensable and probably impossible to dull: it is with this tool that we 
divide the world into different things: the coffee cup from the coffee, the yearning from the passion, 
that pedestrian from the nearby lovers. In the most blunted and inactive conception of thought, the 
pleasant fuzziness of wine or the comprehensive loss during a massage, we can only know these things 
because we know them as different from other things. In this conception the sharp point is indivisible 
from who we are, because it is only though that sharpness that we are able to conceive. 


This is a rather cutting image. It models consciousness that can never stop considering one thing divided 
from another; hence the self divided and dividing too, a knowing but untouchable blade, somewhat 
lonely. Unity we seek, a unity free from anything piercing, comforts which escape the often razored 
edges of time-experience-difference. The dive into cold morning ocean, enveloping briskness, 
sensations which overwhelm all experience of “division” and allow unity. In short: an escape from this 
human-made image of division. We seek that which allows the knife of conscious thought to become an 
irrelevant metaphor. Engrossing work, Zen, directed action, or merely a languid bath: anything that 
distracts from apartness. 


But maybe the image is unlikable just because sharp things have the potential to harm. A wound on the 
skin or psyche is a literal experience of dis-unity, and it hurts. Anyone who works in art or human 
relations knows that the tendency to divide and categorize is what ends up hurting potentialities. In 
other words, even without realizing it, the tendency is to cut apart. It is absolutely vital, then, to know 
that the mere edge of experience divvying up sense impressions or emotions or concepts is not a blade 
to ignore. Vital, then, to not sever or cut away obliviously, nor to injure with purpose. Vital, then, to 
direct the twin swords of perception and reflection to freeing unhealthy knots, to unsever bonds of 
prejudice. The sharpness is merely an automatic knife to know one thing apart from another: but with 
care it can also release us from our nooses, and make all a part of all else. 


to be ready to repair a memory or relationship, 


OPerspectives 03 


Knowing that reality is malleable comes with maturity. The extent to with reality is malleable was made 
clear to me in an experience in Japan. | was in charge of lighting the pathway to a new Butoh-specialty 
theatre. Since the theatre was a traditional building, and the producer extremely tightfisted, coming up 
with an elegant but cheap pathway lanterns was a challenge. What | did was buy some small traditional 
Japanese birdcages, made of thin wood and rectangular—intended for sparrows. | faced them with 
hand-made Japanese paper and inserted little light bulbs in the bottoms. Lining the path with these 
lanterns, | felt no small triumph at the literal applause that the production members gave. The very next 
day, the star of the new theatre took a look at my handiwork and with no bones about it, said she 
“hated them” and that they were “cheap”. Following her example, the previous people who had 
applauded dissembled and began, too, to disdain those very same lanterns. 


This experience of inconsistency gave to realize that what was (beautiful lanterns) has no relationship to 
what is (cheapo lanterns). The lanterns were once beautiful, but at a word, their very existence took on 
an ugliness that represented all the disappointed hopes that were placed in me. For the coworkers 
whose attitude were so malleable the issue is not that the lanterns were beautiful, but that they are 
ugly. To be more precise, the current ugliness of the lanterns seeped backwards in time so that they 
“were ugly all along”. Memories edited, an adjective placed by a powerful person travelled back in time: 
if time travel to alter the past were possible, our memories would shift too and none would notice. Only 
one person was even aware of an inconsistency, and that one person (me) adhered so much to a certain 
position that the dislocation was sharply felt. 


A powerful agent invokes difference, and group dynamics uses human strength to edit memories. Now, 
in terms of opinion, this is no rarity. It happens all the time, such as when Jane Somers pulls aside the 
curtain to reveal Doris Lessing, or Robert Galbraith becomes J.K. Rowling. Or how The Shining is seen as 
a masterpiece even as it was derided when it was released. More startlingly are the edits to the past 
that alter quantity rather than quality: involve nouns and actions rather than adjective. | lost ten dollars 
is hardly equivalent to losing a hundred dollars, yet it is a lie we like tell when we misplace our wallet. 
More saddeningly, the atrocity edited from the textbooks is blatant abuse of reverse perspective. In the 
same vein, “current events” are broadcasts of mostly unhappy things from one perspective, and so to 
look at the news from decades ago is to see an age that may have actually been much more or less 
happier than recorded. The acts of benevolence unrecorded are forgotten, the loss of lives 


minimized...what was it like, really? If the memory of injustice fades, acts literally edited out of history, 
what can we know of the “now,” much less how to make “now” more equitable? 


Happily, humans have memory. Time travel is possible because we are capable of affirming difference. 
My use of the term time travel is sly, but it makes some sense: “no, it wasn’t so,” or “Il remember 
elsewise” are differences that keep the consciousness alive. To know and communicate one’s own 
version of events might be derisively called “revisionary,” but the word is true to itself: to see again. 
With momentum and subtlety the past changes once again and actions invisible and lost to memory 
reappear, with new lessons and fresh perspectives. Re-vision. As with all my philosophy, this tool is one 
to be used with care. When | let go of an old grudge because | re-vision a friend’s actions, the friend is 
dear to me again. On the other hand, | could blanket over my ignoble selfishness with a past tense “1 
had good intentions,” and learn nothing from having hurt someone. It is harder to edit the past when 
large groups of humans are involved. It takes discernment to notice dissonance, and courage to show it. 
Groupthink and mass media are powerful editors of the past. Moreover, when is dissonance healthy 
and when is it damaging? 


As must be apparent in this and other writings, | advocate a thoughtful approach. It is easy to make 
guidelines such as to always ask “what can change with re-vision? Who will be harmed and who 
benefited? What can be learned or proliferated?” 


Beyond thoughtfulness, one of the most difficult and powerful dissonances is the transformation of the 
future. Just as a form of time-travel is possible as shown above, so is it possible to alter the future. This 
is an effective use of dissonance and groupthink. In less science-fictional terms: simple prejudice. Bad 
prejudice limits our expectations of others, and by projection, actually limits them. This is so obvious 
that | feel tempted to not write why, but explanations will help further these paragraphs. A prejudice is 
a frame that creates borders on reality. The result is that anything witnessed will only be understood 
within the lens of the pre-judgement. The frame becomes unnoticeable to the point where reality itself 
bends to fit within the borders, and what falls outside the frame becomes immediately “reframed” to 
match. 


As with all time-travel, too many times prejudice is used for the bad: a pre-judging of something 
(say....people with dark skin); that pre-judgement affects expectation and therefore outcome. As all 
scapegoats know, all oppressed people know, and all losers know, expectation often creates or limits 
outcome, because expectation has real psychological power, and reality is malleable. A more pedestrian 
example comes back to my lanterns: the bad opinion of them meant that all my work for many weeks to 
come was pre-labeled as bad no matter the quality of the actual concrete work itself. 


We should be on the lookout to where ever pre-judgements exist. Wherever prejudice raises its head. 
In fact, | counter prejudice with my own prejudice in the happiest way possible. Before any encounter, 


any expectation or formulation of another person or their work or experience, | ask myself to be biased 
towards the best. To meet new people and already expect them to be wonderful is to create wonderful 
encounters. To believe in the potential of a workmate is to create the potential in them, and often to 
activate it, too. Naiveté. The strength of the good expectation or the happy prejudice is the strength to 
keep such an attitude in the face of disappointment. The courage of naiveté. A purity from an adult 
perspective: the purity earned within all the little pettinesses and cynical habits. 


To defend from the outset is such an insult. 


For a writer to be self-defensive at the very outset is an insult to the reader and also to the writing. But 
the self-defensive arguments that follow become a coherence that forms the core of all the writing to 
come. There is no doubt that anything in this slim volume can be taken task for inconsistencies of 
metaphor, symbol, semantics, content, or logic. There is no argument that can escape dismantling and 
no passage that could not be deemed a failure. This is also true of reality. Philosophers and thinkers 
have always found the incomprehensible. Like Absurd of Camus, it is the dust irritating the eye looking 
at the world. The very existence of tautology, antimony, and paradox are the very proofs that there is a 
deep, deep ravine in our comprehension of the universe, a ravine that manifests in the scientific and 
philosophic Absurd. In a coherent universe, incoherence not even thinkable. Alas paradox manifests 
everywhere, least of all in human created thought structure. This is a tautology. Since cogitation has its 
basis in the biology of life, perhaps it is that “life” itself is the gulf that creates and sustains the Absurd. 
So in a meditation of how stupid it is to expect unity, these writings flow from nowhere to nowhere | 
know not. 


OPerspectives 04 


The core question that the Eternal Adolescents like me tend to ask is “what is the meaning of life?” This 
question is formulated very carefully. If one were to ask the “reason” of life, or the “purpose” of life, 
answers are forthcoming. The reason of life—why is one alive? The answers is a tautology, but self- 
evident as it were: one is alive because one was born; one was born because of strong biological 
imperatives; one often obeys these imperatives and creates life, too. With all the extreme biological 
and physiological drives implanted in every human, it is surprising that one should even ask what the 
“purpose” of life is: the purpose of life is to live it and continue it, obviously. From the desire for a good 


meal, sleep, elimination of waste, sex, conviviality—even in the perversions which lead to harm, humans 
are directed towards continuing life, their own and others as well. Some humans even have the desire 
to provide for non-human life—which in prospering is in the end too serving the great Life of human 
continuance. 


| will here explain only one angle of approach to the question. There are many angles to approach the 
question. 


“Meaning” is a more subtle question than reason or purpose. “Meaning” asks for significance—it is 
question that implies the presence of a signifier, a sign, symbol. The word itself has its etymology in the 
Old English word meanan, to intend, to signify, coming from the same of Old German. Ask the meaning 
of A I can say it means ki or “tree.” Asked the meaning of a particular dance movement, | can say “the 
fingers flutter because of the presence of the Holy winding through them.” Asked the meaning of my 
name: “vapour” in old Hebrew. And so on. To ask for meaning is to imply the sign, and by extension 
with the same etymology, ask for significance. Meanings are beyond logic, beyond mere origins. 
Meanings ask for signals. In a word—asking “how is my life important?” A question that unconsciously 
wants to be given for life-continuance beyond biological drives: does this life, this span of several 
decades, actually signal anything at all beyond itself? 


Meaning is something assigned to a sign: lives aren't signs. 


But as we know that our thoughts are eternally bound up with Life, there can be no answer Beyond Life. 
Everything we do can only hold significance to those who are alive or unborn. In 2,000 years this one 
human life may “mean” nothing, but for several decades it has significance for other lives. There is truly 
no human whose life has not been held important by some other; even the lives of the most 
marginalized, obscure, or unknown humans are seen as significant by an empathic others—even if that 
other has never heard the name of or knows not the existence of one specific human being on another 
continent. An importance attached to beings without specificity; this is completely valid. It is 
demonstrated by the most basic tenets of all the biggest philosophies on Earth, which deny the inviting 
concept of solipsism. Uncountable humans feel compassion to beings born and died millennia ago, or 
beings who will live centuries hence. 


So “What is the meaning of life” is anserwrable in reflection to other lives. Another question that 
usually follows is the all pervasive query of the overpopulated 21st century: “am | important?” 


“Am |important?” This question, looked at etymologically, also begs for extension: “important”: “be 
significant,” from Latin importare (important), bring in, carry, convey: assimilated from “in” with “port”. 
“Am | important?” = “Do | bring anything in?” The etymology is clear: to bring something in is to have 


significance, meaning. A reformulation of the question might easily be “do | contribute anything?” The 
existential search for meaning in life is tangled with the question of significance and contribution. No 
one wants their life to be a cipher, a Zero. An old insult is “you are a Zero,” tantamount to telling 
someone they have no meaning, no import in life. 


But as I’ve said, the significance one feels in life can only be bound up within this life. Even in the case of 
“delayed gratification,” where your life or effort might attain import only posthumously, imagination 
sustains us through bitter pastures. There are some who are more vital: they experience pleasure in the 
act itself with no request for recognition. 


In English, all this playing with etymology takes us this far, but the same conclusions could be reached 
without the aid of word games simply by taking in the implications of the question itself. “The meaning 
of life” wants to know the utility of a life, the sign of the whole, turning what is actually a verb 
(continuing existence / life) and giving it the status of anoun. What is it that my life as a whole signifies? 
The only possible answers lie either within the self or within others. 


a) the self can find significance in various ways. The pleasure of action, manifold desires and 
interactions with others, or a personal philosophy. 


not to be mutually excluded with 


b) the ways in which one affects others makes one aware of personal significance. 


There are only these two accesses of self. The self accessing, and judging the self, or the self using other 
humans as a mirror to shape one’s own perception of one’s self by various degrees. Most of us 
experience a mix. It would be nice to write that “the meaning of life is up to you,” but it is the rare 
person who is totally unaffected by surroundings, and as the members of any marginalized group know, 
feeling valid can be quite difficult without a degree of recognition. This is why saying “thank you” is so 
vital so many cultures, and expressing gratitude a core component of many faiths. To express thanks is 
to give import to someone, to recognize them... 


Internalize this concept of life-meaning and signifiers and significance, and one has such a hard time 
returning to phatic phrases. As if suddenly, every hitherto phatic phrase becomes sincere. One small 
example: at work, when being corrected for a mistake, | thank my coworkers before apologizing, which 
gives them the sense that they have helped me, and adds to their life-meaning. This custom of mine 
startles them, but at least | startle them with a smile. 


This is how philosophy can change lives. From a galaxy-wide perspective, maybe life means nothing (the 
sun will blow up), and we’re all going to die and all will return to elemental molecules. We the readers 
of this text won’t be around to experience that (it would be interesting), but have only the bookends of 
death and birth where we may act. Action is possible for many of us, and so the end proposal here is to 
act in ways that incur health and meaning in others, and by reflection, ourselves. 


If only you knew what was in store for you. I'd like to tell you if only you knew what was “coming,” but 
that would imply that | am travelling to meet you. | can’t comfort you by assurances that you will 
somehow stay still and somehow meet me. You will become me. Don’t quail, don’t be afraid, I’m not 
out to hurt you. As alien as | seem now, | promise you that the metamorphosis will feel entirely natural. 
Would you be more satisfied if you struggled in the cocoon of your pain to emerge a butterfly? But 
cocoons must only nourish, and though growth is painful, cocoons must be made of silk and nutritious 
elements. Tell me truly, would being a butterfly actually satisfy you? With such easily rippable wings? 
Well, take it from me: you ain’t becoming no butterfly. 


Don’t even go there, my friend. (| would like to be a friend to you.) There is no one thing or another you 
will become with finality. You will never be final until the moment you die. (And even that’s debatable.) 
If you want to become a completed product, you will be a completed product as a dance is a completed 
product or a paella. Ephemeral. Changing. Eaten. Nutritious. Yes, yes my friend this last: nutritious! 
Nutritious nutrients are always moving and going. The paella like a great experience nurtures you and 
adds to your health. It always helps when it is delicious. So now I’d like to ask, why keep eating 
undelicious things? You are always choosing the bitterest fruits of experience. Are you somehow in the 
position of thinking only the bitter nourishes you? Let me tell ya, thats no good. 


And truth be, I’m being literal and metaphorical here, punk. | mean it literally: eat delicious things and 
eat enough of them to feel good. And metaphorically too: why must you partake of the most bitter 
habits, the ones that started as guides and became cages? Metal bars aren’t too delicious when you are 
in prison, bub. 


Habit. Long term goals. A nice body. Self-control. | know. | get it. Are you living your life for ideals or 
for experiences or for achievements? It sounds to me like you’re living life for ideals. So much so that 
achievements are being sacrificed for those same ideals: ideals you hold because you want to achieve! 
Well. Let me tell you. Ideals are ideas. Ideas become real things. But you wanna know what makes real 
things even more real? Achievement. Making them. You’re so bound up with ideals that they have 


replaced actual motion. If it weren’t so bitter feeling it would be pathetic comedy. No, it is pathetic 
comedy. | changed my mind. 


In all compassion though: the ideals are so heavy and stringent that it is all you can do to adhere to 
them, much less create art while making a living on top of that. The only morality you have to think 
about is your contribution. You need to do whatever makes you happy in order to contribute. You need 
sleep, calm, and many, many cookies to be happy. Let me tell you a big secret: the most happy you'll 
ever be is when you actually contribute. That’s right. The satisfaction you'll feel when you contribute 
will outweigh the satisfaction you feel adhering to your precious and heavy ideals all the damn time. 


In Camus’ version Sisyphus didn’t mind pushing the boulder all the way up the hill again because he 
found more happiness in the actions than in the ideals. The muscular tiredness he feels are the bodily 
evidences of effort well expended: look the boulder is much higher! The next morning he begins again 
because he slept well, and he has a good attitude because of the satisfaction of action. If he were to 
adhere strictly to some abstract ideals about how the boulder must remain at the mountain peak, if he 
were to spend all night fighting the boulder from rolling down again he would exhaust himself and his 
pain would be the pain of stress and humiliation. 


I’m telling you: | know what I’m talking about. | have deep compassion for you. | have so much 
empathy that | wish | could take your inflexibility as my own. But since you will become me, I’d prefer to 
not be contaminated by your poison. 


Will other people ever be touchable again? Will you ever experience true limerence ever again? That 
bright green light rimming the edges of awareness, the virditas promised you by no less than Kim 
Stanley Robinson, Iris Murdoch, and Thomas Man? The motion of Sensei? The hyper-kindness of 
Yolanda? The cat-strokes of Keila? The smile of Bunpu? Will you ever be touchable again? 


You must know that if you live to the age of seventy—a conservative estimate—you’ re only half way 
there. You can accomplish as much in the next 35 years as you have till now. 


| know how worried you are about book-time. Well let me tell you. Brutally frank: your book time 
averages about 90 min a day. Is that so bad? Are you being consumed by books? You idiot. Iris 
Murdoch and Hijikata and Sensei and so many others managed to achieve while reading as many 
volumes as you. To Say it is a choice between book-time and motion is just a stupid escape. 


| know you like it harsh, so here it is: if you keep on this way, you’ll die. That sounds good to you now 
does it? It sure doesn’t sound good to me, yo. | know what you haven’t seen, and if | could tell you... If 


you suicide, you will kill me as well. That ain’t nothing to you, | know, but damn, think about it! You 
have compassion for everyone but the theoretical “ideal self?” 


In the end of Pedro Almodovar’s film La mala educacién is an exhortation to passion. In my halcyon 
twenties, passion was the first and most acute guarantee of artistic creation against the lithic vestitures 
encountered after graduation from the microcosm of college. Passion, with all the colours the word 
implies, was my palette with which | lived, the brushes used to colourfy the unforgiving boulders that 
daily bruise one. As energy can neither be destroyed or created, every ambition brought electricity to 
the nerves and ultimately, muscles, an energy that manifested in Praxis. The wellspring of artistic 
intensity re-stained reality and the act of creation was so intense and common that the phrase “art 
making” seems restrained for all the vivacity to which life answered. 


With setbacks and depression, blisters that oozed sour pus and even gave the odour of judgementalism, 
it was second-nature to express the pain and then leave it in the past tense so freshness was so easy 
that naiveté too was no effort. | was a medium of passion, which was manifest in the intensity of crying 
spells, sex, eating habits, in loneliness and in human communion. In dance and choreography and the 
gathering of people to make art, ever more art. Some seeds are oblong and pointy and may pierce the 
flesh, but for me even those experiences were so terrible, so sad, extremities of sharp pain, but like that 
seed, blooming ever again. 


When was it that the seeds stopped germinating? When did a landslide covered over the variegated 
edifice I’d created and buried the palette? The evaporation was silent. “When thirsty, drink water,” but 
renewal began less and less to revivify. An ideal of perfection, like all ideals, was a static image that 
denied achievement. Perfection experienced in the present tense is always to lack, and so succumb to 
movement-less existence. Perhaps the fires finally became embers which became ashes because in 
ascribing emotional quietude an ideal which included unlimited effort to achieve, | burned myself out. 
In a manner of self-deception, “action” was equated with “achievement” which was the equal of 
passion. The causes and effects of those became so cloudy that only when aleatory winds blew them 
aside was | able to glimpse what I’d done to myself. 


From where | know not came the deep desire to traverse the galaxy. In a literal escape from this world, 
looking to solar winds to billow the sails, a shadow of a self set to journey far, far from starlight. There is 
something mathematical about navigating like this: maybe the absolute absence of moisture would at 
least allow a parched soul to dry to a parchment to write new equations which would eventually allow 
arriving at a water planet to slake the thirst for passion. 


And so despite that my friends still believed in my brimming passion, | was empty , not even a seed but a 
shell looking methodically for that which had leaked or spilled out. Thank you, friends. But you could 
not have known that was was filling me was not. It was a denial and an affirmation of passion that it 
both filled me created this outer, and burned me and created this husk. True enough, it is a husk with 
good intentions. It is a paradox, but | am overflowing with thank yous. 


To take this assertion even further, to ask “what is the meaning of life” is more and more fundamentally 
an expression that one wishes to do Good. 


Guidelines for making theatre art with Abel 


Recognize and internalize the following. 


a) Abel is human. 


b) You, too, are human. 


c) Humans make mistakes. 


d) Humans have differences. 


e) No one working here will hurt or disrespect another on purpose. 


f) Humans being what they are, misunderstandings or ill-feeling will occur. 


h) We will agree to disagree, if needed. 


i) Or, we will agree to agree. 


j) We will never disagree to disagree. 


k) We will never hold on to ill-feeling, resentment, anger, or negativity. 


1) We will be prejudiced by nothing, ever. 


m) We will believe in the project. 


n) Discussion is important. 


o) Rehearsal is more important. 


p) We will have compassion for each others bodies and health. 


q) We will take care of our own bodies and selves, too. 


r) We will learn the difference between pain that indicates harm and pain that indicates growth. 


s) We will never take criticism personally. 


t) Abel is a counsellor and healer when Abel is not in “work-mode”. 


u) So please, trust. Abel is there to heal and counsel when not in work-mode. 


v) 


Pause. Put everything on hold for amoment. Reflect. Reflection: as a human being, you have no choice 
but to be influenced by environment, and therefore the environment is reflected in you. You too area 
mirror, reflecting your situation. Please pause and think this over. Reflect on how your thoughts and 
actions are a distorted mirror. That if, say, the beautiful tree near your home were to be struck by 
lightning fourteen times in a row, how your emotions would reflect that externality. Less approachable, 
how do you reflect out all the minuscule judgments you encounter humdrum? Even more abstractly: 
what version of yourself reflects back to you from Outside, from Others, and how much of that image 
forms the shape of your beautiful mirror soul? Your mirror is a shape that reflects you. 


nu 


The word-images “reflect on the situation,” “let us to reflect,” “self-reflective moments,” etc., occur in 
every language. It is a tacit agreement that we-selves are indeed continuous reactions to external and 
internal data, and our reactions are mirrors of that data. The shapes of our mirrors are literally 
ourselves, therefore true self-reflection must involve a deliberate distortion of our accustomed shapes: 
with no effort to distort, there is no way to notice our true propensities. It is just these lengths we refer 
to when we say “you need more distance,” or “now that I’ve gotten some distance from the 


situation....” 


It is the Outliers who know best the frame. Environment is so total, so vast and literally penetrating 
your very being that isolating just the constraints of your particular mirroring of it is almost impossible. 
Environment is (but not only) a priori, and so identifying the human-formed edges of the vast mirror of 
relationships to self and environment is a heroic conceit. The outliers who imperfectly respond to 
enviromnent are compelled to know their own mirror frame because they are forced to notice where 
they do not match expectation. They are in an excellent position to disrupt, improve, or help human 
cooperation. 


Beautiful Puzzle. My friend Keith is a beautiful puzzle. 


My world-view asserts that mere existence is a verb—the pre-conception that something “is” is because 
it keeps on verbing (and of course changing). The book is “booking,” as are conceptions, thoughts, 
asteroids, and magnetic waves. Of course, a book “booking” is merely a convenient verbing of the noun 
“book”. It is actually matter existing, verbing in the shape (temporarily) of a book. Given all that we 


know about the universe, there will certainly be a time when the it won’t exist as a book anymore: 
matter will change into a different form. Where did the book go? Ontologically, there was a shape 
matter took that is/was the form of a book, which for the sake of convenience we call a “book”. The 
designation “book” is a localized description. Let’s not get stuck on grammar. 


Additionally, “existence is not an activity” is taken as one of the basics: | believe that existence is activity. 
It is the activity of being. (I will use the words “being” and “existence” interchangeably.) Here, the noun 
and verb of “being” (to be, a being) can not be separated. At the foundation, the subject and verb are 
the same. The active activity of being is shown in the frenzied atomic and quantum movements in even 
vacuum or the most stable thought-concept. If these quantum atomic movements were to cease, what 
would happen? (Please let me know.) 


From the ceaseless being of being, | obtain that the underpinning of all we experience—wether one 
believes in solipsism, modern particle physics, or even ??Paramidie’s Unity—is difference. Furthermore, 
| assert that difference too is a verb. Difference is absolutely the only absolute. If all of all is reducible to 
unvarying types of particles, and that “difference” is only an illusion because these same particles are 
organized differently, then already difference has presence. This in addition to the subatomic 
vibrations of matter. “Difference” is a verb because difference continues. For example if there is a letter 
“L” that has a shape different from “E,” then L and E will always be different from each other 
continuously, and only in a theoretical cessation of existence would L and E stop being different. If the L 
grew two arms, it would be an E. If | have one mp3 file on my computer, and you have the same file on 
yours, then what differs between them? The same set of binary data that make up the groovy song we 
both enjoy. | listen to your file, you listen to mine, they are the same. What changes? How can | 
articulate difference in such an identical set of files? This particular case is easy. | would like to have 
someone find find a true, true non-difference in the world. Maybe absolute zero? 


This verb of “differ” is as wide in meaning and implication as the word “exist” to which is it bound. The 
aforementioned book next to me on this table is different from the table: there is difference. Not only 
that, but the book itself was different now than it was one second ago: sub-atomic physics guarantees 
this. | use the word “difference” as broadly as possible, physically, conceptually, metaphorically, 
literally. Therefore, it is easy to join the verb “exist” and the verb “differ” to create a foundation for all 
existence. (Can we call this new verb “Exing”?) 


Objection 1: in this view, “to exist is to differ”. But the reverse is counter-intuitive: “to differ is to exist” 
is putting the cart before the horse. 


Response: “to exist” is the most comprehensive and inclusive activity. Like the verb “fly” which 
presumes on movement, “existing” or existence, already by its very definition includes difference at the 


level of definition. Indeed if something did not differ, it would be impossible to know it exists: even the 
possibility is erased, since “possibility” is a conceptual difference itself, albeit contained in thought. 


Objection 2: where are the predicates to these verbs? If all existence is a verb how can matter be 
conceived? 


Good objection! Existence is a priori. All matter does at least two things: it exists and it differs. If it did 
not exist, it would not exist...and if it did not differ, it would be exempt from the laws of physics and 
therefore not exist (circular reasoning). This leads to Objection #3: 


Objection 3: how do you account for things that don’t exist, like unicorns or my youthful career as a teen 
idol? 


What if the verb “exist” was placed in the negative, and we ended up with “non-existing” as a real 
activity? If “non-existence” were an active verb as well, it might be outside of the realm of thought, 
because when we conceive of “non-existence,” the idea is a thought construct that most definitely does 
exist. To conceive of something no existing is to conceive of difference which at the same time exists. 
When we say “X does not exist,” the negative is a designator for a specific type of existence, one usually 
context based (does not exist in a specific form). 


After all, unicorns in a sense do exist, as “unicorn” is a referent which most people recognize. And if one 
were to google the word “unicorn,” plenty of realistic images and videos of unicorns would appear. But 
we all know unicorns don’t exist. But there exists indeed difference, the difference existing as a 
“unicorn” as opposed to a paperweight or an eel. Is there a problem? This is no problem. When we say 
“unicorns do not exist,” the word “exist” refers to a specific kind of existence: that of a living unicorn 
come into being by the same biologic process that brings lions into being. Otherwise, of course 
“unicorns” exist! This comes across almost a tautology, but if one is to make sense of seeming 
contradictions, one must pay attention to the unspoken assumptions that statements assume. 


This is the same a sentence like “an unthinkable thought does not exist,” as well as “the future does not 
exist” as well as “the past does not exist”. There are volumes and volumes of unsaid structures that only 
philosophers really enjoy mapping. | would not like to spend lots of space illustrating them. In the 
atoms of the brain, many unicorns obtain tangibility. 


As for my past as a teen idol, that past does not exist. Yet it does. In as much as the only evidence of 
the past actually existing is in the evidences and memories of change, a verification of my life then 
would give evidence that | was not a teen idol. This particular inquiry leads to interesting explorations: 


Exploration 1) This past of mine needs third party verification if many humans are to know it existed. | 
lack that third party. But if | found many conspirators to verify that teen idol past, then just how does it 
exist? Think of religions... 


Exploration 2) To assert that the past “exists” is at the same time to know that the past is different, as 
all existence is difference. However, would it not be more accurate to say that the past “existed”? We 
can at least day the past “was and is” different. 


In a boring semantic sense: if one were to narrow the verb “exist” to mean “keeping to a set of 
consistencies,” then it is true that this book and that regret, my Auntie and your keepsake will not 
“exist” at some point, and application of the past-tense is fine. 


But if one were to use the verb “exist” as a wide, wide verb that demands difference, then it just that 
those temporaries above entail an existence in which thought-categories shift. The Auntie might die 
and be cremated, so in a narrow sense she stops existing, though in a wide sense, it is just that her very 
atoms and energies have changed form; in a vivid sense, our memories of her are extant, and for 
something to be extant is for it to exist. To be sure, those memories are subject to change. The same is 
true of a regret or even a law. 


Exploration 3) The existence of the past is only ever accessible in terms of the present. (This is true for 
the future as well.) Unlike the future, the past leaves evidence of what occurred, and we humans are 
able to remember difference, an ability that allows the past to even be noticed. In the terms of 


yn. 


existence then, “the past’”is different, and therefore exist(ed)s. 


Objection 4: who cares? Word games. 


The most serious objection yet! 


This is a collection of thoughts by someone whose nature is to absorb, process, and regurgitate. 
Those moments of the day in which I can engage in the luxury of thinking—waiting at the post- 
office, exercising a limb—all those blank times I fill with attempts at formulating philosophies 
that are internally consistent, yet apply to the "real world" in useful ways. As a reader of 
philosophy, but no scholar, these musings will doubtlessly seem like navel-gazing to some, or 
even useless—but maybe amidst these sentences a glimmer of originality will catch the eye here 
or there. 


Apprehending "reality" is a dubious venture, maybe seconded by the equally perilous attempt to 
define reality. The simultaneously analog and digital nature of matter, quantum uncertainty; even 
the effort to think of Time as a container and/or a medium, or maybe something else—these 
journeys have immense rewards, but as soon as one approaches a "truth," it melts within the 
warmth of our grasping hands. 


And then there are the sheer volume of "things" which we encounter every day: apples, oranges, 
chapped lips, tangled phone lines, expired horoscopes, soothing flavors, a sweet feeling of regret, 
marred surfaces, clear water, a fleeting smell, a sneeze, an attractive face, house-dust, self- 
discipline, mathematics, a speck on the cover of a magazine at the tax assessor office, departures, 
triangles, moss at the bottom of a gutter, optimism and hope reinforced by some stray inhibition. 
The distinction between tangible and intangible. (And must there be a distinction? Every 
abstract formulation must be present in some fold of the brain for the thought to even exist.) 
Several billion humans, animals, histories and futures; points of view. 


We humans have devised many systems in order to make some sense (there are, after all, more 
than five senses) of the world: various co-habitiating grammars and languages, mathematics and 
definitions that enfold one another in self-consistency (we hope). Some of these systems span 
more time and space than others, ideas that endure centuries, if not millennia; some arise 
independently within diverse and isolated human groupings, yet other systems have become 
global through communication between communities. Many of these systems are assumed (by 
me, by you) to be universal. Certainly finding a community of humans whose cognitive patterns 
would not allow for the distinction between | (singular) and 2 (plural) would be difficult. But 
then, just when one might think "at least the idea of quantity is universal," one might learn that 
some languages, such as Japanese, don't have rigid grammars of singular and plural nouns even 
though counting exists within them. Or that the distinctions between nouns and verbs blur 
immeasurably in some languages: internal logics "other" than that of English but just as 
consistent and even justifiable, that break down the easy assumptions about "reality" made by the 
very tools used to communicate said "reality". 


The most pervasive of these tools are used to isolate stabilities. (Because time does not have a 
stop,) All things flow and change. In this dazzling array of transitions, I see at least two types of 
stabilities. One is a stability unchanging and reliable. In this case “stability” may be an illusion, 
but hand a triangular pebble to any human of any culture, and most will agree in the stable nature 
of that pebble, even if some of us beleive it to be a rock, or a talisman; or some of us know full 
well that this pebble was not always so, and won’t always be in the same configuration. Many 
graspable objects fall into this Reliable Stability, including object that change daily, but whose 
essential Reliability is not in doubt, like faces, trees, water, simple emotions, phonetic letters, and 
numbers. These are Reliable because even if many points of views contradict the nature of, say, 
a facial expression, we tacitly agree that there is a face to be interpreted or a series of letters to be 


deciphred. Let us say that Reliable Stabilities are the ones that don’t shift with cultural 
difference or the passage of hundreds of years. 


So the next set of stabilities are the ones that I call Variable. Stabilities that we might take for 
granted as a society, as individuals, or as humans in this century, but are truly subject to universal 
shifts. As I describe “faces” as one Reliable Stability, then ideas of “facial expression” are 
Variable Stabilities. All this means is that although we can mostly all agree on the existence of a 
face and expression (Reliable), the meaning of that expression is Variable. A smile is well 
known for being a universal and stable communication of good will or cheer, but it is 
demonstrably true that smiles of malice exist, and that some cultures bare their teeth in their 
equivalant of a smile, an expression frightening to many other humans. So there is an idea of a 
“stability” in the conception of a smile, but it takes little mental effort to see how variable this is. 
A very contemporary American example might be the conception of human life: when human 
life begins is the center of many debates over abortion rights. This example shows how 
something as definfitive as “life” is a Variable notion that is not stable. The same is true for 
“beauty,” for “moral truth,” and even for such a seemingly stable isolate as color: “blue” is not 
always blue in different cultures. (In Japan, traffic lights are “blue”.) Other variable stabilities 
involve the notion of personhood , the worth of patriotism, the merit of a virtuoso performance, 
many adjectives (your “cool” maybe quite “hot” to me), and of course ethical positions. 


In a brutal reduction, Reliable Stabilities are those that merely exist in ways not easily debatable 
(outside the confines of metaphysics, philosophy, or physics), while Variable Stabilities can seem 
universal but actually shift in the gulfs between humans and / or time. Most take it that enacting 
genocide is very, very bad (as do I), but there are variant views of reality where genocide is a 
moral imperative. I do not in anyway support genocide (I condemn it), but the fact that genocide 
has been actively carried out shows that certian Stabilities, like the sanctity of life, are less 
reliable than we’d like them to be. 


[artificial and natural stabilities] 


OMeta_ 03 


Consciousness "lives" in the energies of our brains. The constant flicker and fire of electrical 
and chemical energy across neurons and nerves, structures and messages and signals. It is 
generally accepted that if this electrical weather were to totally end, so would our lives. If the 
brain stops managing the body—we'll die—and if the body stops providing nourishment for the 
brain—we'd die too. This open system is literally dependent on energy renewal in the form of 
food, drink, and air. When the replenishment stops, so too, will we. 


(Parts of the above paragraph seem to posit a difference between brain and body: each one 
supporting the other, "hand in hand," so to speak. But since the brain is a part of the corpus, I 
believe it can be misleading or even dangerous to a priori conjure them to be apart: to be isolate 
"nouns". All the organs [brain included] of the body—are processes that work in conjunction 
with each other—verbing—in time—continuous processes producing [even now] "life". All vital 
organs are processes which in turn vitalize every other organ/process. Certainly, as a medium 
through which the world is accessed, it is easy to prioritize the brain. In our gratitude for life 
continuation, thanks are due to all the systems, verbs, cooperations, brain included.) 


To continue with the renewal necessary for this great process, our life. Beginning with physics: 
the Law of the Conservation of Energy states that energy can neither be created nor destroyed— 
although it can change form. For example, the energy in the form of oils in our food becomes 
the necessary energy to power our bodies, some being used by the brain, some by the muscles, 
some by the liver, etc, etc. So the the energy in the oils becomes electrical energy, mechanical 
energy, heat, and many other forms of energy, which in turn are "converted" and converted again, 
and we must resupply from time to time and eat. Like the energy of the battery in your phone, 
we need to replenish. Ending that replenishment leads eventually to death—but death can also 
intercede, and end the replenishment when we might wish it to continue. 


In a very literal way, consciousness lives in the continual and ever (re)new(ed) interplay of 
electricity in our brains. Rather than say that our "consciousness is energy," it might be more 
accurate to understand that the physical structures of the brain are dependent on this energy— 
which "plays upon" these structures and ever evolve jointly so that consciousness is always, and 
can only be: a verb. 


I too, math, apart not, subjective objective, logic, 

human of philosophy 

difference 

all kinds (macro micro, semantic uselessness for discussion) 
affective 


The human animal has a particular tendency towards contrarianism. Discussions of ideas are 
quite vulnerable to this tendency. Any philosophic essay I embark upon may be criticized from 
the very first sentence by anyone and with any number of tools. One may choose to decimate 
my words from grammatical or semantic stance, one might take all my metaphors and expressive 
phrases and literalize them for the sake of cutting me down, or you could even take exception 
with my particular word choices or terms, and argue my failure as an essayist. Feel free to do 
any of those things. 


But I do believe that there is a value in entering into philosophic arenas, and if discussion is to 
prove fruitful, I would rather be judged in more mature ways, rather than being the target of 
solipsistic devices that aim to promote rather than explore difference. In other words, the 
difference between useful criticism and useless criticism might be one of motive, either 
stemming from a desire to genuinely disagree with ideas, or the mere contrarianism inherent in 
many human beings. 


In language, words are but symbols of ideas or phenomena. Humans are able to communicate 
effectively because in general, we agree to the equivalency of meaning in certain word-symbols. 
My concept of "cat" might differ substantially from yours, but we agree in this equivalency 
enough to be able to talk about cats in general, or my cat or your cat. In translations of literature, 
there can be no true equivalency between the words of one language and another, but we suspend 
this inconvenient truth for the sake of communication—somehow we muddle along, discussing 
French philosophy in Japanese or reading Borges in Tagalog. These equivalencies may be 
illusory, but they are useful for the sake of ideas, discussion, friendship, international law, or all 
other human commerce. 


That said, 


I too would like to believe in a logic that exists apart from the noosphere of ideas and words. A 
realm of truth that is not dependent on the human; truths that stand apart from the subjective 
human experience, with all its messy emotions and cognitive biases. As for me, I easily 
convince myself that such separate truth exists: mathematics and logic are conceptual tools that 
originate (and end?) with the human mind, and even instrumental measurement of the physical 
world is dependent on human perception and a very human quantization of natural phenomena. 
So we begin with, and end with, the human. 


The human mind is capable of the most seamless twists of logic—it is always amazing to me 
how certain cognitive postulates become embedded as "objective," or "truth," when in fact all 
cognition has the human brain—with all its habits—as origin. 


When asked to think of "opposites," one can come up with many examples: black/white, 
agree/disagree, float/sink, hard/soft, kind/mean, and so on. Opposites are really just a means of 
categorization. So let’s look at the different ways that “opposite” is used in categorization, and 
the different frames that antonyms contain in their very constructions. 


The poles of many opposites do truly differ from each other to merit distinction in the terms of 
this concept of opposing—of opposites. Black/white: complete absence and complete presence 
together form a pair that logic tells us, can include differences such as empty/full, and by 
extending the metaphor, unknown/known, and even the duality of good/evil (presence or absence 
of healthful or harmful intention). 


Thus, some of these pairs of antonyms maybe be conceived as either/or situations, zero or all; 
quantity non-existent versus existent (and in the case of black/white, total presence). In this way, 
absence and presence may be thought of a difference termed in quantity. However, I would like 
to identify a type of pair in which presence is already a given, and so the construction of 
“opposite” is actually a measure of quantity. There are many antonyms that are constructed not 
from difference of presence (black and white), but such quantitative differences. Such opposites 
include many/few, poor/wealthy, nadir/zenith, short/tall. These kinds of pairs can become the 
basis for literal opposition (in the sphere of human activity), such as poor vs. wealthy, or hot vs. 
cold, tall vs. short. These pairs depend on context, and sometimes shift in unpredictable ways. 
What is costly for you might be cheap to me, but what is mild to me might seem spicy to another. 
Call these “relative” antonyms, because their values shift according to relationships. 


Easy enough. I will identify one more kind of opposite (if this were a dissertation on semantics, 
we could devote many more pages to categorization, but alas—the focus here is on human habit), 
and then maybe—if you're lucky—I'll let you know where I am going with these procedures. 


The most difficult to identify: the subjective opposite where presence/absence or relative 
quantity is not the issue; rather difference is constructed. That is, quality, a term with which we 
must first remove all connotation of judgement, and resist the habit of thinking in terms of"high" 
or "low" quality. (Quality which can ultimately, in extreme extension, be termed in difference of 
quantity Measurements of beauty, scientific evidences of universal balances and proportion that 
are pleasing to the human eye/ear, etc.) For example: dancing/acting, speaking/singing, 
eating/drinking, domestic/wild, boy/girl. Because these pairs are not opposites at all. Eating is 
not the opposite of drinking! And the antonym of girl cannot be boy! In lists of antonyms, 
however, these and many more suspect pairs are present. 


It is in the pairing of these words that false oppositions are created: A and/or B, a facile habit 
which then assigns a pair of concepts an opposing duality, and then lazily forgets that these pairs 


are not opposing, but rather, complementary. “Pairing” is a bad habit. It limits expression and 
thought. If the only options were boy or girl, how limited the human experience! “Girl” and 
“Boy” are qualities of being human, two among an infinite variety. Certainly, it is often 
convenient habit: one can speak of either specializing in song and/or dance—but a habit we 
should not take for granted and limit ourselves and others. 


Even further: framing concepts as “complementary” is just fine, as dancing maybe a compliment 
to singing, etc; but the term “complementary” again implies “two,” making the emergence of 
third or fourth or fifteenth qualities less easy. Domestic/wild animals there may be, but two 
categories is never enough to allow all the tame, tamed, feral or neglected animals (and many 
more) into the mix. 


And just so with gender expression as well—many of us now include: 


Female 

Male 

Feminine Male 

Masculine Female 

Neither masculine nor feminine male 
Neither masculine nor feminine female 
Masculine intersex 

Feminine intersex 

Intersex 

Neuter 

True mix of feminine and masculine 
Agender 


And if you go to http://www.apath.org/rede/23.html there is a list of 63 genders. 


This is certainly open minded progress in comparison to a conservative past, but in fact, quite 
limited. Notice how these expressions of gender, and I include all 63 are variations on a theme. 
That theme is pretty obvious, and can be expressed as different ways of fitting (or not fitting) 
@,@.¢, and 9 together. Already the limits become obvious. But all is not lost: certain terms 
like Pangender, Genderqueer, and Third Gender are helping us become more broadminded. 


Language shows its limitations here, in that any all qualities and compliments are infinite and 
infinitely shaded in grey. This example is just one. I could have (should have?) chosen to 
illustrate my meaning with a different but just as artificial duality, like reading/writing. 


Coming here, it is tempting now to generally lament the limits of language to describe the real 
world, and describe how “useless” language becomes when we open ourselves to all possibilities 
and tell ourselves that such philosophizing has no point. To say “anything can be anything, and 
everything can be anything, therefore anything can be everything and everything can be 
everything,” throw in the towel, and return to the comfortable limits of daily life and language. 


But I am in disagreement to such a giving in. There is a reason to recognize the limits of 
language. Finding the limits helps de-limit the borders of language—and thus open 


“Difference is invisible” 


"The adequate shoe makes one forget the foot". 


OPerspectives_05 


Since I believe that philosophy and ideas have invisible super-powers over us humans, I could 
never dismiss philosophizing as empty. It is only empty if you choose it to be so. 


Pithy phrases reach us like seeds scattered on the wind: 99.9% will fail to grow—but some 
phrase, some apt sentence might stay with one long enough to grow, bloom, blossom. Only by 
choosing to cultivate them can any gnomic words really change us. 


Most of the time, we'll read something like "you reap what you sow," and think, "huh. Yea. 
What a good way of putting it," and then move on, shallowly affected for a few minutes. 
Sometimes one might even think "how trite!" Or "that's all very well, but I still gotta go to work 
today." 


But no matter how trite seeming, when you internalize and mull a phrase—its implications— 
exegesis—even!—it will change you. Many years ago John Fleming said to me "Abel get with 
it! Every step you take is a step into the future!" Yeah, a trite truth at first glance, maybe. But 
his words really stuck with me. Thinking those words for many, many years has had an 
immeasurable affect on who I am at this moment. Thank you, John. 


Luckily, not all the quotes and pretty sentences we meet take root. To a degree, we can choose 
which ideas we deepen. The point is, these ideas can be shallow or deep, affecting or trite—we 
may choose. The degree to which one sentence may change you depends on the amount of 
mental effort you use in its service. 


Then, to evolve in concert with an idea—well! 


...and if I choose to read a whole book of a philosophy, and find myself affected in a good 
way...I reread it! 


During a bath is the ideal time to philosophize: 


Because at the end of a bath, I always stand and take a freezing shower; in other words, I must 
transition from a recumbent and passive state to that of standing and shivering. Instead of 
standing via volition (telling myself to stand), and instead of standing as a consequence of 
passivity (I overheat in the bathwater and therefore must stand), I'd like to stand as a mere 
consequence of the natural processes of "life," or going with the flow—in other words: be neither 
volitional or passive. 


A schema in which mathematics and logic too, are but qualia. 


In a certain cognitive schema, everything is a verb, and nouns are not possible except as a 
convenience. 


There is a lot of rhetoric and praise regarding being mindful of the ever-present Now. To live 
each moment. 


But me, I'd like to escape the present tense. And I don't mean to live in the past, or in memories 
or a constructed future. (And what are those constructs anyway but a means of passing the "now" 
differently.) Rather, to "be" outside of the whole shebang of time and the concept of. 


Literally unimaginable, I imagine. 


Viz my last post, in this case, "becoming" would be a wholly inapplicable term or idea, or 
concept. 


What if we replaced the word "soul" with the word "becoming"? 


Soul Searching = Becoming Searching 
Soul-Mate = Becoming Mate 


Do we have Souls? Do we have Becomings? 


Naturally, as we live life (age), our philosophy (intentions) of living evolve and change—but 
more and more, I think that my philosophies (approaches) to life—in fact, necessarily, change 
radically within just one day, or one while. 


So that my basic raison d'étre may be different now than earlier this morning, or tonight. Must 
be. 


Human selves are as vessels, interior states always in flux, the external only hints at the contents. 
No mature human wants to do bad; but sometimes we cannot help who we are. Understanding 
this will help understand those who hurt you. 


Many humans do bad out of negligence, or lack of effort. This is different from purposeful hurt. 
Few humans hurt on purpose. Those that do have either been taught to loose human-fellowship 
or were damaged. 


Infinite though human experience is, the sum total of all human experiences and lives and 
thoughts and deeds since the dawn of time to its infinite end will never be more than an invisible 
speck compared to the vastness of the universe and the existence of reality beyond the human 
brain. 


Since we can only perceive through the brain, we can never apprehend an existence independent 
of ourselves. Imagination will always be human, and the most abstract and gifted thinkers will 
always be human too. Numbers and logic, math and thermodynamics, laws of physics; truths 
about the physical universe—incredible fortresses of science. Human gifts for human thought. 


True—without the existence of, we may not know the world or ourselves. 


I long for independence from human. A mote of dust in a distant galaxy, a rock on an 
undiscovered planet. Without the human mind to grasp and structure. A tree. An organized 
solar structure, like a star. Magma or a mild grouping of molecules in space. A physical constant 
like c or h. 


Humans all pass into this state, and become matter, but we must loose the human and never 
return. Hamlet's undiscovered country. But why choose to die when myriad pleasures come 
from this human brain. Chemicals whose structures which I have no control over can flood this 


mind and produce euphoria or despair. So very human. 

We are all vessels for the positivity and negativity of living, living in society. There are those 
many of us who are highly affected by these influences, and a few lucky people who by 
temperament are phlegmatic, and are especially resistant to the negative vibes that invade our 
daily consciousness. And there are some special individuals who are especially sensitive to these 
unhappy emotions, and act as a sink or a sponge for these negativities. These people have an 
especially difficult time of it, trying to function and be healthy in such an environment. Yet these 
is a place in society for these people, who are usually marginalized or even looked down on as 
weak. They should be specially respected, honored as such effective vessels of others emotions; 
these sensitives must in fact use their empathic abilities for the betterment of all, just as more 
resilient people can also work effectively where sensitive people would wilt. Sensitivity too is a 
form of strength, after all. Instead of turning their gaze inwards to a narcissistic world where 
they need not confront the outside world, instead of becoming embittered and strange, they 
should learn to turn outwards, to see and help others—be it as a counselor, artist, scholar or 
teacher. There are many uses of sensitivity and it is a failure of imagination that leads people to 
think that sensitivity is weak, that sensitive people are weak—no less a failure of imagination 
propagated by sensitive people themselves, who often come to hate themselves and so project an 
abject image of themselves to others. 


From all people to all people a healthy respect for the different levels at which human awareness 
can exist is the first and most important step to world peace. 


OTime_01 


One of the most difficult to deny realities is the perceived shift from future to past tense. Despite 
some solid Physics that shows that time does not exist as we experience it, we humans do indeed 
perceive and remember, at the least, difference. The perception of time is inseparable from this 
recognition of difference: the hour hand has moved, time has passed; slowly crow feet form from 
smiling, I have aged, time has passed; the steady accumulation of years of practice making a 
virtuoso; the meal that was in front of me is now inside me. 


Time passed—time passes—time will pass. Aren’t these three tenses just different ways of 
articulating difference? Even if we “zone out,” the laws of biology guarantee a difference in our 
physical and mental (aren’t they the same, in the end?) states. When we sleep, time passes. In 
that deep sleep that comes from overwork, when no sooner does our head rest upon the pillow 
than the sun suddenly shines brilliant on our eyes—this instantaneous transition when we seem 
to leap and lose hours of time—isn’t this “loss” of time due to the fact that we cannot perceive 
the minute differences that mark one moment to the next? In short, that deep sleep robbed me of 
my senses and ability to notice change, and so an empirical gap of several hours has passed 
“unnoticed”. 


And yet how implacable, impartial these few hours have been! Time has imperturbably been 
applied to all things and all beings. An eyebrow, a bus axle, magma, the stars of Ursa Minor, 
magma...all have age—change—in those hours. Even as we wake, we become cognizant of 
difference (the window has changed color), and know that the time is different. We are older, 
and so is everything else. 


It was only in the absence of cognizance that time disappeared—ultimately a disappearance that 
cannot maintain if we come to our senses. In short: only in an interruption or distortion of our 
cognitive processes, which then alters or cancels our ability to perceive change, have we the 
hope of “escaping time”. Then by extending this line of logic, couldn’t one say that “time” is 


infact wholly dependent on difference? After all difference will happen, whether we are there to 
notice it or not. 


Consider the most basic artificial division of time: the measure of a second. In 1967, a second 
was Officially defined as the time that elapses during 9,192,631,770 (9.192631770 x 10 9 ) cycles 
of the radiation produced by the transition between two levels of the Cesium 133 atom. This 
definition can not be untangled from difference. And suggestively, it can not be removed from 
movement. In human measurements, time can not escape difference or movement. So one could 
say that movement and difference are the medium through which time passes. Or posture the 
reverse!: time is the medium through which movement and difference occur. Ultimately, the 
various laws of relativity make the disentanglement of these three concepts impossible; the 
semantic barriers between these terms are for the sake of human convenience. 


So, let’s stick with human convenience for now. By the time we notice a moment, it has passed. 
Difference has “always happened”. When we experience “moment,” since we have the cognitive 
ability to “know what is coming and what has gone,” it is arguable that “now” lasts about three 
seconds: the 1.5 seconds that are coming, and the 1.5 seconds that have passed, with Vee 
between peaking in the eternal present. The relentless present, even, for it is always here, 
assailing now, now, and now. 


By definition, we only notice change because it has occurred (how implacably so!). And since 
all our memory of experience lies just after the present, from a certain perspective, all of 
everything could be said to (have) occur(red) in the past tense. After all it is quite impossible for 
anything to occur in the future, since it isn’t here yet (and will never be). As for “now,” 
whenever we experience the now, the experience has already, automatically, become just past us. 
(How could we experience “now” without a consciousness of difference?) 


A word on the now. The “now” constructed as still point, as unchanging and invisible, a place 
where events rush by: the “eternal present”. Another now: the moving peak, the motion forward, 
steering hither and yon, slowing or speeding up, an unstoppable train. 


What will happen in five years in my life, or the morning commute on Saturday that I am 
dreading...these things will only become accessible as “real” when they already have happened. 
Before then, those things are accessible only via the imagination. Regardless of your view of 
fate or relativistic physics, for humans, tomorrow can only come...tomorrow. Yet in a very real 
sense, once tomorrow occurs, it will already have occurred, that is—by the time tomorrow 
happens, it will become past tense by default. 


“Experience” then, accumulates because in our own limited viewpoints, the present moments 
turn (before we know it) into memories which inform our decisions and movements which are 
always modifying the present moment in order to have a choice in the futures that come and the 
pasts that remain in memory. Only the past is visible: in elusive memory and aftereffects alone. 
The future is merely imaginable. Therefore, to be even more reductive, I’d like to introduce a 
grammar in which the future will always be in the past tense: the future will always “have 
happened”. 


What is gained by such a grammar? Why even go to the trouble to create such a solipsistic 
notion? It is oddly comforting and oddly frightening. The eyeblink between childhood and 
now...between youth and old age. Another eyeblink between the workday I dread next week and 
the sweet night after. The very trite “all things will pass”. Since the future resides in the past, I 
would like to create a “past and present” that serve me well. Knowing that “tomorrow will 
already have happened” (ahh, the limits of English grammar) is a pretty strong incentive to make 


that future-past one that serves me well. Dare I say, that this idea help me become more vital? 
The beauty of this ground is that it serves as the intersection of fate and free will. 


“Free will” because we can choose actions that will steer us in one direction or another...’’fate” 
because the effects of those choices now are (already) unalterable: unless I die, tomorrow is 
coming, tomorrow is coming, tomorrow is coming. Within the limits of personhood, I am totally 
free to set in motion one or another set of events that are always becoming unalterable, yet 
modifying the next set of motions. So let’s invalidate the phrase “a better tomorrow” and instead 
ask what vital now will make for “nows” that become “pasts” that we would like to live with? 


We already make vital decisions like this all the time. Those moments of dread before jumping 
into the winter ocean..how much worse they are than the actual dive into frigid water! And what 
a (literally) vital experience which will always serve in memory as a freshness experienced! We 
choose to put ourselves through such discomfort for the freshness of those few vital moments, 
we overcome the fear of cold for the sake of vivid memory. Experience teaches me that I would 
never regret such fun, just as I know that the dreary hours I spend practising the saxophone will 
(there is no choice) come to an end, and hopefully after many such ends, will have the symptom 
of me becoming a more skilful saxophone player. 


Small habits or choices made or not made accumulate..an unswept floor “automatically” 
becomes dusty..not choosing sax practice and I’m already rusty...sticking to fifteen minutes of 
exercise daily “already” results in stronger muscles. So I would like to choose which habitual 
dominoes to topple that lead to a healthful life. And in like way an unpleasant but vivid 
experience might become a memory to chuckle over. But it is also possible that such 
experiences could lead to PTSD, or bad habits create conditions for lung cancer. As I write 
earlier, “within the limits of our personhood”: so many have no choice as to what becomes 
memory. Barriers both concrete and abstract shape a person, stunting and contorting them into 
narrow canyons where what happens is imposed by brutality or circumstance (both). In these 
cases, there can be no question of choice to avoid pain. Only that: “tomorrow will come,” that 
“all things come to an end,” that “we all come to an end eventually, and so will your pain”. I 
think such platitudes might help me face a hard day at the office, but what of the human 
currently undergoing brutality? 


I have no answer. Save that the memories of hurting others aren’t easy to live with, so I would 
hope all we humans would choose not to. 


I can only use this idea from a privileged place: a place where (more or less) I have freedom to 
choose the next moments, to plan my habits and my days so the future-past is one of fewer 
regrets and memories and habits that “already do” structure a pleasant life. This is not 
mindfulness. From the extensive research of the popular imagination that I have done, 
mindfulness seems to mean “living in the present moment”. This means very little to me: we are 
all already living in the “present moment,” we have no choice! (Ok: maybe some of us are truly 
living somewhere else: if you’re taking some strong drug or have a condition of the brain.) 
“Mindfulness” in terms of “living the present moment” makes sense if you define “living” as 
“ever-conscious of” the present moment. This produces two selves: a you that is “living” and 
“experiencing” the present, and another who is “fully conscious of” and “reminding one” of this 
present moment. This creates a distance between the experiencing self (!!cold!!) and the 
commenting self (gee, I see that I’m cold. But it’s ok, I’ll just turn on the heater). In this 
example, mindfulness is vital and useful. As it would also be in remembering to smile at the 
harried supermarket bagger, or not to snap at some small annoyance. But mindfulness can also 
be crippling: when the distance between the experiencing self and the commentator self grows 
larger, there is a sense of disassociation between experience and thought. When we are so 


mindful of now that we forget to immerse ourselves in good food (I’m noticing that I’m having 
good food) or good sex (I notice that I’m having sex) and so preventing the “dive” into the realm 
of the senses, the “loss of self” that is the aim of so many activities. We use this term “losing the 
self” in ways that project both our desire to lose mindfulness (lost in a good book, drowning in 
pleasure), and a warning not to (I’m sorry I yelled at you. I just lost it for a moment there.) 


Ever-present mindfulness is an awful amount of work. I prefer instead to preserve those precious 
moments of the day when decisions are possible, and steer myself into habits and experiences 
that form desirable past-tenses. A warm smile is a habit that has rarely led to unhappy memories. 


The secret of acknowledging the massive past-tense is that I can use “now” to alter the past: not 
only altering the “past-coming” but the “past-past’”. Yes, with some determination and a little 
alchemy, that horrid memory could become—maybe not pleasant—but perhaps bearable or even 
useful. That car accident I precipitated...there is no way I can alter the fact of it. But maybe in 
the present moment I can change my viewing angle of the experience, not quite transmuting it 
into something nice, no never...but maybe realize how much I learned from the trauma, how 
much the experience of someone’s scream and the solid crush of metal on human taught me 
about fragility, irrevocability, and mindfulness. (Driving is a good time to be mindful.) With 
some effort, now, I could ask myself to turn the memory into a ladder, a handrail to help climb 
the present moments that are always coming, and sometimes feel quite steep. Not to say that 
the abuse, the torture or the rape is ok...these will never be “ok.” Life is hard enough without 
now trying to trivialize real trauma by asking you to be Pollyanna about the past or to justify 
hurting others by telling yourself that their pain will, in hours or decades, become past tense. 


It sounds like I am recommending that one live in the past. No. I recommend that one know that 
all becomes past, all movement has effected change, and so there is incentive to effect changes, 
there is responsibility. 


So let it be an incentive and a comfort. It will all already have happened, so let’s decide to make 
it a good “have happened”. Apply it to yourself and for others. The habit of today will become 
the self of the past, and thus the self that you experience. Give other people the beauty of a good 
memory. Effort has effects, so don’t shy away. No rest also has effects. Overcome, because it 
already has happened. Use “now” to create something good; construct well. Use custom to 
automatically become skillful. Live, not in the past, but in a freedom of choice that will alter the 
past and thus the present and thus the future. You already have. 


OMeta 02 bridgeTOperspec 


What is it about “down” that is so vital? How come I have never come across a philosophy of 
down, of the ground or floor that supports? Only in metaphor can I find these philosophies: in 
the form of spiritual guidances. Besides life and all that supports life such as air and nutrition, I 
can think of almost no other fundamental that sustains our existence (besides the existence 
itself). The ground, the most constant support throughout all our lives—in fact, the only way to 
even think of having “no ground” is to contrast towards ground: the verbs “to fly,” “float,” 
“hover” all rely on “ground” or “down” with which they operate against. 


The ground is so present as to be unnoticed. At the same time, we are constantly aware of if it. 
We tire after traveling over it (and so find ways to travel more easily), we use it as a support in 
exercise, we alter its quality and feel with different types of flooring or carpet or paving, we envy 
the astronauts who glide over it in free-fall. Yet for all these ways in which we interact against 


ground, we take it for granted. More so than air, more so than gravity, even. It is at the same 
time the most unnoticed and the most worked with support which all on Earth depend. 


But now that I point it out, I have no doubt that all my readers are thinking of astronauts, babies 
born in free-fall, and any number of invented conditions where we may live without a ground. 
Or perhaps you point out other things we take for granted, such as air, the dimensions of space, 
or the laws of physics. All true. All true. 


So in this way, we can use this foundation (pun intended) as a base to question all aspects of 
existence. Why stop at the ground? We take the three dimensions of space for granted because 
how could we live without them? They “hold” the structure of existence with such authority. 
Edwin Abbot’s Flatland imagines creatures living in two dimensions, the concept of a third 
almost unimaginable to them. 


In science, there are theories which state that the constants of our universe were formed in the 
fires of the Big Bang. And with the wonderful tools of mathematics, we can form models of the 
universe with varying numbers of dimensions (some of them curved, even!). With math, we can 
change the constants of physics and see what happens (read Greg Egan’s Orthogonal series for 
an exploration of these themes). 


But in thinking about the varieties of existence, maths can only take us so far. If we have trouble 
imagining life in more or less dimensions, how can we even imagine existences in which our 
“mathematical objects” can not exist. An existence where 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 objects are uncountable 
because even the differences of plural vs. singular can not exist. Or an existence in which the 
simple idea of “left / right” or the simple ideas of yes / no or 1 and 0 are impossible. I am not 
speaking of a negative existence, of “nothing,” of negation. Rather, I’d like to know what other 
might populate separate existences, an other that holds true. Concepts that in the context of 
those existences, make as much sense as plural / singular do to us. A schema in which 
mathematics and logic too, are but qualia. 


Literally unimaginable, and so vital for us to think about. 


Since we can only perceive through the brain, we can never apprehend an existence independent 
of ourselves. Imagination will always be human, and the most abstract and gifted thinkers will 
always be human too. Numbers and logic, math and thermodynamics, laws of physics; truths 
about the physical universe—incredible fortresses of science. Human gifts of human thought. 


These are foundations. The grounds that we use to think. It is no accident that in many 
languages, expressions of instability use words that refer to the ground. We aren’t grounded. 
You have no grounds to say that. I feel unstable. Constants are literally vital for our continued 
lives in this universe. But imagining no ground: start with the literal and extend the metaphor. 
Wonderful. Wonderful. 


There is a beautiful passage in the early pages of Proust’s masterpiece, where he describes the 
adventures to be had while sitting still and reading a book, “like a hand reposing motionless in a 
stream of running water, the shock and animation of a torrent of activity” (loc. 1730). This 
concise image tumbled one domino in my mind and lead to a slew of ideas. 


It is what is fe/t that is so immediate in Proust’s image: the feeling of the “shock and animation of 


a torrent of activity,” although one is “reposing motionless” in the depths of a book. I see that 
the same feeling washes over us when we watch an engrossing movie as well. After all, when 
we close a book, or when the credits roll and the lights come up, don’t we all “come back” to 
ourselves? Certainly we have journeyed and returned. 


The important difference between watching and reading, though, is not implied yer, by Proust’s 
image. Cognitively speaking, the one is passive, and the other, active. In terms of “activity” the 
image explicitly uses the term “motionless”. In fact, we are the agents of the sensation described 
so well: we choose to read—and the act of reading is an active one then ensures “the shock and 
animation of a torrent of activity”. If anything, we decide to “dive” into the pages of a book, and 
actively “swim” its “currents” (which nudge us here and there), though remaining comfortable in 
an armchair in a shaft of sunlight. 


To me, this se/f propelling (we propel ourselves) through such a refreshing stream is amazing. 
After all, I could languish in ennui, or put on Netflix and temporarily escape with less exertion. 
And just like all exertion, we become not only stronger, but depend upon it, just as the habit of 
exercise is difficult to acquire, but hard to break. 


Ah, how I love reading! 


Extending the image well beyond Proust’s intentions, multiple metaphors emerge. We may 

“swim towards” (choose) a strong current, anchor ourselves comfortably, and let the movie flow 
past us and like cloudy water temporarily blur where we are. Or I could guide myself towards a 
good book, and swim somewhat actively, but guided hither and yon by the currents provided by 
the authors. But in fact, since we do not move from our repose, what image is then appropriate? 


What about an image I used just now: that of “diving”? A book is like a wetsuit and air tank that 
pulls us down from the surface of “reality” and shows us so much. And like diving, aided though 
we are by compelling text, we need to exercise our muscles to a certain extent in order to delve 
further into the depths of a good novel. 


Going back to the idea that time is inseparable from movement, Proust’s “hand reposing 
motionless” can also be likened to “us,” always subject to that current of time, which slowly 
carves and changes us, as water does geology. 


If time is an axis, then we can think of movement—but to keep consistent with the image of a 
film flowing past, it might be that we should leave this ocean of metaphor. 


Like a page supporting symbols that scan to form narrative, movement, flow: “life” is the 
essential “page” that supports every single action or thought possible. Without this “page” 
against with all actions are made manifest, how could any existence be postulated? Every 
possible negation or affirmation, every existential thought is only possible because it is supported 
and made “visible,” against this page (life) I speak of. 


And like reading, aren’t we able to follow the flow of events and ideas, to keep merrily moving 


along? But the metaphor has limits, too. Unlike a book, we can not flip forward and see what 
happens, nor turn back the page and reread our memories. 


Isn’t Life one of the most prized of all concepts? Is it not true that life is conceived as incredibly 
important, a virtue that should be protected and extended as much as possible? The fragile 
ecosystem, the struggle of a little plantling through concrete, all /iving! Further, in comparison 
to the other planets of the Solar System, the bubble of Earth is so very rich in life; even more so 
is Life a virtue by its transience, that all things die, and our lives to which we are so attached, 
will end too. Humans lament the end of life, fellow beings, animals, or the death of a tree or 
flower. There are good reasons why we value life so much: life supports life. Instinctively, we 
know that the death of trees or other species create conditions under which life cannot thrive Not 
that this has stopped the short-sighted from clear cutting forests or hunting species to extinction. 
All of which, of course is justified for the sake of "human" life.. It is also so that we humans 
form deep bonds with each other, and so the end of life for a fellow human is a cause of grief. 
Furthermore, we are given by nature an instinct to preserve our own small lives, so the 
avoidance of death is ingrained so deeply that when masses of people die on other continents, 
our empathies are provoked—and so we try and avoid calamity. The struggle of life, the effort to 
stay alive is the stuff of which epics are made, of deeply embedded cultural stories: to endure! 


By the same (living) token, isn’t life automatic? Close your eyes for twenty seconds. Are you 
back? How much effort did it take you to stay alive for those twenty seconds? Precisely. None 
at all. As precious as life is framed as, it is self sustaining. Every next moment of being alive 
comes automatically from the previous, with no effort or struggle. Only in extremities of danger, 
etc., is the effort to stay alive noticeable, when it cannot be automatic: the fight against 
asphyxiation, hypothermia, endurance in sickness. Otherwise, life is just business as usual. 


Since life is so automatic and persuasive and pervasive, it can be unnoticeable. The is one reason 
why humans so often engage in risky or strenuous acts; we wish to feel alive. We already are 
alive, but in extreme sports, or athletic endurances and challenges, risky partying—selves are 
pushed into feeling each moment as an exhilaration, a high after which we say “wow I really felt 
alive then!” These behaviors serve a Darwinian purpose as well. Endurance tests build strength 
for survival, and risky behaviour (when not pathological) often results in a renewed appetite for 
life. 


The automatic continuation of life forms the structure of being. Desire is nature’s way of 
ensuring that life will continue automatically. Appetite, sexual drive, avoidance of pain and 
discomfort: all which support the invisibility of life’s tyranny over us. In fact, that one of the 
surest indicators of a potential suicide is the inability to feel desires of any kind—and yet even in 
the case of suicide, the cards are stacked in favor of life, and the effort to die is so much greater 
than the effort needed to stay alive, which I assert: is automatic and often effortless. All the 
meanings and reasons of life are structures that continue to (and) support life. 


Without needing an effort to stay alive every moment, and with the convenient appetite for food 
and sex to sustain life, with breathing a reflex that can only be stopped with strong will power— 
life discretely and and silently ensures its own continuance. Life is so silent that we forget the 
fact: it is exclusively via life that we perceive life. It is the first prerequisite to being. It is 
observable that life is always the continuation of life—so one of the great questions is how/why 
life started to begin with. There are tantalizing clues in microbiology and carbon chemistry, but 
finding the origin of this the Great Tyrant of Continuation is an elusive goal. 


So examining reasons and situations in which life is not preferable will be one of the most useful 
tools for understanding why life is valued so highly. When is the termination or absence of life 
preferable? Let’s look at many such situations, and see what commonalities can be drawn. This 
discussion is concerned with decisions to kill or end life. So crimes of passion, etc., are not 
considered here. 


Your father has stage IV terminal cancer. His death is only a matter of time, and 
meanwhile he is either wracked with pain or zoned out on pain killers. He has mostly 
lost all his desires, soon it will be only through the intervention of medical machinery that 
his life continues. As his progeny, you decide it is better that he die sooner than later. 
Luckily you live in a country where doctors are willing to help, and so you and your 
relatives decide to administer him a lethal injection that will cause him to fall asleep and 
die in less rather than more pain. 


A young victim of brutality is so damaged that her body is dependent on extensive 
machinery to stay alive. All major organs are damaged, and the brain is also brutally 
traumatized. Her relatives decide to “pull the plug,” rather than extend her pain. 


An invasive species of Juniper has come into the forests of O’ahu and is wreaking havoc 
with the local ecosystem. A major campaign is underway to cut and kill this Juniper 
species. 


Rats infesting San Antonio, TX, are spreading fleas and pestilence through the city. The 
City of San Antonio decides to eradicate the rats with poison. 


An unrepentant serial killer is given the death sentence by the government of Japan. 
A bank robber murders a cashier. 


An intellectual is put to death in the 1500’s for their ideas that challenge the rule of the 
church. 


You kill a cockroach in your kitchen. You kill a virus in your blood. We kill as many 
bacteria as possible in an operating room before surgery. We kill the mould in the shower 
tiles. 


A president decides that the death of many soldiers of own and other countries is 
preferable than the loss of a natural resource that may be gained or preserved through 
these many deaths. 


Fish, cattle, plants, and horses are killed wholesale for their nutritive and manufacturing 
value. 


A farmer burn clears 100 acres of forest so that she may grow GMO beets. 


A tyrant decides to genocide an entire ethnic group. A different ethnic group kills the 
tyrant to prevent this from continuing. 


A woman loses the will to live, and despite their wonderful job and supportive family, 
kills herself. 


A man commits suicide because he feel depressed. Another man kills himself because he 
lost his job, love, or role in society. 


Enough! I think the common thread among all these examples is obvious enough, but I will 
write about it anyway. Objectively speaking, the common thread can only be understood through 
subjectivity. It will strike some as cold, but choices to kill or “let die” are motivated by 


usefulness. In every case, it is either an objective or subjective judgement of the usefulness of 
life continuing or ending: when life is judged to be useless or less useful, life is terminated. 


The word “useful” has strong connotations of coldness and the stripping of humanity from 
human life. In this case, the term that could be substituted without ruining my thesis would be 
“healthful”. Is it “healthful,” does it promote “health” for the differing agents and environments 
presented? I will risk using the terms interchangeably, and see where that take us: 


Your father has stage IV terminal cancer. His death is only a matter of time, and 
meanwhile he is either wracked with pain or zoned out on painkillers. He has mostly lost 
all his desires, soon it will be only through the intervention of medical machinery that his 
life continues. As his progeny, you decide it is better that he die sooner than later. 
Luckily you live in a country where doctors are willing to help, and so you and your 
relatives decide to administer him a lethal injection that will cause him to fall asleep and 
die in less rather than more pain. 


Usefulness: Your father’s life is no longer healthful to him. His life is absent of pleasure or 
desire. As such, the continuation of his life just causes pain to you as his empathic child. 


A young victim of brutality is so damaged that her body is dependent on extensive 
machinery to stay alive. All major organs are damaged, and the brain is also brutally 
traumatized. Her relatives decide to “pull the plug,” rather than extend her pain. 


Healthfulness: This young woman’s life is similarly, consisting only of physical pain and a brain 
so damaged as to be unable to function. There is no “use” in extending her life in such 
mechanistic ways. 
An invasive species of Juniper has come into the forests of O’ahu and is wreaking havoc 
with the local ecosystem. A major campaign is underway to cut and kill this Juniper 


species. 


Usefulness: In the long run, it is healthful to kill the invasive species as to preserve the variety of 
life already present in O’ahu. 


Rats infesting San Antonio, TX, are spreading fleas and pestilence through the city. The 
City of San Antonio decides to eradicate the rats with poison. 


Healthfulness: Killing the rats is useful, because it eradicates disease, which affects ecosystems 
and humans in harmful (useless) ways. 


An unrepentant serial killer is given the death sentence by the government of Japan. 
Usefulness: The government of Japan has decided that this man will serve no use to society. In 
addition, his death is useful in that it serves as an example to would-be murderers. Is this 
healthful for society at large? 


A bank robber murders a cashier. 


Usefulness: I can think of nothing particularly healthful or useful in this case, demonstrating the 
limits of “blanket thinking”. 


An intellectual is put to death in the 1500’s for their ideas that challenge the rule of the 


church. 


Usefulness: The church makes use of his death by making an example of him. They are 
prioritizing their own livelihoods above others in a perversion of the idea of “healthful”. In 
addition, the challenges to the church rule are eliminated at the source. (This technique can 
backfire if a martyr is created.) 


You kill a cockroach in your kitchen. You kill a virus in your blood. We kill as many 
bacteria as possible in an operating room before surgery. We kill the mould in the shower 
tiles. 


Usefulness: Many bacteria and viruses make us sick, and endanger the healthy and silent life we 
have. 


A president decides that the death of many soldiers of own and other countries is 
preferable than the loss of a natural resource that may be gained or preserved through 
these many deaths. 


Healthfulness: the president has decided that the usefulness of accessing the natural resource 
justifies the use(lesness) of many people dying. This is another example of a differing concept of 
“healthful” and “useful”. (Many people disagree.) 


Fish, cattle, plants, and horses are killed wholesale for their nutritive and manufacturing 
value. 


Healthfulness: Food for humans keeps us alive; certain botanical extracts are useful for their 
medical applications. Etcetera. Another example where the frame of healthfulness is 
controversial. 


A farmer burn clears 100 acres of forest so that she may grow GMO beets. 


Usefulness: Killing many species of plants is useful for the farmer because his goal is to make 
the land useful for farming his GMO beets. 


A tyrant decides to genocide an entire ethnic group. A different ethnic group kills the 
tyrant to prevent this from continuing. 


Usefulness: The tyrant decides that an entire ethnic group is not useful or is actively harmful to 
his aims. Or he can not even think of them as human, and so the usefulness of empathy is lost to 
him. Another perverted frame of use and health. 


A woman loses the will to live, and despite their wonderful job and supportive family, 
kills herself. 


Healthfulness: With no desire to live, what is the use of staying alive? This is quite subjective, 
too. 


A man commits suicide because he feel depressed. Another man kills himself because he 
lost his job, love, or role in society. 


Usefulness: These men feel their lives have no more healthfulness to them. Either to 
themselves, or to society. 


Enough. From a moral standpoint, the examples above are all over the map, and certainly I do 
not justify murder or genocide or ecocide. The point here is that when life of any kind is framed 
as unhealthful, useless or harmful, it is easier to terminate. This easier is as true to the child 
struggling with a terminally ill parent as a pathological tyrant. It is in the bank teller’s death 
where an act in—the-moment becomes totally 


So when is life useful? What is the converse, what usefulness does preserving or continuing life 
have? There is no need for many examples. Life, when not pathological (in all senses of the 
word) supports life. The reason why pathologies are comparatively Comparatively is a key word 
here. few in relation to the wide world is that pathologies are rarely self-sustaining. They 
Darwin themselves out of existence, such as when viruses kill their hosts, a drug-addict ruins 
his/her health, or when invasive species ruin their surrounding biosphere and end up starving. In 
healthy (continuing) ecosystems, predator and prey support each other, and any death that occurs 
in ecosystems is for the sake of preserving life and life-diversity. And humans keep each other 
alive because we are useful to each other, in all kinds of ways. Now we dive a little further into 
the reasons for continuing our own individual lives. Why keep living? What is the point, the 
reason, the goal of living? Since comparatively few choose to end their lives, and the 
overwhelming majority automatically continue to live, and indeed, create life, there must be 
strong reasons to keep on keeping on. Obviously, one keeps living because it is automatic; in 
addition, all the instincts to keep living are directly a function of the life-drive. But what use 
does my life have to me? And indeed, am I separable from my life? 


Again, what use does my life have for me? The majority of humans use their lives for pleasure 
or satisfaction. The word “pleasure” implies hedonism, but here I am using the term in the most 
simple way possible. The pleasure of appetite, which to some people compose an entire culture, 
while others barely notice it; the pleasure of the senses, sex, exercise, all of which are useful. 
The pleasure of work or relaxation, both with their useful effects upon the world as a whole. In 
fact, almost every pleasure in using one's life is at once a function ensuring the continuation of 
life and a reason to continue life. Someone might “live for their work,” and indeed, their work 
directly or indirectly supports life for the self and others. Someone else might “live for their 
family,” or “live for food,” and in these cases, too, support the healthy continuation of life, be it 
life continuing through the creation and maintenance of families or the continuation of our own 
lives by taking in nutrition. These varied uses of life change as we age, mesh and blur, and serve 
the additional use of helping humans deal with existential questions like “what is the meaning of 
life?” 


If life is so persistent in its continuation, so ingrained that many reasons to keep living are built- 
in mechanisms of that very continuation, and so automatic at the same time, then life must have a 
drive of itself. Whether conscious minds are present or not, life goes on. And on and on. The 
meaning of life is....life. Maybe the only function (use) of life is to continue life—and is it not 
observable that ecosystems are self balancing to preserve themselves as a whole, as opposed to 
favouring one species or another, so that variety of life is kept alive? As this is quite observable, 
what are the implications? 


Now we are getting deeper into unanswerable questions. So from here on, let’s just speculate, 
and refrain from definitive answers. 


A first step is trying to find a definition of life that is usable. A definition, as such,encircling a 
concept and therefore closing it, will no doubt prove unsatisfying for many, but let’s forge ahead 
anyway. For the sake of intense philosophical debate, let’s stay away from strictly biological 
definitions of life that use concepts like “cellular” and “metabolism”. 


“Any system that organizes groups of atoms into self propagating units can be called alive.” 


Now what may we find to disprove the above definition? The first rule-breaker is a single 
human being, obviously a lone human cannot reproduce themselves without another human of 
complementary type present... So one human alone, while obviously alive and made up of 
self—propagating cells is alive, they themselves fail to meet the above criterion. Additionally, 
computer programs may take advantage of geometric sets and mathematically generate graphics 
with endless and self-replicating fractals, such as a Mandelbrot set. And crystal growth is also a 
self-propagating system. Let’s try again: 


“Any system that organizes groups of atoms into units capable of propagation and adaptation, 
and therein capable of propagation and adaptation themselves can be called alive.” 


The biggest change in this new sentence are the words “capable,” and “adaption”. Now life 
expands to include the single of a pair needed to propagate, and excludes crystal growths and 
fractal sets, which do not adapt And while fractals may be able to endlessly replicate, the fractals 
themselves do not propagate into other fractals, but keep within the limits generated by their base 
equations, even when irrational numbers are used to keep permutations infinite in variation. This 
is however, a really interesting concept. If any endlessly self-repeating system that has variation 
built in can be considered alive—and irrational numbers like Pi are used therein, then by reverse 
metaphor all life could be considered the result of equations spiraling like Pi into infinite 
divisibility..... 


Life itself has no external Agent. Life is its own Agent. That is, life creates itself...if a system is 
not capable of creating itself, maybe is is not alive. For example, if I were to create a computer 
that seems sentient, one could say that according to this idea the computer is not alive, as it never 
would have come into existence without me as an Agent. But if that computer were to go on and 
create other computers, which are also capable of propagating themselves, then those computers 
could be called “alive”. 


Some theologies posit that life was created by a divine being. These philosophies rarely mention 
if those divine beings are alive or not, though it tacitly assumed. If the divine beings that created 
life are alive themselves, what life-continuation are they a part of? Scientists are able to more- 
or-less able to pinpoint when life originated on this planet, and there are several quite compelling 
theories as to how life became look it up!self-replicating. As to why and how life has become so 
darn persistent and self-balancing? Please let me know when you find out. 


Life is so unnoticable, and so automatic. All the meanings and reasons of life are structures that 
continue and support life. Life uses life, and so many acts are understandable in the context of 
this self-automata. From this, it follows that there are discoverable systems that guide the acts 
that beings make. These systems are most commonly called ethics or instinct—the line between 
the two becoming sharper as the ability to modify or alter instinct rises. 


Ethics arising from the ability to suffer and notice suffering; cause harm 


Manifestly, almost all cultural groupings have a code of ethics or the concept of morality. These 
may vary quite wildly, and it seems like efforts to identify a pan-cultural ethics is fraught with 
difficulty. But what is wild to me is the existence of ethics to begin with. Systems of ethics arise 
because humans and groups of humans are able to suffer. Add the ability to suffer with the 
ability to notice suffering, and systems of ethics become possible. By “suffering,” note that the 
terms applies as much to groups of humans as to individual human beings. Merely noticing our 


own or another’s suffering still falls short of explaining why morality exists. There are many 
ways of unfolding the answer—but in a nutshell, ethics and morality are yet another function of 
the tyranny of life: life must continue. For the best guarantee of that continuation, life must be 
healthy, and therefore, free of suffering. 


All the mechanisms that cause systems of morality are ultimately serving that aim Let’s exclude 
pathologies, please. We’ll examine pathologies in another place.. Hard exercise causes some 
suffering, but the results of those efforts create health (and usually a rush of endorphins as a 
bonus). And so for many people, the choice to exercise “could be” framed as a moral one. And 
the same is true of course in framing societal conventions that discourage harming other people. 
It is not that people often intellectualize in this way when helping people in pain or making laws 
against cruel behaviour. Rather, it is the mirror neurons, wherein witnessing an action / emotion 
by a different being causes those neurons in our own bodies to react. Somatic empathy is a 
powerful way of reducing harm. The magic of somatic empathy is that it is even effective at a 
distance, vaulting over continents so that the more fortunate provide help to the less. 
Undoubtedly, there are many people whose empathy does not leap such distances: more local. 
They cause suffering—on purpose or by omission—with a completely different system of values. 
Many prioritize their own tribe, and so hold a system of ethics that accepts harm to other 
groupings. Others prioritize a set of values within their own tribe, and so punishing perceived 
wrongs for the sake of maintaining those values is acceptable or even desirable. Think of Pol 
Pot’s merciless killing of intellectuals, or the adulterer who is punished. Yet another 
manifestation of ethics is in the wholesale genocide of a different group of humans (often ethnic 
or religious groups): when difference is constructed so that the “other” has no humanity or 
personhood, and therefore not subject to short-range or long-range somatic empathy. 


In common with all these diverse ethics is the common theme of /ife continuing. In every case, 
the justifications for cruelty or kindness is the preservation of life of one kind or another. 
Identifying this commonality is useful because it points a way in which to think about difference. 
If the common thread is that of life continuance (or preservation), then how diverse cultures 
conceive of this continuance can be more fully articulated and understood, and therefore 
differences in moral systems as well. 


Since life continuing is one the basic drive of all ethical systems, then the diversities of those 
systems arise from different ideas of “life” or of “human”. There are at least two factors at work 
here, then: one is differing ideas about who / what is human life; the other factor is the ranking 
system accorded to “human” against other life. 


Starting from the first—it is not merely a question of deciding that all or only part of the 
members of the species Homo Sapiens are human or not—the projections of “life” also 
encompass the roles played by individuals. Definition. In societies where a strong degree of 
individual autonomy and freedom is valued, every single human being is afforded empathy, and 
so in the larger picture whole sets of rules and conventions are set up, attempting to minimize 
individual suffering, maximize individual freedom, while yet preserve a society which functions 
healthily. But a different society might have evolved along lines where the individual personality 
is less valued than the vole they play in keeping society sustainable. Rather than prize each 
individual life-continuation, the roles are protected, because (for example) if in a small village 
the knife maker abuses his job and takes more than his share of meat by bribing everyone in need 
of a knife, then as a vole, his life is not worth keeping healthy, and he could be sacrificed for the 
sake of a smoother run village. 


Of course, because environmental and sociological conditions of any groups, not to mention 
religions, are so different, ethics evolve differently as well. The other factor I speak about is 


ranking: in other words, a system working in concert with the definitions of life to rank certain 
kinds of life as more or less valuable than others. In ranking, we mean ranking of every kind of 
life, from the value of a different human individual, to a different tribe, to valuing highly or not 
animal and vegetable life. For a contemporary American example: the president. The 
president’s life is so highly valued that literally thousands of people are dedicated to preserving 
it, and there are some willing to put the president’s life above their own. And whereas our 
society may not aim to preserve the life of every living mammal (or tree), there are many 
groupings of humans who have been vegetarian since ancient times. The clear-cutting of the 
Amazon, or eco-disrupting oil pipelines are other instances of life-value differences. 


It is obvious “now” that clear cutting and oil spilling into the ocean are not practices that sustain 
life—continuance in the long term, but then, the priorities and definitions of “life” have been 
altered by a combination of short-sightedness and the intervention of the money machine, where 
“life” is reframed to mean purchasing power (because the more money one has the more one can 
be secure: a position particularly emphasized in societies where individual lives are more 
important than smoothly run villages—the villages have become countries in any case). These 
kinds of eco-destruction and “top-1%-ism” are pathologies arising with the evolution of mass 
markets and over-population Dare I use the word “capitalism’’?. 


These two axis—Definitions of life-continuance and Ranking of life—allows us to understand 
why there are no universal ethics. Ethics are inculcated from birth, so it is quite tempting to 
assume that one’s instinctual morals are universal. Even the Golden Rule cannot be universal. 
Do Unto Others as You Would Have Done Unto You. For just one example, this rule usually 
assumes that one is defining “others” more or less as one defines oneself. But if someone 
transgresses a rule in society (for example: adultery), they might lose their right-to-life- 
continuance (and therefore their “humanity’’), and be stoned. Thankfully, all humans have the 
capacity to break the conventions of their society, and so quite slowly, rare souls here and there 
open their empathic capacities and change society. 


This is a common theme in literature: the protagonist is an ordinary product of their harsh 
society, and as such has little sympathy for transgressors. Then they themselves transgress, and 
realize the pain of being excluded or devalued in their society. Another variation is where the 
protagonist witnesses this happening, and in contrast to their peers, feels empathy. 


Religion is an excuse to engage in all sorts of barbaric or compassionate acts. The Old 
Testament is an example (a testament) to how a tribal, nomadic society in a harsh environment 
created ethics to preserve their particular form of life-continuance. Christians and Muslims 
believe in the Eternal Soul, and so since their idea of “life” expands well-beyond this World— 
and all the compassion as emphasized by Jesus or Mohammed isn’t enough to change very 
conservative believers into expanding or widening their definitions and values of life. As an 
aside, the creed “believe and all your sins will be forgiven” is an excuse to engage in Very Bad 
Acts, since forgiveness is coming anyway, and often these VBA’s are in the name of preserving 
or spreading a particular definition of life—continuance. 


(It is strange to me that among the Seven Last Words of Jesus on the Cross, the cry of “why have 
you forsaken me?” does not topple the whole edifice of a morality based on the assumption of 
forgiveness (for some, anyway) and the horror of using human flesh as a sacrifice to “Save” 
believers. But then, this opinion is the result of a differing viewpoint.) 


As another example, Japan was for thousands of years just many small villages heavily 
dependent on agriculture. A society where “life” literally depended on the labor of everyone in 
the village to work very hard to prepare for and survive winter. Not only were “roles” important, 


but the labor of everyone. Even with the rise of the emperor and shogunate, almost the whole 
population were still farmers. So it is no wonder that in Japan today, where the “village” has 
widened to include the whole country, work roles are very important, and instead of rice the 
harvest is economic development. And so even the most severely disabled people are 
“rehabilitated” into society by giving them employment—a practice that strikes some foreigners 
as cruel. The benefit of this society was able to give rise to the post-war Japanese Economic 
Miracle, although at the cost of family life and leisure time. At this time of writing—2016— 
young Japanese have different values than their parents, and so ethics in Japan are in a time of 
flux. The value of healthy families is coming to outweigh the value of work, and so a shift in 
“Life-continuance”’. 


Basically, nothing I write here is new at all. If anything, I come to realize that those rare ones 
who can transcend their birth ethics in place of wider and more inclusive ethics are very special 
people. Additionally, the starting point that all ethics are born from the ability to suffer and the 
ability to notice suffering gives deep hope. After all it is more of finding out how to reframe life 
and reframe values so that the delicate balance between individual life-continuation, society- 
continuation, and human rights is efficacious. I hinted earlier about how this can be achieved 
when I wrote about a theme in literature in which a character is placed in a situation where they 
have no choice but to recognize that all humans live in the same valley of experiential sensation; 
and that subjectively one does not lose one’s humanity even when the transgressor is the self. 


It is manifest that there is no universal Ethic—not among tribes of humans and not even among 
the humans of any given tribe—and so how is it that humanity will be able to unite as a species 
that values its own life-continuation and the continuation of life-on-earth as a complementing 
and necessary ecosystem? The most effective language is that of emotion. And the most 
effective conduit of emotion is art. Effective art is placed in a very special position where 
without the need for any preaching, human somatic responses are evoked, practised, and shared. 
And literally vital to this idea is the measure of “effective” art. An art only relevant to a few in a 
particular cultural moment might be moving, but quickly requires an education to appreciate 
from beyond that art’s milieu (cans of tomato soup). Without a strong degree of 
efficaciousness—that is: art that manages to withstand the slings and arrows of outrageous 
fortune; time, context, audience. 


I dislike that already I need to defend this thesis against those who would argue that much art— 
from Rothko to Sibelius, Hijikata to Schonberg require immense education to appreciate. True 
enough. But what is pretty miraculous is that populist or folk forms of art are just as effective, 
and though often short-lived, the populist TV programme (The Jeffersons, Evangelion) can 
change people in the here-and-now, and often serve as a gateway into appreciating enduring art. 
Harry Potter is pretty good, and it yet serves as a great catalyst for young people to explore more 
books and more books. Still, there are many works that need no education to appreciate: 
Shakespeare’s language is universal, as is Beethoven. Another goodness of effective art is that 
unlike scripture, it shows and does not fell. 


This is the genius of the novel or the play. A novel is made up of words, which directly impart 
meaning...but an artist-novelist chooses to arrange the words into a form which, overflowing 
many pages, moves beyond the mere meaning of those words and creates in the reader a deep 
impression. This is why novels in translation still retain such power (unless the translator is not 
an artist themselves). Thomas Mann’s Doktor Faustus is my favourite example of this, although 
Shakespeare is a more familiar example. 


Masses of humans aren’t as thoughtful as individuals. Telling a country to stop polluting their 
rivers will not change this short-sighted activity of life-continuance. Telling one person, and you 


might convince them, but who knows? Whereas a film, book, TV show, dance, poem, painting, 
play that silently evokes a respect for nature will in seep into a populace, and be a change agent. 
This takes time. Perhaps this can explain how generations across cultures sometimes understand 
each other better than with an older generation of their same culture. And again, with good art, 
human widening is not a goal of the art, but a side-effect Please, let’s excuse psychopaths and the 
pathological. . Artis a point of fixity across centuries and continents, because emotions are 
universal. Powerful art opens the mirror neurons, even if just through the medium of sound or 
paint. 


There is a universe that is only accessible through art, a space completely invisible through 
anything except the filter of human experience. So many bright stars, galaxies that brighten the 
unknown dark of existence, a cosmos as universally navigable to the Zulu as to the Ainu. And as 
with art, absolutely anyone can appreciate a starry night, and with only tiny practice, come to 
recognize and read the constellations that evoke little stars within our tiny selves, little stars that 
talk to each other across all stripes of existence. 


Some years ago, a scene I put in one of my dance pieces provoked a strong negative reaction in 
the audience. The male dancers had 2x4 planks of wood 2 meters in length horizontally strapped 
across their shoulders by ropes under the armpits. Each plank end protruded almost half a meter 
to the lefts and rights of their shoulders, and the arms were left free. At a point where I felt that 
emotionally, the highest state of Grace was achieved by all the dancers onstage, the women 
began to slam one meter long 2x4s onto the extended planks of the male dancers; this created a 
terrific sound a visceral sense of impact. The males were stolid, and cruelty was apparent only in 
the way a red costume fabric fluttered with each jarring bang. 


What audience members noted to me was that they felt a strong sense of pain, seeing such 
violence literally in front of their eyes. Many shared that they found the moment very 
discomforting. Super—interesting reaction! The planks strapped to the men were the point of 
impact: the loud sound was of wood hitting wood. Yet it was as if the women were directly 
battering the men. The evidence that the violence was “not real” (the women weren’t really 
hitting the men) was not hidden, yet people reacted so. This is interesting, because when we see 
a movie where violence occurs frequently, few react from such a gut level—even though we 
know the violence in movies is “fake,” it certainly looks quite real. But when an indirect, with 
fakery unhidden, act of violence happens on stage, people are seized with discomfort. 


Explanations for this phenomenon are very easy: mirror neurons, which amplify empathic 
capacity, are more strongly affected by a human in front of us, rather than a two-dimensional 
image of a human being hurt. A human being in front of us is literally more vivid (alive!) than 
any human on a screen or page. 


How can we explain this phenomenon? Looked at from the purely material point of view, 
humans are merely objects. Why is it that a broken pillar might affect us, but a broken human 
being might affect us even more? Or that a statue of a reclining man might affect us more than 
the live breathing soul of a fellow tourist next to us? Watching an action flick might entertain, 
but seeing a human get hit by a car causes an intense and swift reaction. We can see a stage actor 
batter a mannequin, and feel something, but seeing a stage actor batter another actor, even more 
so. Or nothing, with bad actors! 


In the subway, there mere presence of some stranger with a strong aura could cause intense 
annoyance, or intense desire, but the stranger in no way does anything other than exist, quietly 
standing in the train, reading their book. How can this be explained? How can a human, a mere 


one or two cubic meters in volume, speak such volumes to our emotions? Often when working 
with highly disturbed people, I would marvel at how they could just be sitting quietly at a desk 
doing almost nothing, yet exude such an aura that their mere presence alters the whole 
atmosphere of a room. Why? 


Well, it is obvious that objects are not alive, but humans are. To apply this further—that 
something alive affects us, then we remember how the glare of a cat makes us uncomfortable (or 
feel loved), even though we know the cat is just sitting, looking, observing Isn’t there an idea in 
quantum physics that the mere witness to a reality changes the reality itself? Schrodenger’s Cat, 
obviously.. The notion that something is alive is still not enough to explain things, though. 
When humans come to regard each other as objects, or at best functions—merely—then slavery 
and the total disregard to the slave in the corner is understandable, as is eating meat. 


OPersonal_ 03 


In an intellectual, reasoning way—lI have come wish to die. What would come "after death," I 
have no idea. The question is totally redundant. After all, if I were to die (and I know I will 
eventually), wouldn't there be no "after" for me? Being dead and all. This "after" would be 
experienced by the people alive after my death, after all. 


I would like to die surrounded by loved ones, all of us totally cognizant of my death, and 
accepting and supporting. Most all of us would like to die surrounded by loved ones...I would 
like that death to be sometime this year. Ideally contact those important people, gather them in 
some special clinic or house, and have them smile at me as I pass into the Undiscovered Country. 


The expressions "early death," or "before one's time" seem to suggest that somehow our allotted 
span of life must somehow expand into old age. But what if I feel that "my time" is nowish? 


We will all die eventually. Is it so abnormal for me to wish it happen this year, when I am thirty- 
four/five years old? There is a common construct—that suicides are called "selfish," as if the 
wish to die were somehow a disrespect of those who love us. Rather, I think those who won't 
allow one to die have somehow failed in their empathy for the death-wish. After all, it is the 
suicides life who is most affected, rather, ended. 


Isn't it interesting that a piece of music must "finish" before we recognize it as "whole," even 
though on reflection, we know from the outset that it is whole merely because it exists? And isn't 
this true with material objects, too? 


OPersonal_ 02 


Self-harm. There have always been at least two types of self harm (hitting or cutting myself) that 
habitually I engage(d) in. The oldest type is a tantrum: where some extreme of sadness, 
frustration, and self-rage, as naturally as boiling milk foams over, fire nerve impulses with 
violent movements. Since I can only blame myself for such tantrums (the emotions are mine), 
the rage is turned toward the self, and I end up brutalizing my own body in blind and bruising 
ways. 


The other self harm is much more thoughtful, and hence more insidious. It starts with deep 
psychological pain. Somehow, I have reacted to the environment and feel strong psychic hurt. 
But this pain, being lodged in the emotions, has no material existence. Unlike bodily pain, there 
is no bleeding, no bruise or physical harm which I may blame. No nociception (pain nerves 
firing). Emotional pain...where is it? Inside me...somewhere.. But not very localized, not an 
object I can touch or probe. It has an inner presence, yet is completely invisible. This leads to 
self harm. Why? Because self-harm is a reification, an actualization of this pain. In cutting 
myself, I can take a purely abstract and internal pain and transform it into a shape physical and 
external. In such a way, distance is gained as well: instead of being “‘a part” of the abstract 
invisibility of emotional life, the pain comes “apart” from the self, becoming external and 
concrete; and so rather than denying it, I have just moved the locality. My hope is that by 
making these scars external, the emotional scars too would migrate outside my mind. An actual 
wound on the skin which is reassuring for having such concrete reality, and even, vitality. 


Once accomplished, there is a tangible sense of relief. Then things spiral. Then the awareness 
that that small wound on my skin isn’t enough to exorcise the poison. Then comes a very real 
need to keep going. Then I do. Again. And again. Every time, promising to finish, and every 
time, being pulled back into the satisfactions of actualization. At some point, understanding that 
if I continue I'd likely disable a muscle, I stop and take a warm bath, crying and sobbing silently 
with catharsis while sterilizing the wounds and marveling at the smells from same wounds. 


Always cutting in the same place means less social awkwardness: people get used to seeing a 
certain scar, and when the wound is fresh, they usually assume I was picking at it. 


I do it to my face, ear, or throat. This makes perfect sense: there are very real and disfiguring 
wounds on my face that represent the invisible hurts inside. Moreover placing the scars in such a 
visible place is a signal, a tattoo: I have known pain. 


However, let’s make one thing quite clear: the pain comes from me: my reactions or wellspring 
of difficulty. This pain is real enough that I felt I must respect it and externalize it. Yet 
comparing my pain to others, the other 8 billions on the planet, what I feel is a speck. I am 
blessed in never having lived in a war zone, experienced torture or a hideous accident. I’ve 
never had to scrimp for the calories just to live one more day...my life is trivial, my pain is trivial, 
and the only value it can be assigned is a subjective one, in that I am the one living my life, not 
anyone else. Inasmuch as possible, knowing this is not especially helpful, but communicating 
the knowledge of my own comparative insignificance might offset the enormous narcissism of 
these paragraphs, the enormous narcissism of self-harm. 


The philosophising is mostly done way after the fact, at the post-cutting level. 


OPerspectives_06 


We perceive things in the world, and what we know about them informs our perceptions and 
experiences of them. For example, we see a coffee pot filled with brown liquid. Because of our 
long history of coffee pots with coffee inside them, assuming that that brown liquid is indeed 
coffee is pretty safe, even if sometimes it turns out to be Dandelion tea. In the same way, we can 
see something that to all appearances is “real,” and know that it is not, in fact—real. For 
example, we see a movie with violence. Because of our long history of watching movies and 
knowing the conventions of movie making, assuming that the violence in a movie is not real is 


pretty safe, although in the same coin we assume that the violence in a documentary might be 
real. In other words, our informed perception of a reality changes the nature of that reality itself, 
magically turning brown liquids into coffee or giving is the empathic distance needed to enjoy an 
action flick. And the power of a documentary comes from that knowledge. In this way, artists 
and magicians of every stripe, from the con-artist to the stage magician manipulate reality for 
certain ends. 


In a certain reductive light, these ways of playing with our information (that lives in the mind) 
against what we perceive (with the sense organs) could “always” be thought of as type of 
untruth. There are untruths that we enjoy (fictional narratives), and other untruths that are 
harmful, like forged legal documents used to cover up bribery. I’m sure you can come up with 
many, many examples of all kinds of untruths. So, to sum up: information (correct or not) about 
objects changes our perception of those object—a perception that may be betrayed or confirmed. 


I am going to use a heavy word now: judgement. Based on multiple sources of information and 
teeming assumptions, we are constantly judging, that is—assigning—qualities to phenomena. 
Most of the time, especially in relation to graspable object, our judgements are more-or-less on 
the mark. The apple will taste like an apple. The stair will hold our weight. The train to Kyoto 
will go to Kyoto, a dollar bill is worth one dollar. This is all fine. It really is fine: if we were to 
encounter every object “in itself” as something completely new and unknown, daily life would 
be unnavigatable; we receive information about unexperienced phenomena via information 
transmission. Intra-personal transmission: to me the cold ocean is brisk, but ultimately pleasant, 
so I will go again next winter. Inter-personal transmission: my friend says JIF peanut butter is 
salty—I don’t like salty PB, so I buy SM brand instead. Cultural transmission: cooperation is 
preferable to rocking the boat. And so on, ad nasum. Direct transmission, such as CAUTION 
FLOOR IS WET or on the cover of a book: “The New York Times calls this novel the best book 
of mysteric criticism since J. Pohl's Rising Wetley.” Really, though, this information is 
convenient! Most of my friends tell me the film Reality Roadboat is incredible, and I pay $10 on 
a film ticket. Somehow I absorbed the notion that the sunset at the beach is pleasant, so I go see 
one and, wow! A math textbook is assigned for MATH701, so I don’t pick it up as a beginner’s 
primer. I don’t think I need to go on about how else information and assumptions are 
transmitted. Doubt plays a role as well, giving humans a tool to avoid scams and unpleasant 
situations. And further, the mood I’m in when I receive or perceive something will affect my 
responses and hence, future actions concerning said “something”. 


It can all be rather complex, or all rather simple. Either way, these concrete and abstract, directly 
or indirectly received information about Things in the World influence us to such a degree that 
they are impossible to extricate. For clarity, let me introduce two terms that will make further 
discussion easier “labels” and “things”. “Things” are just that: things in themselves: a red car, a 
123 min long opera, a bar of white chocolate. “Labels” are the qualities assigned: a fast red car, 
a 123 min long masterpiece opera, a bar of sweet white chocolate. 


My primary concern—an overriding concern that preoccupies me daily—is how humans become 
trapped within labels. In Doris Lessing’s words, “prisons we choose to live inside”. In common 
parlance, “prisons” have a negative connotation; the labels that we live by are more like 
handrails, comforting guides in what would be the peril of unlimited freedom of how to think 
about things—helpful and useful. But before we know it, we’re only going the routes those 
handrails take us, not venturing into the unfamiliar, or judging others based solely on hearsay: 
the rails become prisons. This is so interesting, because the power to actually change reality is 
embedded in these labels. How is it that someone may be a mediocre drummer, but receive the 
critical acclaim of someone famous, and by and by, become a brilliant drummer? Or that a bad 
rumor about a hardworking colleague might actually create the conditions for that colleague to 


be worse at their job? My concern is how these invisible labels of things create prisons for 
ourselves and for others. The assumptions about the selfish nature of humans, or the 
“shallowness of the masses” are so deep they shape reality. As everyone who has ever known 
anyone well, there are very few truly “shallow” people, just different primary concerns and 
presentation. What false adversarial relationships sometimes exist! To hear the “shallow 
masses” being spoken of pejoratively by the privileged educated, or to hear blue-collar workers 
resenting the snobbishness of the educated elite. Just as stereotypes about race are taboo, I long 
for the day when labels of all other humans become recognized for the limits that they present. 


No need for ‘wordy’ thoughts, or thoughts in words. 


I remember during my undergraduate years at Antioch College, the somewhat diabolic Belgian 
professor of linguistics challenged the assertion that humans are incapable of thought without 
language. What need have we of “thought in words” ? 


He was adamant that thought was possible without words. He did not elaborate further, though, 
because we had a tough lesson of Chomsky ahead of us. 


Since then, the seed planted in me by his assertion has germinated.. When I moved to Japan, I 
found myself living entirely in Japanese, a language I am fluent enough in (to work, to have a 
mono-linguistic Japanese family), but alas not fluent to the point of writing philosophy or 
reading literature. As any language learner knows, there comes a point where one has no need to 
“translate” some expression in your head from your mother tongue to your new language. This 
is the invisible but vital point where instead of thinking “I'd like to have eaten some kale,” the 
phrase just comes out in the new language, with no cogitation needed for grammar structures and 
no searching for vocabulary, no second thoughts. 


I reached this point in Japanese, where the language flows (almost) effortlessly. That almost is 
the lynchpin, though.. Without that a/most, total and doubtless fluency would have arrived; alas, 
almost. Phrases requiring deeper levels of articulation, of poetics, of metaphor, escape. In 
loving to talk about philosophy, suddenly the limits of my fluency become ruinously clear. 
Wanting to communicate a thought about the limitation of visual perception as a means of 
understanding the world...suddenly the words aren’t there. And with no words, how can 
something be said? And there was something to be said, there was a concept just about to be 
verbalized when bam! The language barrier. The point is, I needed no “words in my head” to 
formulate the thought; the only time those words were needed where when trying to 
communicate verbally. But the entirely abstract and even quite complex idea, remains, lodged in 
my being, existing without resort to words, which come later. And in this way, I came to 
recognize that I am capable of formulating abstract complexities without words in my head. 


In telling people this they act quite surprised, as if I hold some rarefied talent. But no, I am the 
holder of no talents, just the recipient of an opportunity to notice, an opportunity gained solely by 
lack of fluency. Everyone all the time thinks about things without words.. Hunger, a sudden chill 
and closing the windows, the choice of ice water over tepid water, realizing your brother’s talent 
is nurtured by his hard work, etc, etc. If “thought” required “words,” we’d be telling each 
ourselves everything, all the time. No one lives like that: always verbalizing in their heads, “I 
prefer cold water now,” “I must close the window because I am cold,” no. That is an intolerable 
state of affairs, which carried to the last station, leads to debilitation and heavy mental stress. 
There are times, yes—many a day—when we do think in words: often as a way of underlining a 
mental state (Wow! I’m hungry!), carrying on imaginary conversations, or finding a grammar 
for a concept that we’d like to communicate to someone. 


Artists are already there. What is art by an additional means of communication, one that 
bypasses words entirely, or in the case of poetry or novels, creates expression much larger than 
the sum of the words’ denotation? A musician might think in music, a painter in pictures, and a 
dancer in movements. The previous sentence is too obvious and limiting. Dancers might think 
in music, painters might think in movement, and a dancer might think in ideas. Isn’t the 
synesthesia of thinking methods miraculous? Even the most concrete abstract sentence such as 
“the human dissembles when thinking about death” exists with the same(ish) meaning pre- 
verbal, and it might be the case that an artist would have to use up 500 pages of prose, or a 
carefully prepared palette to express such a thought, which might never (ever) have come in 
words in the head. The work of an artist is to translate such thoughts, as often fighting with as 
flowing from materials; layering meaning and complexities and technique in ways that surpass 
language. 


(This is the genius of the novel. A novel is made up of words, which directly impart 
meaning...but an artist-novelist chooses to arrange the words into a form which, overflowing 
many pages, moves beyond the mere meaning of those words and creates in the reader a deep 
impression. This is why novels in translation still retain such power. Thomas Mann’s The Magic 
Mountain is my favourite example of this.) 


So a deep respect is due to those who are adept at translating abstractions into expressions, 
whether in representational art, realism, impressionism, or abstract expressionism. 


The work of a philosopher, too, needs must be such alchemy. In formulating ideas about the 
World, their work in part is turning those thoughts into a communicable form. Semantics being 
what it is (what is this “being what” you just wrote? Who is “being what”? Are you turning a 
concept into a thing by using this word “being,” which connotates existence and therefore 
awareness? And don’t get me started on your problematic use of the next verb, “is”!), any text 
may be parsed for logic holes and hypocrisy. And so some philosophers cover their tracks by 
verbiage at length about their text, a vanguard against deconstruction. It is sad that we feel the 
need to do so. Whereas in parts of the East, the ambiguity of communication through language is 
fully deployed (to use the term favoured by Francois Jullien) in ways that open up multiple and 
complementary readings, and yet give insight untouchable Western logic and analytics. So just 
as the flavor of different kinds of music surely make us experience time in different ways, so the 
flavors of different philosophies make us experience the World in different ways. As in learning 
to appreciate an alien music, fully tasting a philosophy requires mental flexibility, openness, and 
a courage—the courage to challenge all the “prerequisites” not only of language (aren’t nouns 
really just verbs with a longer duration?), but also of thought itse/f Like all mental states 
(including the ones used in daily life), practice is is the only way to praxis. As grammar 
surrounds us and structures thought since our earliest days, we have lots of practice in the 
particular grammar (and therefore pre-verbal assumptions) of our cultural nexus. Overcoming 
this take work and effort. (As in Zen: one Zen mantra reads “nothingness does not exist, and nor 
does that existence of nothing exist”. Out of the many many hours I’ve spent sitting Zen, I’ve 
had only a few seconds here and there of a mind-state that might be Zen.) 


I believe this is why an author like my hero Francois Jullien spends so much time repeating 
himself, writing the same things in multiple forms and perspectives, because as readers we need 
this rigor in order for our fundamental (and therefore unnoticeable) assertions to change, and he 
needs the space to fully deploy is philosophical tools. As a reader, I am grateful for this as his 
work is extremely challenging even on multiple rereads. Brevity is appealing because it is easy 
to understand. The weak point of brevity is that it is hard to absorb. And really what would be 
the point to learn different cognitive styles only to skim the surface? Let’s cast around for an 


example: 


All things that exist, keep existing because they persist in time. A “noun” referring to a 
“thing” is really just an extended verb. We know this because we know that all objects 
have a life-span, be it a Japanese tea bowl or a comet. The most handy example of this is 
a thought. One thought may exist as we think it, or when we recall it, but as soon as the 
thought moves on or is forgotten, it has no more existence. Most languages acknowledge 
this tacitly by the convenient use of verbs like “is” and “be,” which on a deep level 
communicate the “present tense” of all object having an existence. One reason we don’t 
think about nouns as actually—verbs is because grammar separates the noun from its 
verb. “That is ice” separates the descriptor, “ice” from the being of ice, using the verb 
“is”. As opposed to the ice “ice-ing” its merry way until it melts. This is so even in 
incomplete sentences, like the following: 


“What would you like?” 
“More ice.” 


This time, a verb keeping the ice in existence is absent, so how do we know the ice still 
exists? The answer is obvious, because the question contains the verb. 


“What would you like?” 
“TT would like] ice.” 


And so ice is being supported in its existence by the verb “like”. And so without even us 
noticing, all existence is supported by the primary assumption that things and their 
existences are separate. Which has the side effect that the world becomes stiff and 
codified, so that even as we acknowledge that things change—a snowflake becomes a 
drop of water—they become different things, even though we all know at the same time 
that the snowflake and the drop of water are the same thing. As Jullien notes, a third 
“thing” is needed, “‘a substance,” which is at one time snow, and another time, water. 
Without this third it all falls apart! So now, in order to support the existence of both a 
snowflake and water, we need something else to unite the two. It might seem as if I am 
playing games with semantics, since you are probably thinking “yeah, but ‘snow’ and 
‘water’ are just descriptors of the one fundamental substance, H2O,” and dismantle my 
argument. But snow and water aren’t adjectives describing H2O, rather they codify H2O 
into one form, a rigid noun that resists change even as snow manifestly melts. 


So as an alternative, posit a grammar where H20O is a verb H2O-ing, that is, existing of 
itself with no need for a supporting verb “is”. Now since H2O manifests in many forms, 
let’s just conjugate this verb, H2O. H2O-solid, H2O-liquid, H2O-gas. Suddenly, the 
intrusion of language introduces more and more forms of the basic verb H20. Time 
tenses embedded in the verb is information about what that verb is doing and when— 
coming, going, or continuing. 


And so with one verb stem, we can suddenly use a few conjugations to communicate an 
elementary truth (that all things exist because they continue) that in many languages 
requires the separation of the thing from its evolution in time and unwieldy sentences like 
this one. In truth, as we see, a new language, though starting from different 
fundamentals, suddenly proves its own limits. Rather than inventing a new language and 
thus verbiage, can’t the idea that all phenomena are verbs exist pre-, that is, before 
communication? In the end, what and how anything is communicated wholly depends on 
the silent pre-cognitions from which grammar is eventually born. 


End of example. As noted, brevity is easy to grasp. “All nouns are actually verbs”. There is a 
good chance this short sentence will domino and lastingly impress; there is a chance that we 
could ruminate on the idea for a few minutes or days or even weeks, and then forget to apply it. 
It bears genetic material in common with the phrase “you reap what you sow”. 


From an analytical standpoint, the theory above can be taken apart and discredited pretty easily. 
Far more interesting, and useful, attempting to come to a cognitive state where the water and 
snowflake are truly the same, and so elude such crude nouns which literally melt as we try and 
grasp them. As reformations of how we perceive phenomena, this example is pretty short, so 
we’re not likely to truly absorb the idea of all things as verbs. But if the example above were 
expanded into a one hundred page essay on Verbing the World, going on to detail how some 
English words slip through the gaps, such as the multi-purpose word “study,” and examining the 
role of concept as wor(1)d builder in Chinese ideographs, and so on and so on, then maybe by 
slow osmosis we’d come to a fresh new perspective on the world (this sentence is problematic 
from the Verbing p.o.v.). Actually, there already is a book that deals much with this issue, and 
more, called The Silent Transformations by Francois Jullien. It “books” amazingly. 


Because how interesting! What would happen if I could apply this idea? That even my body, 
and myself is in and will always be in a state of transformation, a perspective that guarantees a 
cognizance that all is fleeting yet gives me the knowledge that what do in the present moment 
will create and is always creating the self to come. And so I might want to sleep more so that I 
can think better and create a future “me” that is healthy. Or if I’m truly serious about learning 
French, the only way to do so is create a present me that evolved into a present-me-speaking- 
French, which can only come from a studying-French-me. Conversely, when people “end,” their 
deaths have always been coming, and so finally we can think about someone with finality. And 
that all object have a life span and evolution too, so I'd better oil my bike more if I want it to 
keep “bike-ing” usefully. On and on. 


(Have you noticed yet? I’m using the technique of repetition.) 


The Verbing I present here is just one example of the power of non-verbal thoughts. Perhaps the 
easiest example to write about. But these thoughts need not be confined to new grammars or 
world—views; these non-verbal ideas could contain logics of emotion never described, pictures 
or melodies of cosmology, or emotive expressions that transcend anything linear or sequentially 
possible. When de-limited by grammar, the sky’s the limit. 


Now that we’ve come to discover the absolute possibility of concrete thought without words, I’d 
like to take this discussion one step further. To attempt to think the unthinkable. The word 
“unthinkable” is rife with associations not needed in this discussion, so as an alternative, let’s use 
the phrase “impossible,” or “impossible to think”. “Impossible” is a good choice because it 
already defines the limits of the possible for us, and therefore creates a concrete wall to attempt 
to climb over. 


Try an imaginary object. Go ahead and imagine an imaginary object. Make it as “impossible” as 
possible. Try holding the object in your head. So far so good? Now let’s take this one step 
further: use absolutely no word-symbols when thinking of this object. 


ALT EXAMPLE 


(all verbs) 


present/future tense 


Aq = H20 stem 

Aqi = H20 solid (ice) 

Aqs = H20 powder (snow) 

Aga = H20 liquid (water) 

Aqu = H20 gas (water vapor) 

~~d = Going/Leaving ~~ (past tense) 
~h = Coming/Becoming 


Notice there are only two tenses here. Embedded in the verb is information about what 
that verb is doing, because I could say: 


Agqsd = Leaving powder (therefore becoming water or ice) 
Aqa = Water, “watering on” 
Agah = Becoming liquid (used to be something else) 


Or combine for more detail on the verb in case context is not enough: 


AqiAquh= from solid becoming vapor—sublimating 
Aqud = condensing from vapor 
AqsAquh= from powder becoming vapor (is this even possible?) 


So as an alternative, posit a grammar where H20 is a verb H2O-ing, that is, existing of 
itself with no need for a supporting verb “is”. Now since H2O manifests in many forms, 
let’s just conjugate this verb, H2O. H2O-solid, H2O-liquid, H2O-gas. Suddenly, the 
intrusion of language introduces more and more forms of the basic verb H2O. Time 
tenses embedded in the verb is information about what that verb is doing and when— 
coming, going, or continuing. 


And so with one verb stem, we can suddenly use a few conjugations to communicate an 
elementary truth (that all things exist because they continue) that in many languages 
requires the separation of the thing from its evolution in time and unwieldy sentences like 
this one. In truth, as we see, a new language, though starting from different 
fundamentals, suddenly proves its own limits. Rather than inventing a new language and 
thus verbiage, can’t the idea that all phenomena are verbs exist pre-, that is, before 
communication? In the end, what and how anything is communicated wholly depends on 
the silent pre-cognitions from which grammar is eventually born. 


Healthful. This is a key word in the ethics of the 21st century. It is somewhat of a buzzword 
these days in Yoga classes, Pilates, or organic food chains. However pop the word may have 
become, it is really the key towards an ethics for the increasingly globalized world. 


As more people are obtaining more access to different cultural modes, we see at one and the 
same time cross-cultural pollination, and a move towards the preservation and authentication of 
difference—the latter is especially so in cultural groupings that historically have been oppressed. 
The one, cross-cultural pollination has been hyper-enabled by ease of travel and the internet— 


and so accessible from entire populations to any one individual with an online connection. The 
Other also uses these technologies to effect, but certainly requires concerted effort: the work 
involved in preserving cultural heritages ranges from the collection of intangible histories, 
keeping alive a set of cultural protocols (customs, cognitive modes, etc) and an intention to keep 
those practises more or less authentic. 


By and wide, most of the revivals of inherited culture have—by default—chosen to do so within 
the ethical framework of the larger (one could read “larger” as Western European) culture that 
they differ from. 


For one example, the revival of Hawaiian culture and Hawai’ian language is undeniable. The 
rediscovery of Hawaiian practices is an indication of reclaimed heritage that is giving an 
oppressed population healthy identities. In this century, Hawai’i is hardly isolated, and so it is 
the work of the Hawaiian Renaissance to purposely isolate sets of cultural practices and identify 
those as “Hawaiian” —no easy task in the commodification of “Hawaiian Culture” for tourists. 
(And also including the fact that pre-contact Hawai’i was hardly a monoculture.) However close 
to “authentic” any Hawaiian group may become, they are aided by an open mind to plurality, in 
that people of mixed or different ethnicities are usually welcomed to learn from the Kapuna and 
others—indeed this is necessary because of the huge portion of the population with mixed 
heritage. 


Some of the ethical conducts of pre-contact Hawaiians are not included, however. Since Hawai’i 
is not currently isolated, the ethics of surrounding (and more powerful “oppressive’”’?) cultures 
shape the interpretation of traditional Hawaiian practices. Different forms of kapu are not rigidly 
enforced, and transgressors are not executed. Men and women may eat together, and the 
prohibitions against caste mingling are not enforced, either. Meanwhile, other ethics of 
traditional Hawai’i are preserved: respect for the elders, ho‘oponopono ceremonies, the deep 
reciprocal relationships cultivated towards the land, and so on. The ethics then, that are 
identified with traditional Hawai’i then—are distinct from the ethics of the colonialists, but it is 
obvious that the ethics preserved are the ones that are do not violate key ethical ideas that spread 
globally: the right to individual life, personhood, lifting of sexual and caste inequality, and 
inclusivity. Only the most hard-line would advocate a return to a// the practises of ancient 
Hawai’. 


This is a shift in ethics—one that means that a return to cultural authenticity or (re)adoption of 
traditional practises need not include every single outlook. This is because our conceptions of 
“what is ethical” have changed. The ethics that allowed Christian Missionaries to eradicate 
whole cultures have (by and large) shifted There are exceptions. To everything, of course.. The 
ethics that allow free health care are spreading. The ethics that were once embraced, such as the 
“god gave us the land so it is ours to use how we went,” are slowly changing. The ethics that 
allow for free access to handguns are a hot issue in early 21st America. While other countries 
(such as China) have adopted (probably unconsciously) several ethics with Judeo-Christian 
origins, such as the ban on self-suicide that most countries have. 

So to return: what ethics can an increasingly globalized Earth embrace that at once is applicable 
within and without specific cultural groupings? Already we save a lot of work by not trying to 
find just one ethical system. The value of culture difference is just that: difference, and since we 
know that ethics change dramatically, there is no use in forcing all people into one mold, a notion 
that reeks of Imperialism, anyway. The task is then to find an idea, one that is yet applicable 
across the globe yet respects difference; an ethic for the individual who adopts many stances by 
virtue of exposure, and an ethic that somehow binds them to someone who wishes to stay within 
a framework. To sum up: an ethic that would bind Katie, in Narobi who has a deep interest in 
Japanese Butoh dance, to Lei Fang from Argentina, who finds comfort in his Confucian ethics 


passed down to him by his immigrant father—and yet binds these two people to Maria, whose 
strict adherence to the Sardinian lifestyle will never waver. And so on. 


Since you are familiar with my thinking on this, you know that I identify emotion and need as the 
most universal human traits. All humans experience emotion (Again) let’s exclude pathology., 
from time to time. And all humans have needs—sleep, food, shelter, etc. Since it is easy to 
grasp that all ethical codes come from a need to continue life—for which sleep, food, and shelter 
are necessary, then it is just as easy to grasp that emotional health is a huge component in life 
continuance. Life automatically wants to be healthy. (We’ll exclude pathologies.) When the 
extremely competitive nature of living nomadically without agriculture in the desert produces a 
tribe with an ethical system geared towards defining “life” as the continuation of the tribe, then 
an ethics that has no compunction about killing trouble makers or outsiders makes sense by 
shifting the definition of “life continuation”. I do not condone this, but I did not grow up ina 
nomadic tribe, either. Likewise, an ethics that arises from agriculturalists living in scarcity and 
isolation, and therefore sharing everything and respecting the limits of the land, is also 
understandable. When these tribes become giant cities or national entities, then suddenly 
genocide, devastating the environment, inequal economics and racism, and other calamities arise. 
Humans evolved from small groupings to gigantic groupings, so ethics needs to catch up. 

Maybe as a built in safety mechanism, included in the makeup of many humans is an intense 
curiosity about the Other, a curiosity and indeed an empathic capability that expands beyond the 
tribe—where the useful mingling of blood and ideas creates stronger structures that protect life— 
continuation. 


There is one—just one—ethic that perhaps may be applied to all these cases, and that is the ethic 
of health. What is “healthful”? An ethic that applies for decisions that ring far into the future 
and across continents as an ethic that applies to daily living. Now this is easy to misunderstand. 
There are two peculiar definition of “health” that are quite narrow, and many people seem to 
switch between one extreme to the other. One definition of “health” is the shifting and popular 
one where it seems that one can never be thin enough, exercise enough, or mindful enough. It is 
an ideal towards with by striving, is not graspable. Certainly individual humans could choose to 
be healthier, but “health” as an ideal is Sysphian and dangerous. 


OPersonal_ 04 


How sad I feel. Realizing that my philosophical musings are merely derivative, and befret of 
originality, I am again struck by the Great Barrier in coming up with anything fresh. This is 
especially disappointing because there is a true pleasure in philosophising. As far as writing and 
thinking is concerned, I recognize in myself only one idea that is fresh: the idea of impossible to 
think logics, alternative cognitions that are literally not-thinkable, but just as ‘real’ and valid as 
anything we conceive of through the filter of our own existence. This small idea is my own, but 
surely echoed throughout history by many Thinkers more gifted than myself, as the first domino 
for this idea tripped when reading Stanislaw Lem’s book Fiasco in which humans try and make 
sense of incomprehensible aliens. 


And I grant one more prose(aic) talent: the meander. I know myself to be quite good at starting 
with one set of ideas and meandering with them to a different place, although the ideas 
themselves are not too original, and usually my meander ends with the theme of impossible 
thought, as described above. 


As far as poetry is concerned: pretty much every artist writes poetry at some time or another. I 


suspect that as no great reader of poetry, and therefore unexposed to the rigors of meter or 
metronomy, my work is just as trite as the next teenager who puts pen to page and writes angst. 
For Goddess’ sake, I can’t even count syllables! 


In the dance studio I feel a talent. In both the extremely frustrating process of choreography and 
in the thrill of leading a workshop, a spark informs me of my worth. Choreography is the hardest 
thing I do, but honestly feel that the efforts are rewarded with a sort of original dance/movement 
work. (Hopefully this isn’t my Leo/Rooster self crying out for attention.) But far from being 
smug in the studio, I am always on the search for new approaches to teaching the body, and try 
and learn as much from other dancers as from masters whose work I (somehow) dislike. And I 
recognize that many choreographic seeds are born when I see dance by someone else—small 
movements or images that give me nutrition to grow my own garden. 


At the same time, as a dancer, I lack. I might have certain muscles achieved with daily effort, 
and flexibility is on my side, but I definitely lack any concrete technique that would wow(!). 
Even my choreographies are rather simple in that there are relatively few movements in any span 
of time, since I lack the focus and training to keep up and remember complex movements for any 
duration. I am more of an artist, and dance is one method towards art...but as a dancer-artist | 
lack powers of concentration and memory. 


As a workshop teacher, I apply everything I know and think to participants. In that role I focus 
sharply on each and every individual, even with twenty people in the room, yet at the same time 
ideas and techniques leap from my mind with such profusion that I need to consciously slow 
down and let the dancers explore. The reason for the overflow is a simple one: all the juvenile 
philosophising, all the philosophical regurgitations that surface in my writing—lI apply them to 
dance. Put unprettily, you could say I vomit philosophy onto dancers and pass it off as “original 
method”. Put prettily, you could say I connect philosophy with movement, and show how 
philosophy and being are intimately connected in the body, and how to adjust those connections 
for various purposes. In this way my workshops are rather rigorous yet free-wheeling. I’d like 
to think that my synthesis of different ideas becomes something rather my own, but I just don’t 
know about that. But I do think the body is a vital and so immediate locus to experience 
philosophy. 


Since my talents lie more in the realm of applying what I know rather than creating the new, ’'m 
good at café philosophy. This is just a parlor trick, really. Taking ideas from Sartre and using 
them to shoot the breeze with a friend is just applied engineering. If anything, the more 
philosophy I read, the more I realize just how many of my ideas have either been more fully 
explored by more powerful intellects than my own or just how much I regurgitate. 


Is the future above you or below you? 


We are used to thinking of the future as in front of us. This habit makes sense in a way, because 
as we walk forward, time passes. In this case, the ground you have covered lies behind you—so 
it is understandable why that past should be behind you. Ina similar way, as you walk forward, 
the ground in front of you approaches, so then future lies in front of you. 


There are some cultures that believe the future lies behind one. That is an intriguing idea, and I 
explore it more in a different essay. 


It isn’t farfetched to imagine the future as up—above—and the past as down—below—because 
objects when dropped fall to the earth. Certainly, that is a more consistent movement that that of 


walking forwards, and as a metaphor, maybe more apt. 


The point is, front or behind, these “directions” given to time lie in one dimension alone, a line 
extending futurity on one side and past on the other. How interesting! Interesting, as we live in 
three dimensions (ordinarily) though some add “time” as a one way fourth dimension. But how 
is it that “time” as the enabler of all change, the container that ends and begins all things, the 
massive inexorable subtle and blunt medium of experience—should be tamed so easily. 
Moreover(!), besides lying on a single line, there are only (at most) the three basic tenses that 
somehow encompass the total of describable experience The exceptions are not exceptions.. 


Past - gone 
Present - coming/going 
Future - coming 


The vocabulary of time is oddly inadequate. It seems ludicrous that to even talk about time in 
most languages we need to either resort to verbs conjugated in accordance to the simple 
coming/going of time, or else use nouns/adjectives like “past” and “present,” as if these were 
objects we could grasp, as if somehow those words were not also moving in concordance with 
time, existing and verbing themselves silently If you find a true exception in a different language, 
please contact me quickly.. 


DIVERGENCE 


The first step to giving time more dimension is to dismiss the idea that experiences are separable 
from an objective reality. Our experience of the world necessarily passes through the brain via 
sense organs and the not inconsiderable power of the brain itself, constructing both thought and 
experience. The electrical conversations within us exist, and so in a fleeting electro-quantum- 
neural way, they provide structures responsible for even the most subtle emotion, the most 
ephemeral imagining. While an imaginary being—a Klingon—may not exist as a living 
breathing life-object, inasmuch as we have elementary particles suspending the idea of 
“Klingon” within us, “Klingons” “exist It helps that Kingons also exist as digital data, printed 
photos, and celluloid.”. The same could be said about a work of art never begun, or of an 
emotional misunderstanding It is no wonder schizophrenics are so affected by “imaginary” 
things.. 


What enters our sense organs and becomes processed in the brain as “reality” or the “objective 
world” must be relatively universal, else how to explain communication among humans. 
Humans all vary in wild and minute ways in that while there is enough concordance to make 
human association possible, there is also enough divergence that no two people think and 
experience alike: a divergence by which art exists, as do misunderstandings, as do different 
ethical systems. 


The brain is a structure that evolves in time and is yet always responsive to environmental input, 
humans differ from a very early age—and if one includes the fact that genetics makes a 
difference, as does the types of raw material that eventually become the brain (I was weaned onto 
vegetables and granola, but Yang Ming was weaned onto fruit and rice) and all other factors like 
temperature and environmental chemicals, then the divergence is satisfactorily(?) explained The 
whole paragraph is a fancy way of saying “of course we’re all different—we all have different 
experiences throughout the totality of life from conception onwards.”. But—good for us—we 
have in common so much as to have civilization. 


Divergence and concordance. Diverse cultures place emphasis more on one or the other. 


It is true that divergence is a fact! And so the very real and very subjective interiority also exists. 
While I think the sunrise is amber, you think it is salmon pink. Both “amber” and “salmon pink” 
exist in ways that most humans agree on, but when viewing the same sunrise, our divergences 
cause us to experience or notice divergently, and so at the same time, we see the same sunrise in 
two ways. In each of us the madly dancing electrons are actually present, so the same 
phenomenon does exist differently An adventure: one could go further and say the same sunrise 
exists twice.. 


Usually a wide gap between concordance and divergence is labeled as a pathology, paranoia or 
narcissism or hallucination, etc. Ki imagines a parrot on his shoulder: but to everyone else, his 
shoulder is empty of parrot. Within Ki’s body-mind, there must be a set of actually existing 
atomic particles holding that parrot in existence for Ki. As a completely non-objective (in the all 
senses) example, if you imagine your best friend has betrayed you—and she hasn’t—the 
phenomenon may not exist anywhere other than in your mind, but exist there it does, or at least 
until you are convinced otherwise. 


RETURN 


The ideas I articulate above have many applications, but I will stick to trying to find a way to 
deepen the concept of time. So far, time is a one dimensional line: forward and back, coming 
and going, but no left or right, up or down. Words like “advance” and “decline” imply a vertical 
dimension to time, “Alex’s vision is declining,” but they refer to a subjective judgements about a 
situation, where a negative judgement is below and a positive one above the speaker. 


Metaphor could work, though. Asking time to always be in front of us is a basic metaphor, one 
that works so well we hardly question it, though it does confine time to only one dimension. For 
a two dimensional metaphor, try this: 


Time is a river, running downhill. 


This could be taken in at least two ways, but similar implications: 


This metaphor is kind of interesting. It accounts for the inexorable unstoppable experience of 
time. At the same time, by postulating various bends along the river, changes in slope and flow, 
and geographic features of the riverbed or riverbank, we can apply some of the relationships that 
Einstein’s physics mean for the passage of time. Time passes slower away from great 
gravitational masses, so the deeper currents run faster; time passes slower for those who travel at 
great speed—postulate “movement over distance” as going against current, but never quite 
strong enough to swim in place. 


It is a useful metaphor. It implies three-dimensionality in that perceiving beings occupy almost 
the same space in the river. As a metaphor, it works the way a flat head screwdriver can work if 
you’re lacking a philips head. Can we get any closer? 


Now, finally, P’ll apply the idea explained earlier, the existence—at least in sub-atomic particle 
form, of diverging experiences of reality. We are all familiar with the experience of time 
disappearing or passing rapidly. Or how five minutes can balloon by the mere act of standing in 
line. Time is elastic. Consider two flows of time. Time according to physics, a tyrant, flexible 
yes, but imperceptibly so that only in extreme calculations does the relativity of time passage 
become apparent—for all but the most sensitive of instruments an hour passed by Kim at sea 


level in Texas is an hour passed for Bao in the highlands of Nepal. All things age— 
implacably—and within the minute and calculable variations allowed by life on earth, quite 
egalitarian (simply for being so calculable, if nothing else). This is the time of the atomic clock, 
the time of hard physics equations, and the time that most humans agree to submit to for the sake 
of synchronizing our divergences. Physical time. 


Divergence is just the word to describe the other flow of time. Divergent time is daily present in 
our lives. How between the 2min intervals of the snooze button, only seconds may seem to pass; 
but sometimes hours seem to fy, if the dreams are intense. It is often in activity that engages the 
mind and body together, that time seems to vanish. Though with divergence—the same act of 
polishing a car or alphabetizing books might take up more or less divergent time according to the 
person. This kind of time seems to speed up with age.. 


The time above is often dismissed as not valid because it is not calculable. Emotions are real, 
but they too, are not calculable. The lack of quantifiable (digital) data does not extinguish 
invalidate something so consistently felt. As with the chemicals and molecular arrangements 
responsible for a sweet regret (or what have you) these time-flows have physical existences. 


Primarily, the flow of divergent time modifies that of physical time. That is, it modifies our 
experience of physical time. So while there is a maddeningly consistent pace to the hour hand, 
luckily there are ways in which we can extend or shorten our own experience of that hour. Our 
experiences are real, so it follows that this modified time flow also exists. 


Rather than postulate that there are two side by side flows of time, it is that divergent time is an 
aspect of physical time, a real one. There follow a number of corollaries. That this aspect of 
physical time is not equally accessible to all things. Divergent time is limited to beings capable 
of having experiences. Note how carefully phrased this is: “experiences”. Rather than go all the 
way and write about consciousness, the word experiences allows the “capability” of experience 
alone, and is so applicable to many. The word “being” is used here, too, with careful 
consideration: being being at once a verb and a designation. 


Many things fall through that gap between concordance and divergence. In certain frames of 
mind, I’m amazed at the convergences that make society possible. Although some philosophers 
frame this as the difference between the “objective” world and that of our impressions, or inner 
life. I prefer to frame it as concordance, divergence, and convergence. It often happens: feeling 
totally isolated from my peers for being over-sensitive yet secretly quite outgoing, I happened to 
read a book by John Barnes where the protagonist had the same experience. Similarly, it isn’t 
uncommon for people to find solace in cultures totally different from one’s own (in my case 
Japan). Unhappily, often views fail to converge which may result in strife and conflict. 


I thought about this when I was ten years old. Years later, writing and developing: 


Humans are capable of making movements. Many of these movements have attempt behind 
them. That is, a ¢ry. Asking a finger to move, it moves. Asking a foot to tap, it taps. No matter 
how easy the movement, before the movement happens, there is attempt. Sometimes the attempt 
is so easy, so fleeting that it goes unnoticed. Asking you to move a hand in a simple motion is so 
facile that it becomes unnatural. Giving you a pen and asking you to write your name is 
similarly facile—only because of (literally) the lifetime of practice you’ve had grasping a pen 
and forming letters—as everyone who has ever known anyone going through physical therapy 
understands well. These acts require complex series’ of motions from 


hand/waist/arm/eyes/finger/feet, basically, most of one’s whole being. These acts are ones which 
we attempt—and therefore have a degree of complex intentionality. Complex because of the 
combination of cooperations necessary for just a simple motion like holding a coffee cup. So 
this is the basic idea of “attempt”. All intentional actions have attempt behind them, even if the 
try is unnoticable because how how much we take for granted. 


And so we admire a cello player whose effortless invocations of Bach 


Logically, the next step are all those unintentional actions, which fall into two types. 


Angled light makes it easier to discern the shape of an object, as opposed to flat light, which 
while illuminating the whole, makes an object’s features difficult to notice. 


As an object’s shape can be better determined by angled light than full all round lighting, which 
makes edges indiscernible. 


Time flowing downhill 


Relating to emotions as if they are objects—and vice versa 


Beings as a form (result) of energy 


Meaning of defeat 


What does it mean to be defeated? 


Dance and Philosophy 


A philosophy for the 3rd millennium. 


The invisible (imaginary) gap between the future and the present 


Free will as a line 


Can you imagine anything other than—living? Or life? Because living is finally, the "under- 
everything," the requirement for literally all cognitive and perceptive functions. 


Faces 


Concealed faces are disturbing. The classic means of hiding self and motive, faces that are 
covered communicate nothing and disrupt individuality. What reason is it that when only one 
(albeit main) avenue of communication, faces, become inaccessible, we should feel so 


uncomfortable? Those people we see in public spaces with no discretion, telling the wide world 
their pain frankly make us uncomfortable. In this case, as when faces are hidden, people have no 
choice as to the reading or being cut off from someone’s emotions. 


Any discussion of ethics requires the Trolley Problem that was devised in 1967. The basic issue 
is: you see a trolley barreling out of control and about to hit and kill five people. But you notice 
that you can pull a railway switch and make the trolley go to a different track, avoiding killing 
five people, but killing one who happens to be on the new track. Another variant of the problem 
is the so called “fat man,” where instead of pulling a railway switch, you can push a fat man in 
front of the trolley and use his weight to prevent the death of five people. 


Although such a situation is not likely to happen to most of us, it is a moral dilemma responsible 
from millions of words of interpretation and dissection. There are several variants (including one 
where you can choose to kill an evil villain to prevent the deaths of five people), and quite a few 
flexible and unflexible conclusions about what one should or should not do. I have my own 
interpretation for a solution: whatever moral and ethical position one could take a prior or a 
posteri: in situ, it does not matter. Were such a situation to occur, there would be no time to 
reflect on the matter. Automatically reacting and killing one person, or being paralyzed and 
letting five people die, in the moment something happens. Whether that something be a swift 
decision to act, hesitation, paralysis, or a decision not to act—the situation does not effect moral 
reflection. (Not to consider yet another option: throwing yourself into the way of the trolley.) 


More interesting is to consider other classical ethical thought experiments. Such as: do you 
scapegoat an innocent person to prevent a riot in the city? Do you torture the person who holds 
the key to defusing a ticking time bomb? Do you harvest the organs of one person to save the 
lives of several? Do you invade one country to prevent genocide, though collateral deaths will 
occur? Essentially, all these problems are refer to the same issue of sacrificing or hurting the few 
for the sake of the many. Spock and Kirk give a solution rather succinctly in the ending of Star 
Trek IT: The Wrath of Khan: 


Spock Don’t grieve Admiral—it’s logical: the good of the many outweighs- 

Kirk ...the good of the few... 

lookup! However, in the ending of Star Trek III: 

Kirk Because the needs of the one ...outweigh the needs of the many.. 

Whatever the case, I see no need to give an account of “shoulds” and “‘shouldn’ts” that apply to 
these situations. The reasons for this is because not only will I not add anything new to the 
discussion, but “ought-tos” are suspicious because they imply a universal ethical law—laws 
which by definition become blanket applied across various situations. One seed for my 
position(s) on this is the short sentence in Nietzsche's work Human, All too Human, where he 
says: 


find!... 


The conclusion is obvious. Maybe it is my work to point out the obvious (and yours to critique) 


but since all conscious beings occupy different positions in space and time, and that situational 
difference (internal and external) will never vanish, then any system of ethic must also preoccupy 
itself with consideration for such variety. The lure of Mills’ Utilitarianism is felt here, since it 
applies fairly flexible formulae that give contextual results. The Categorical Imperative is 
another complex thought-structure that beckons. This is interesting that many ethical systems 
give a lot of consideration to results, whether it be prioritizing them, or asking us not to treat 
other beings as ends. 


The are no clear options, so this essay could just bring us to a muddy slog through various 
ramifications. I prefer to acknowledge these difficulties and still present an alternative ethics. 


My position(s) already come through: an ethics that is situationally variable. And with no solid 
ground, in an ever flowing river so to speak, what structure would possibly be buoyant enough to 
keep us afloat through the winding turning bends of time and situation and the changing views of 
the riverbank? Keeping the metaphor, it is clear there there are at least three unforgettable 
factors in all accounts of moral selections. 


A river flows in time, as does life. I call this factor the flow from any determination. Rivers also 
have volume: beings are all present at different individual positions of space and time, but there 
are many beings in this world, and so the river has a high volume of flowing water. The volume 
of the river I call depth. The deep flowing implications of actions must be remembered. 


Frame is the third factor in choice. Depending on where one is in the river (world/time-period), 
the view will change. In simple terms, looking left, one sees only left. Looking closely one 
might only see the immediate above or below. Frames are merely windows that shape our 
realities. The frames move in time and space along with the river, and thus exist in four 
dimensions. Obvious that the perceptions of my twenty-year old self in Japan are different from 
my forty-year old self in France, though I might gaze at the same bric-a-brac from childhood. 
Easy to see that the frame of a 15th century Spaniard will be quite different that that of a Han 
Dynasty scholar. 


Deployed here are four items, which form the dimensions of a convenient metaphor of river: 


This is certainly more complex than the familiar dimensions of width, depth, height and time. 
The metaphor, as in the etymology of the word, “carries across,” and gives a useful meta- 
structure for conceiving of the varieties of life in time. Of these four, the first three concern us 
most, because existence is a priori If only because I wish not to “Eat grass on the wayside” and 
be distracted.. 


Prime among the difficulties of writing about anything is that to write of a matter is to “fix-it-in- 
time,” as if it were possible to freeze a portion of this river and deny the implacable effects of 
flow. So provisionally we will have some ice-cubes flowing down this river of sentences with 
us, a movable structure that hopefully won’t melt too quickly. (Letters are ice-cubes as well, 
quite enduring though not invincible.) In this way, it is useful to contextualize actions with the 
understanding that their positions and reach will change with depth and flow, not to mention 
frame. 


Like all actions, results live in time, and so whatever result a given ethical decision may bring 
about, it is important to keep in mind that flow continues, deeply or shallowly affected as the case 
would be. Flow constitutes change, so position will also change. In considered ethical 
determinations (as distinct from trolley moments), weight given to how change and the flow of 


time will affect should also play a role. Will I be able to live with myself if I let five people die 
instead of the one? How will I be judged? What quality of life will the beings lead after the 
fact—is it preferable to let some being(s) live in relative health at the expense of the death of the 
unhealthy? or what about preserving the lives of those unhealthy at expense of an other? 


An act of scratching a mosquito bite is most likely to have almost no flow, and little depth. But 
we all know that scratching too often might open a wound that could become infected, and so we 
act according to the degree of likelihood we assign to the possibility of getting an infection from 
scratching an itch. Alternatively: on the face of it, dropping a cigarette end in the gutter may 
have only a short term, negligible effect, but with flow and depth, it is easy to understand that the 
possibility of the gutter becoming stopped up and foul is not low if everyone were to 
contextualize littering as so minor an action. Yet another example is the choice made to go to 
college: in going or not going, we consider flow—how it will affect our life, and depth too—in 
that maybe I’Il be the rare person in my community to go to college, or maybe so many people 
go that the degree becomes meaningless, according to how one frames the possibility of degree. 


The meta-frame of river encompasses the infinite ways of evaluating almost anything, but 
perhaps it is too wide? How many volumes of works would need to be written to examine just 
one ever-evolving situation? It might melt later on, but now let’s try and find an ethic that will 
come down the river with us a long, long way. 


I propose an ethics of the healthful. A distinction is important: not an ethics of health, but of the 
healthful. Healthful—tthe definition of which: healthful as promoting or conducting health. No 
need for further semantic discussion. As it is, Healthful is vague enough. The health of who or 
what? Of the community or the person? Of the global population or the village? Of the 
environment or the people living in the environment? Of people or of animals? The frame of 
health is wide and shifting. What exactly is it to be healthy? Wider definitions are more helpful, 
yet all contexts of health will cause rigidity to be written only in sand. 


It almost painful to write “in the end,” but in the end, health is an interlocking concept shared by 
all systems in the world. In the very long run, the health of the environment will deeply affect 
the health of any population of beings—whose health is part and parcel of the environment. In 
order to keep 10 billion humans satisfied and feed the appetite for animal meat among them, 
agricultural practices create environments that lead to deleterious health for the animals 
themselves, the agriculture used to feed them, the various hectares of land for feed and farm, and 
ultimately this combination of damaging systems creates beef that is not healthy for humans to 
ingest in quantity; not to mention the non-sustainability of such practices and the long-term 
(living in time- flow) effects of this kind of land and resource usage. This one example among 
many (could have chosen wheat, rice, papaya, or the entertainment industry as an example), but 
we’ll stay with this one for now. 


Advocating a positional variable frame of ethics gives multiple perspectives. Zooming in to an 
individual who chooses supermarket meat for dinner, we understand that the decision in one 
context—taking the individual as themselves alone—is not so very “unethical”. Because we see 
that one one level, eating meat in some quantity is not immediately harmful (humans are 
historically, omnivores); that one person among billions purchasing meat a few times a week will 
have only a negligible effect on the environment, and due to the level of exercise they engage in, 
the amount of protein they ingest might be important for their muscles. But in another frame, we 
zoom out and see that over a lifetime, their arteries might accumulate cholesterol or suffer from 
the added effects of hormones and chemicals used in raising meat animals and growing their 
feed. We understand that the combination of millions of humans doing the same negligible 
amount of consumption adds up to an alarming number of unhealthy cows, soil, water, and 


humans—even with so called “sustainable grass-fed organic meat’. In all flexibility, we also 
understand that the athlete could gain their protein from plant-based sources. We also understand 
that there might be a context in which one raises their own animals in “sustainable” 
circumstances and chooses to painlessly slaughter one for the dinner table, and therefore 
preserving health in wider senses. 


“Tn the end,” my answer to the question of whether it is ethical to eat meat, I answer that it 
depends on where and how wide your frame of health is, in other words, to consider your own 
definitions of “healthful”. By the exact same token, since your one decision to or not to eat meat 
(today or all days) is also echoed by millions of people worldwide, and I encourage all humans to 
think of the healthful and what becomes of decisions and habits accumulated over flow and 
depth. 


As for a considered answer to hypothetical ethical dilemmas of the scapegoat type of choosing 
the many over the few: the most baroque or the most clean ethical system won’t stand a chance 
against actual practise. The actors in such situations will deeply consider their own beliefs and 
through interior monologues and external influences (such as reading ethics essays) come to their 
own conclusions and act accordingly. In this way, I escape from a direct answer, because 
“shoulds” and “shouldn’ts” imply blanket rules, which as noted above, do not have the flexibility 
that complex life entails. 


Hermetic values define themselves a priori, and thus become invincible against logical 
dissimulation. So hermetic symbols can own a validity outside of any logic—manipulable 
concepts that remain indestructible thought structures: they allow non-coherent argument a 
legitimacy that non hermetic tacks will always lack. Hermetic buildings block against any logical 
dismantlement and so are useful tools for those who would be dogmatic against the reasonable, 
compassionate, or scientific.. 


To live is to be immersed not only in one’s own subjectivity, but to subjugate oneself to the 
subjectivity of others as well. 


Human made for humans 


Evaluating suicide as reasons to live 


Apprehending a reality outside the self is easier. 
Objects apart. Reality—in reality a part 


One birth=one death 


Vanish the day 


Measurable = real? 


Belonging to time 


Perceiving difference in sequence 


Logic and emotion gulf 


Consequence as waves time 


A book only metaphors for time 
Find an illustrator 


Impossible thought as akin to impossible colour: limited by ourselves 


Press your hands against your closed eyes; ?draw? 


A life like a melody—each note following, familiarly and yet also surprises in harmony, tempo, 
evolution. 
A life like a music 


A nice life like a melody—each note following, familiarity and yet also surprises in harmony 


To talk about anything is to also silently invite time along; 


That metaphorical congruity exists as a proof of their validity/ try negative proofs 


Try negative proofs 


Is music the most true and beautiful metaphor? What is not (finally) like music? 


Salon! 


“Difference is invisible” 


"The adequate shoe makes one forget the foot". 


Imagine a structure (simultaneity ) 
Anything that "happens " happens because of propensity or tendency 


Now is always a mountain downhill and uphill 


Compare two unlike objects 


Driver of body 


Position of head 


Isn’t it a paradox that when we lose consciousness of our consciousness, we feel the most 
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alive”. 


Rainbow 


An alternative to countries 


Human rights as “not to bes” 


Relationships are invisible 


Free will and determinism 


The invisible (imaginary) gap between the future and the present 


Free will as a line 


emotions are the great leveler, the great equalizer 


essay on contempt 


The "self" as frame and relationships 


We are a part of the physical world and can make changes to the physical world 


The shifts in our perceptions of relationships cause us to perceive "change" in reality, which may 
be unchanging 


Philosophy of position 


We have no choice but to live, but do have choice of expression within our lives. 


Perfection is unattainable by anything living... 


It is life that is alien. 


You are literally unable to not be surrounded by life. 


Why do we not fit in with the world? 


Invisible things fascinate me. They hold such power over the human experience, human actions and 
movements. What is invisible? Like: love - disdain - the future - hours - usefulness - fiction - custom - 
etc. 


First, | should define my terms, else expose myself to endless fractures at the whim of the literal. What 
do | mean by “invisible”? Those “things” not readily apprehendable by the five senses...nouns and 
concepts ungraspable by the hands, invisible to the microscope, silent to the ear, tasteless and odorless. 


Any starting choice for discussion of “invisible” could lead to an entire volume devoted to just one 
unfolding of the concept. | prefer to limit myself to shorter explorations of several invisibilities, and 
(maybe to your frustration) wander through these forests, taking in more than one vista. 


“Comfort”. Comfort is invisible. Yet no one can deny that “comfort” exists. (Unless you want to begin a 
discussion about “existence,” which would be a different essay altogether. Stay tuned.) The power of 
“comfort” is undeniable. How much would you or | sacrifice for a slice of comfort? How many 
uncomfortable moments are endured for the sake of a deeper comfort? 


Such a specific adjective, but how wide! But there are many comforts shared by most humans...the 
comfort of a fat bank account, a loyal dog, the right temperature, pillow, a friend after trauma. And 
what a variable idea! The ideal comfortable environment changes from summer to winter, north or 
south. My comfort food is not yours..and your comfortable house seems cluttered to me... 


Comfort may not be the highest ideal to which humans aspire, but how the concept uses and abuses 
me! A human would survive just fine sweater-less on a Fall day, but the lure of fuzzy cardigan is 
strong. Yet, on a 58(f) degree day, no one really needs long sleeves; yet the need to feel comfortable, 
enough for me to fork over fifty dollars on a thin fleece pullover. 


As a change over the millennia, there are plenty of comforts our 21st century bodies now desperately 
need: soft places to sleep, a narrow temperature range between 67 and 79 degrees, cold/hot food on 
demand, umbrellas in the spring, savings. And there are other comforts that have remained fixed for as 
long as humans have been around, like social contact, shelter from extreme weather, food when hungry 
and drink when thirsty. 


Why is comfort so healthy to the human soul? And when does comfort turn into its twin, luxury, and 
hence imply decadence? 


Invisible Things #2 


What else is invisible? To me, trends seem to be invisible. The recognition of a trend is at once 
dependent on noticing rhythm and/or frequency. After a certain number (how many?) of young men 
grow beards, we label atrend. The very labeling of a “trend” is in fact a powerful tool for the creation of 
a trend. Offhand, | can think of many instances where giant corporations created a trend in order to sell 
stuff. Valentine’s Day starts Jan. 02, Easter starts Feb. 15 and so on. 


And in Japan the tradition of eating “Christmas Cake” was a mere trend that has since penetrated so 
deeply into Japanese society that Christmas Cake is now a custom. 


By the time we notice a trend it is too late: almost by definition, a “trend” is invisible until the moment 
when we apprehend it. This is fascinating. Take “trend” to mean a loose series of similar acts or 
tendencies, and see how few(!) sustain over decades or centuries. But then those that do propagate 
lose the status of trend and become encoded in culture. A Darwinian notion, certainly: only the 
strongest trends survive or (re)appear. 


Because so many “quiet trends” take decades to silently carve their ways through the everyday, and no 
longer is the idea that billions of non-Christians celebrate their birthdays strange, or that devaluing your 
own sense of self-worth deemed a desirable quality among many millions. Or the conviction that all lies 
are “morally bad”. 


This Facebook has the ability to easily share memes. The surfing cat, the singing dog, the dancing 
squirrel. IN this age, we can consciously decide to share a meme or not, and so consciously participate 
in deciding which memes might have a chance of really surviving. The lce Bucket Challenge was a pretty 
good one, while it lasted, making a huge difference to those with ALS. 


So far, the most common trends | can detect FB spreading are “self-society criticism,” a great tool for 
improving society!; and, less happily: unquestioning, ignorant judgmentalism of others among self- 
proclaimed “open minded people”: which is very close to prejudice: to “pre-judge”. It is all too easy to 
vilify, victimize, "like," revere or adore based ona short video and a blurb. 


Unnoticed, invisible trends... | hope by the time it is too late to change our minds, we have encoded an 
open mindedness that is valuable precisely for its disinclination to adhere to any one judgement or 
opinion. Many philosophies for many situations. Quite an invisible trend, this! 


My wish that this powerful tool (fb) can be used to well carve societies, shaping real-world trends and 
ultimately customs- expressing gratitude, smiling with your voice, having flexible philosophies and 
worldviews that encompass multiple truths - and above all, the idea Don’t Be Mean. How invisible is 
this? Don’t Be Mean. 


Invisible things #? 


Wind. Wind. The blowing wind, a breeze, zephyr, the mistral and the sirocco, a gale. Tradewinds and 
favourable winds, blustery autumns, the windy city. 


Unless the wind picks up many dark or big particulates, it is quite invisible. Wind can be felt, seen 


Invisible Things #3. The ground. 


It’s been a while. My worklife and home life both had some cataclysms, and so | have been thinking 
particularly about feeling “grounded”. 


What is it about “down” that is so vital? How come | have never come across a philosophy of down, of 
the ground or floor that supports? Only in metaphor can | find these philosophies: in the form of 
spiritual guidances. Besides life and all that supports life such as air and nutrition, | can think of almost 
no other fundamental that sustains our existence (besides the existence itself). The ground, the most 
constant support throughout all our lives - in fact, the only way to even think of having “no ground” is to 
contrast towards ground: the verbs “to fly,” “float,” “hover” all rely on “ground” or “down” with which 
they operate against. 


The ground is so present as to be unnoticed. At the same time, we are constantly aware of if it. We tire 
after traveling over it (and so find ways to travel more easily), we use it as a support in exercise, we alter 
its quality and feel with different types of flooring or carpet or paving, we envy the astronauts who glide 
over it in free-fall. Yet for all these ways in which we interact against ground, we take it for 

granted. More so than air, more so than gravity, even. It is at the same time the most unnoticed and 
the most worked with support which all on Earth depend. 


But now that | point it out, | have no doubt that all my readers are thinking of astronauts, babies born in 
free-fall, and any number of invented conditions where we may live without a ground. Or perhaps you 
point out other things we take for granted, such as air, the dimensions of space, or the laws of 

physics. All true. All true. 


So in this way, we can use this foundation (pun intended) as a base to question all aspects of 

existence. Why stop at the ground? We take the three dimensions of space for granted because how 
could we live without them? They “hold” the structure of existence with such authority. Edwin Abbot’s 
Flatland imagines creatures living in two dimensions, the concept of a third almost unimaginable to 
them. 


In science, there are theories which state that the constants of our universe were formed in the fires of 
the Big Bang. And with the wonderful tools of mathematics, we can form models of the universe with 
varying numbers of dimensions (some of them curved, even!). With math, we can change the constants 
of physics and see what happens (read Greg Egan’s Orthogonal series for an exploration of these 
themes). 


But in thinking about the varieties of existence, maths can only take us so far. If we have trouble 
imagining life in more or less dimensions, how can we even imagine existences in which our 


“mathematical objects” can not exist. An existence where 1, 2, 3, 4,5 objects are uncountable because 
even the differences of plural vs. singular can not exist. Or an existence in which the simple idea of “left 
/ right” or the simple ideas of yes / no or 1 and O are impossible. | am not speaking of a negative 
existence, of “nothing,” of negation. Rather, I’d like to know what other might populate separate 
existences, an other that holds true. Concepts that in the context of those existences, make as much 
sense as plural / singular do to us. A schema in which mathematics and logic too, are but qualia. 


Literally unimaginable, and so vital for us to think about. 


Since we can only perceive through the brain, we can never apprehend an existence independent of 
ourselves. Imagination will always be human, and the most abstract and gifted thinkers will always be 
human too. Numbers and logic, math and thermodynamics, laws of physics; truths about the physical 
universe - incredible fortresses of science. Human gifts of human thought. 


These are foundations. The grounds that we use to think. It is no accident that in many languages, 
expressions of instability use words that refer to the ground. We aren’t grounded. You have no grounds 
to say that. | feel unstable. Constants are literally vital for our continued lives in this universe. But 
imagining no ground: start with the literal and extend the metaphor. Wonderful. Wonderful. 


The piece: 


Strictly speaking, this piece is “fusion” in that | will be taking many different traditions and forms and 
shaping them into one stagework. The key to this concept is that the piece should not feel or look like 
“fusion”. In successful art, the diverse influences and techniques mesh to become one expression. In 
other words, the piece will have a coherence just as strong as that of the already established “genres” of 
dance such as Hip-hop, Ballet, or Butoh. 


| will direct the piece so that all these very different styles will become one--global--"new traditional" 
form. So the aesthetic of the piece is most emphatically not a mishmash or melding. The role of director 
is to make the work bigger than the sum of its parts. The aesthetics of the work, then, will be as if we 
have discovered a “new” form of Traditional Dance. 


The music is live stone flute by the very famous Yokosawa Kazuya, who is the only professional stone 
flute player in the world. He performed at the London Olympics. He has agreed to be in the piece. 


The emotional driver of the work is that is it a response to prejudice and globalism. The simultaneous 
need for forgiveness and naiveté: that of all diversities and divisions humans are capable of creating, art 
and its response journey into blackest pre-judgements, hurt, but emerge with unreasonable forgiveness 
and naiveté. 


| would like to bring Catherine Nakawesa to chopreography moments of the piece that will be highly 
influenced by African dance and African hip-hop. | have two dancers in Kyoto who will be able to do 
that. You have worked with Catherine N before--so do you think you and her and | could work together 
well? Also, honestly--do you think that Mariana would be a good costume designer? Her work was very 
"organic" looking but new, so | think she could fit... 


Your role in the work would be to perform, and assist the director. | need someone to help with the 
artistic part of showing me where things could be better, to give your own input and artistic ideas. So 
your role would not only be to perform (yes you will perform!) but also to do some choreography / 
stagework and helping with artistic decisions. | will work you hard. We’ll disagree sometimes, but it is 
important that there is someone to disagree with, and along with that the respect to move forward 
anyways! 


How do you feel about this? 


At this point it sounds all very vague, but | promise, | will make it gel into something coherent and 
beautiful onstage. 


| have experienced lots of racism here and prejudice, and my response is to make a piece that is so 
global, organic, and human that it becomes one thing. 


Your role would be as choreographer and dancer for part of the work. You would work with three or 
two other dancers. | will "direct" the show so it becomes as | wrote above--so | will be a little bit of a 
"tyrant". But | have a good intuition about working with you. There will also be some of my 
choreography you would have to dance. And another section where yours and mine choreography 
combines. 


One of the challenges for you is to make your choreography representative of "you" and "your culture" 
as much as possible. It will be important because that strong identity will then become something 
which links all humans and nature. 


Cast: 

Fent, father 
Fel, his son 
Wa, Fel's_ wife 


Scene One 


(in which Fel and Wa discuss going to 
meet Fent; then make love) 


Wa 


Gentle one all your tongues will turn to 
water 
Speak not of withering 


Fel 


Angels have holy mandate not to wither 
have faith! 

we have struggled for and with each other 
paper love is no substitute for the true 
thing 

we have deepened our bond now 
unfettered eachother's hearts 

so now finally, stronger are we 

and | feel 


It is time 

let me show you half my blood 

my complexity owes to him - 

in a sense my co-creator 

whom you have not met but indeed 
heard stories my pater 


Wa 
father Fent 
Fel 


most pleased to show him my limbed 
spouse newer fevers make him well 
a good man you will feel 

makes his son yearn 

to do him proud 


Wa 


before the bough deadens 

let eye contact transmit my love for 
Fel 

so that Fent may fall into this fever 
and smile at his son 


and merry smiles! 
Fel 


As am I, he may be 

we share traits, the same blood 

be warned: both he and | are in 

accord and express ourselves as father 
and son and thus my personality doubled 


Wa 


My Fel doubled! 

Then those similarities reflect from him to 
you and redouble my love for you, 

shall reflect to father 

the same blood and goodfeelings abound 


Fel 


how pleased am | for your consent 
father will be pleased with my wife Wa 
We shall spend the night so we can 
talk till morn and spend company 

with his collection of music 


reach human understandings 
and new friendships 


Wa 


like camels 

red memories and white experiences 

stored though the long desert of shallow sand and thirst 
make we an oasis and cultivate 

each other 


Fel 


Family holds bonds though understanding 
blood is heavy and a burden 

but we milk its nutrients 

lighten the obligations 

so blood relations may be borne aloft 
misunderstandings are common 

so let instinct dictate 

expressions of goodwill! 


Wa 


make arrangements, 


new moon or so 
may we wax towards each other 
Fel and |, holding hearts 


Fel 


Holding hands 
palm lines deepen as my love does 


Wa 


trace this limb 

yours: a miracle of nerve and musculature 
Castorp was never more accurate 

in the midst of sickness concealed under 
robust chests but thanks that we are well! 


Fel 


| can trace a healthy line here 

from the lateral rib 

to the start of a fullness 

just at the juncture of lung and heart 
what pointed sensitivity lies here! 
blind and aware! 


Wa 
you have stained me with your lips 
intaglio saliva 


what lies beneath these threads? 
if we touch each other, we may become each other 


Fel 


how | wish to become another 
secrete like them 
can this body power such a rapidly beating heart? 


Wa 

Is this the first time - one of many - | give you 
cause to tremble with anticipation: why so? 
what unusual tension! 

Fel 


| wish to make you taste like me 


Wa 


| wish to violate your limbic system 
(lovely violence) 


(End scene one) 


Cast: 

Fent, father 
Fel, his son 
Wa, Fel's wife 


Scene One 


(in which Fel and Wa discuss going to meet Fent; 
then make love) 


Wa 


Gentle one all your tongues will turn to water 
Speak not of withering 


Fel 


Angels have holy mandate not to wither 
have faith! 

we have struggled for and with each other 
paper love is no substitute for the true thing 
we have deepened our bond now 
unfettered eachother's hearts 

so now finally, stronger are we 

and | feel 


It is time 

let me show you half my blood 

my complexity owes to him - 

in a sense my co-creator 

whom you have not met but indeed heard stories 
my pater 


Wa 
father Fent 
Fel 


most pleased to show him my limbed spouse 
newer fevers make him well 

a good man you will feel 

makes his son yearn 

to do him proud 


Wa 


before the bough deadens 

let eye contact transmit my love for Fel 
so that Fent may fall into this fever 
and smile at his son 


and merry smiles! 
Fel 


As am |, he may be 

we share traits, the same blood 

be warned: both he and | are in 

accord and express ourselves as father and son 
and thus my personality doubled 


Wa 


My Fel doubled! 

Then those similarities reflect from him to you 
and redouble my love for you, 

shall reflect to father 

the same blood and goodfeelings abound 


Fel 


how pleased am | for your consent 
father will be pleased with my wife Wa 
We shall spend the night so we can 
talk till morn and spend company 

with his collection of music 


reach human understandings 
and new friendships 


Wa 


like camels 

red memories and white experiences 

stored though the long desert of shallow sand and thirst 
make we an oasis and cultivate 

each other 


Fel 


Family holds bonds though understanding 
blood is heavy and a burden 

but we milk its nutrients 

lighten the obligations 

so blood relations may be borne aloft 
misunderstandings are common 

so let instinct dictate 

expressions of goodwill! 


Wa 


make arrangements, 


new moon or so 
may we wax towards each other 
Fel and |, holding hearts 


Fel 


Holding hands 
palm lines deepen as my love does 


Wa 


trace this limb 

yours: a miracle of nerve and musculature 
Castorp was never more accurate 

in the midst of sickness concealed under 
robust chests but thanks that we are well! 


Fel 


| can trace a healthy line here 

from the lateral rib 

to the start of a fullness 

just at the juncture of lung and heart 
what pointed sensitivity lies here! 
blind and aware! 


Wa 

you have stained me with your lips 
intaglio saliva 

what lies beneath these threads? 

if we touch each other, we may become 
each other 


Fel 


how | wish to become another 

secrete like them 

can this body power such a rapidly beating 
heart? 


Wa 

Is this the first time - one of many - | give 
you cause to tremble with anticipation: why 
so? 

what unusual tension! 

Fel 


| wish to make you taste like me 


Wa 


| wish to violate your limbic system 
[lovely violence] 


[End scene one] 


Cast: 

Fent, father 
Fel, his son 
Wa, Fel's_ wife 


Scene Two 


(in which Fel and We arrive at Fent's 
house; greet; allude to Fel's mother; and 
prepare to eat) 


Fel 


We have come, arrived at the paternal house 
Pleasant anticipation of the double embrace: 
being in the company of both wife and father 


Wa 


The anticipation is mine 

What kind man gives his son such eyes 
as have melted mine own? 

A slight apprehension at meeting 


Fel 


Do not quiver 

Let ease upon your brow stray 
Beams of light illume my eyes 
your beautiful senses will tell 
how much | love you 

Ah! Here we announce arrival 


Fent 


Good son! 

Buoyant with the knowledge of seeing you 
again 

have | waited for today 

The morning passed in exercises of 
deliberate distraction Now here you are 


Fel 


Sir, with the most pleasure 

meet you here my companion 

my friend on this many branched life 
my candle 

my wife, Wa 


Wa 


A pleasure Sir 

How well Fel has described you 

But yet did not prepare me for the warmth of your 
smile! 


Fent 


But for your clear eyes | would ask you not to flatter 
me come, | have modest preparations for a table 
Soon we may break bread 

Talk of this and that 

Unfetter the bonds of first meetings 

Know each other as persons 

Fel here knows the value of conversation 

But Fel - how long it has been--- 

perhaps | should not ask--- 

since | heard word of your mother 

| may be impertinent but the imagination wishes to 
know Is she well? 


Wa 
Better to imagine healthy days and sunshine 


wishing her good 
than bringing to words the truth of the matter 


Fel 


| confess a reluctance to process the matter 
Indigestion results from chewing bad food 
Verbiage might help empty these thoughts; 

| see myself of many years ago: 

| could not have imagined a better ally then, 
Confidences and the worries of a young child 

she made me her everything 

and herself everything to me 

soothed the frightful afterimages of bullies 

And arranged for my incipient naivete 

Children believe those they trust 

Told of enemies in sight 

How my father Fent contrived to hurt 

An unstable queen with her brood 

Now | have grown and cast off the trappings of 
juvenility 

And she still yearns for simplicity; those years of 
shared time with son Conspiring against a father who 
knew only his family was distant 

(know father | have grown and have always loved 
you) 

She has fallen into a vast and simple nostalgia: 
One who arranges for dependence upon a simple 
child 

-the child is now grown, with vision in both eyes 
Such a desperate one 


finds satisfaction only in harsh gestures 
Beating at the riverbed till the water becomes 
cloudy 

Must she obstruct her own clarity 

Though infinite peace beckons 

Trials should force one to become strong 
How mighty the human soul! 

How strange and brutal the need to suffer! 

It is her wont 

And | find it easier to stay true and cultivate new 
plants 

Not lashed to the masts of a ship blowing 
towards self destruction | hope she alters 
course 

But |, with my wife Wa 

find a beautiful openness with each other 

| stand on two feet, sea-legs strengthened 

by salt and grime 

Father whole and in my life at this juncture 
And how | express thanks to your humanism! 


Fent 


| am sorry for my strange question 

But most happy am | that Fel 

Whom | thought was drowning 

Has become such a strong swimmer 
And the aid of clear-eyed Wa to navigate 


no murky rivers in her eyes 
Most excellent! 


Wa 


You are too eloquent 

Fel and | share a kindness and optimism 
he is strong not only because of tribulation 
but Sir, your gentle influence and smile 
have made him who he is 

My intuition tells me so 


Fel 


With what impunity you discuss 

my personality! Glad am | for your words 

can we not focus discussion on other topics than 
myself? | suffer from an excess of goodwill 
towards 

father and Wa 


Wa 


Your gloom fades as your pride flushes! 
Glad to witness this change am | 


Fent 


We must speak of other topics 

If only so we may draw out personalities 
Deep into the night- with music we may grow 
fearless of the void and create new life! 
Friendship and family! 

But now: dinner is ready 

A toast to our health! 


Wa and Fel 
Our health! 


Cast: 

Fent, father 
Fel, his son 
Wa, Fel's_ wife 


Scene Three 


(late night post dinner conversation. Fent 
confesses his troubles; Fel leaves and Fent 
and Wa engage in eroticism; Fel reenters and 
a threesome is had; as penetration begins, so 
does poetry and the love elegy) 


Fel 


A wonderful repast 

desert wines tickle the palate 

the soft glow of shaded lamps upon the scene; 
stars brilliant in windows 


Fent 


Fortunate are we who who gleam beneath 
midnight skies a roof sturdy. 

You have spoken whitely about your passions 
and your daily bread 


And so | beg Wa: 
how spend you the circular? 
You too gather the sun's shadows in movement? 


Wa 


Sir, | soend my days in the company of orchids 
helping most petals moisten and pistils form: 
my lively-hood is assisting beauty reveal itself; 
helping lovers and sensitive bond 

cultivation 

and | too feel a kind of bloom in my breasts 

in tendering virditas for a living 


Fent 


Virditas the metaphor for continuance 
the desire to reach up and out 

grow teach and share 

Most excellent an occupation! 

Plants that reach upwards 

greening passions and budding 

life! 

Yet those inks do not dye 

these open eyes: 


| confess my melancholy 

rust tinged bitterness at the mention 
eyes that shade darkly when 

my own internal chemicals burn 

are met with an endless night 

and not my strivings held 

But why pass precious seconds 
fingering the worries of an old man's dim candle? 
Speak of pleasant colours 

remind me not of foundering needs 
Smile! and turn to other phrases 


Fel 


| ask your dark eyes 

Speak more of this melancholy! 

As son | would like to know your soul 

Help the grasping fingers un-cramp 

Wa and | may be your potentates 

do not hide from our carefully listening ears 
unburden yourself easily 


Wa 


Trust that Fel and | mean well 


Speak not if you feel such strain 
Fent 


| wish not to display my decaying retinas 

a terrific monster whose instinct is only 
tempered 

by a honed acumen: | know all too well that | 
must be alone with this creature; well seasoned 
am | in rejection and stern recrimination. 
Golden leaves, the grasping at warmth 

To become another human though the medium 
of touch wonderful bright! 

Towers my desire which obstructs and shadows 
fall 

soil untilled in a cold shade 

| confess a desire to warm an other 

limbic systems alight with anticipation 

but how black the night! 

The seed falls useless into my own hands 

My chemicals bring no one light 

While others smile in bliss! 


Fel 


Still unrecognized as dimension by most 
the human tropism and arabesque 


for limbs vivid and deep eyes; 

Your shade will be the fertilizer for growth 
potential always springs new 

though the eyes blind wander uncertain 
tides ebb and flow with natural ease 


Fent 


The creature's impatience brooks no 
patient cultivation and natural ease 
Unnatural colours abound and bind 

and thus a vicious serpent 

my tail in my mouth 

my mouth in my tail 

the act of an aged and preposterous man! 
Forgive me 

A shame to be negative at this joyous reunion 
Thanks for your kaleidoscopic optimisms 

| prefer to change the focus from myself 
show me more evidences of your effort 
What kinds of filigreed art do you create? 
Have you not images? 


Fel 


images are imperfect but might nonetheless 
impress you with the essence of my creative 
acts 

They exist in time, and move quickly in and out 
of memory So | have captured a few instances 
with photographic arts Let me fetch them from 
below 


[Fel exits] 
Wa 


Fel's enthusiasm is only matched by his need 
for appreciation But he lives well with obscurity 
for his imagination strives He is both more 
sturdy and more fragile than he seems 


Fent 

You are finely devoted to him 

| hope that he too makes you shine 
and keeps your palette fresh 

Wa 

In a masculine world garish bright 


The two of us hold freedom and trust 
as fantastic rewards for struggling 


one then the other selfish and alone 
we have learned to hold hands 

so that fireflys may glitter unceasingly 
even in the winters when we shiver 
and thus we glow in all seasons 


Fent 


It is the two of you who illume this evening 
lanterns who stray into this garden and 
keep me company You sway and beckon 
So well 

| spoke of forbidden matters 

What comfortable souls you have! 

to make me bare my cavities 


Wa 

First evening light 

trust makes us beautiful 

no less you for your feelings 


Fent 


the stewardship of flora 
must bring you tenderness 


your words heal 
Wa 


if only you realized 

how much your Fel loves you 
and thus l, 

you would not fret so 

but clasp my hands in soft 
brings touch gold to the heart 


Fent 


[clasps Wa's hands in his own] 

You the flower girl 

who presses fresh plantlings into my hands! 
your temperature and heartbeat flowing 


Wa 


With Fel you share blood 
With me you share touch 


Fent 


Exercises of threads pull 
Weaving complexities 
You fill me to the brim 
inappropriate 


Wa 


My ways are not red and black 

no insectile calculation 

When you pass this life bye 
meaningful embraces will not regret 
Fel too knows the value 

come, make me beautiful 


Fent 

Instinct is much the brighter 

than reflexive consciousness 
What form and virditas! 

Your upper lip reveals your nature 
Flower mouth 

Wa 


mmm 


[Enter Fell] 
Fent 


You spoke of the bloom in your breasts 
bloom and nurture at once the same 


Fel 


This is beautiful, to 

give suckle to friend and father of mine! 
Father at the breast 

you nurse you 

here | kneel, touch your faces 

[...] 

You have two breasts! 

Double harmony, miracle of form! 
Fent and Fel, transmit through you 
ecstasy your body gives you to feel 
pleasure love and peace 


Wa 


The two of you, 


levo and dextro 

orient in twin tongues and genetics 
somatic mirroring 

| feel ember and moist 

[-.-] 


Yes kiss so that salivas may mingle to one 


ember and moist 


[...] 


Fel your Fent deserves more 
Fel 


| have always confessed desirous curiosity 
how similar in form? 

Fel will undress father 

An instrument revealed 


Wa 
What candor! 
this tastes [...] more paternal than Fel 


the source vibrant still 


Fel 


Let me join Wa and bring 

still more feeling and wetness 

to that which so vital to my making 
here before my eyes 


Fent 


Every act is a gift 
every act 


Fel 


[...] 
Wa and | trade kiss and converse 
this current a medium between us 


[...] 

Fent 

Come Wa 

[...] what sensitivities you must feel 


the attentions of father and son 


what dimorphic secrets here lie 


to kiss you on the lips 
what want you betray! 


[...] 


nectar and pollen 

Wa 

Pistils and stamen 

Fel 

Chlorophyll and skin 

Fent 

What sensations sex give birth to! 
Wa 

| cannot conceive anything other than 
gasp and light 

So don't worry your seeds bloom in the heart 
Between three of us we bear a child 


called art 
human art 


Fent 


Breathless beautiful ribcage 
a billion years ago crystal and 
inorganic 

Each of us us a genius 

to see beauty in human form 


Wa 

We are divinity 

Fel 

Beautiful miracles of personality, the 
sublime organizations of nature 
organic, creations of being, 
consciousness, light and mineral: the 
flesh is a miracle! 


[Fade lights as sex continues] 


END 


The Night Sky 
an Opera in Three Scenes 


by Abel Coelho 


Cast: 

Fent, father 
Fel, his son 
Wa, Fel's wife 


Scene One 
(in which Fel and Wa discuss going to meet Fent; then make love) 
Wa 


Gentle one all your tongues will turn to water 
speak not of withering 


Fel 


Angels have holy mandate not to wither 
have faith! 

we have struggled for and with each other 
paper love is no substitute for the true thing 
we have deepened our bond now 
unfettered eachother's hearts 

so now finally, stronger are we 

and | feel 

itis time 

let me show you half my blood 

my complexity owes to him - 

in a sense my co-creator 

whom you have not met but indeed heard stories 
my pater 


Wa 

Father Fent 

Fel 

Most pleased to show him my limbed spouse 
newer fevers make him well 

a good man you will feel 

makes his son yearn 

to do him proud 


Wa 


Before the bough deadens 


let eye contact transmit my love for Fel 
so that Fent may fall into this fever 
and smile at his son 

and merry smiles! 


Fel 


As am I, he may be 

we share traits, the same blood 

be warned: both he and | are in 

accord and express ourselves as father and son 
and thus my personality doubled 


Wa 


My Fel doubled! 

then those similarities reflect from him to you 
and redouble-- my love for you 

shall reflect to father 

the same blood and goodfeelings abound 


Fel 


How pleased am | for your consent 
father will be pleased with my wife Wa 
we shall spend the night so we can 
talk till morn and spend company 

with his collection of music 

reach human understandings 

and new friendships 


Wa 


Like camels 

red memories and white experiences 

stored though the long desert of shallow sand and thirst 
make we an oasis and cultivate 

each other 


Fel 


Family holds bonds though understanding 
blood is heavy and a burden 

but we milk its nutrients 

lighten the obligations 

so blood relations may be borne aloft 
misunderstandings are common 

so let instinct dictate 

expressions of goodwill! 


Wa 


Make arrangements, 

new moon or so 

may we wax towards each other 
Fel and I, holding hearts 


Fel 


Holding hands 
palm lines deepen as my love does 


Wa 


Trace this limb 

yours: a miracle of nerve and musculature 

Castorp was never more accurate 

in the midst of sickness concealed under robust chests 
but thanks that we are well! 


Fel 


| can trace a healthy line here 

from the lateral rib 

to the start of a fullness 

just at the juncture of lung and heart 
what pointed sensitivity lies here! 
blind and aware! 


Wa 

You have stained me with your lips 

intaglio saliva 

what lies beneath these threads? 

if we touch each other, we may become each other 


Fel 


How | wish to become another 
secrete like them 
can this body power such a rapidly beating heart? 


Wa 

Is this the first time - one of many - | give you 
cause to tremble with anticipation: why so? 
what unusual tension! 


Fel 


| wish to make you taste like me 


Wa 


| wish to violate your limbic system 
[lovely violence] 


[End scene one] 


Scene Two 


(in which Fel and We arrive at Fent's house; greet; allude to Fel's mother; and prepare to 
eat) 


Fel 


We have come, arrived at the paternal house 
pleasant anticipation of the double embrace: 
being in the company of both wife and father 


Wa 


The anticipation is mine 

what kind man gives his son such eyes 
as have melted mine own? 

A slight apprehension at meeting 


Fel 


Do not quiver 

let ease upon your brow stray 
beams of light illume my eyes 
your beautiful senses will tell 
how much | love you 

Ah! Here we announce arrival 


Fent 


Good son! 

Buoyant with the knowledge of seeing you again 

have | waited for today 

The morning passed in exercises of deliberate distraction 
Now here you are 


Fel 


Sir, with the most pleasure 

meet you here my companion 

my friend on this many branched life 
my candle 

my wife, Wa 


Wa 


A pleasure Sir 
how well Fel has described you 
but yet did not prepare me for the warmth of your smile! 


Fent 


But for your clear eyes | would ask you not to flatter me 
come, | have modest preparations for a table 

soon we may break bread 

talk of this and that 

unfetter the bonds of first meetings 

know each other as persons 

Fel here knows the value of conversation 

but Fel - how long it has been--- 

perhaps | should not ask--- 

since | heard word of your mother 

| may be impertinent but the imagination wishes to know-- 
is she well? 


Wa 


Better to imagine healthy days and sunshine 
wishing her good 
than bringing to words the truth of the matter 


Fel 


| confess a reluctance to process the matter 

Indigestion results from chewing bad food 

verbiage might help empty these thoughts; 

| see myself of many years ago: 

| could not have imagined a better ally then, 
Confidences and the worries of a young child 

she made me her everything 

and herself everything to me 

soothed the frightful afterimages of bullies 

and arranged for my incipient naiveté 

children believe those they trust 

told of enemies in sight 

how my father Fent contrived to hurt 

an unstable queen with her brood 

now | have grown and cast off the trappings of juvenility 
and she still yearns for simplicity; those years of shared time with son 
conspiring against a father who knew only his family was distant 
(Know father | have grown and have always loved you) 
she has fallen into a vast and simple nostalgia: 

one who arranges for dependence upon a simple child 
--the child is now grown, with vision in both eyes 

such a desperate one 


finds satisfaction only in harsh gestures 

beating at the riverbed till the water becomes cloudy 
must she obstruct her own clarity 

though infinite peace beckons 

trials should force one to become strong 

how mighty the human soul! 

how strange and brutal the need to suffer! 

it is her wont 

and | find it easier to stay true and cultivate new plants 
not lashed to the masts of a ship blowing towards self destruction 
| hope she alters course 

but |, with my wife Wa 

find a beautiful openness with each other 

| stand on two feet, sea-legs strengthened 

by salt and grime 

Father whole and in my life at this juncture 

and how | express thanks to your humanism! 


Fent 


| am sorry for my strange question 

but most happy am | that Fel 

whom | thought was drowning 

has become such a strong swimmer 

and the aid of clear-eyed Wa to navigate-- 
no murky rivers in her eyes 

most excellent! 


Wa 


You are too eloquent 

Fel and | share a kindness and optimism 
he is strong not only because of tribulation 
but Sir, your gentle influence and smile 
have made him who he is 

my intuition tells me so 


Fel 

With what impunity you discuss 

my personality! Glad am | for your words 

can we not focus discussion on other topics than myself? 
| suffer from an excess of goodwill towards 

father and Wa 

Wa 


Your gloom fades as your pride flushes! 
glad to witness this change am | 


Fent 


We must speak of other topics 

if only so we may draw out personalities 
deep into the night- with music we may grow 
fearless of the void and create new life! 
friendship and family! 

but now: dinner is ready 

a toast to our health! 


Wa and Fel 
Our health! 


Scene Three 


[late night post dinner conversation. Fent confesses his troubles; Fel leaves and Fent 
and Wa engage in eroticism; Fel reenters and a threesome is had; as penetration 
begins, so does poetry and the love elegy] 


Fel 


A wonderful repast 

desert wines tickle the palate 

the soft glow of shaded lamps upon the scene; 
stars brilliant in windows 


Fent 


Fortunate are we who gleam beneath 

midnight skies a roof sturdy 

you have spoken whitely about your passions 
and your daily bread 

and so | beg Wa: 

how spend you the circular? 

you too gather the sun's shadows in movement? 


Wa 


Sir, | spend my days in the company of orchids 
helping most petals moisten and pistils form: 
my lively-hood is assisting beauty reveal itself; 
helping lovers and sensitive bond 

cultivation 

and | too feel a kind of bloom in my breasts 

in tending virditas for a living 


Fent 


Virditas the metaphor for continuance 
the desire to reach up and out 


grow teach and share 

Most excellent an occupation! 

Plants that reach upwards 

greening passions and budding 

life! 

Yet those inks do not dye 

these open eyes: 

| confess my melancholy 

rust tinged bitterness at the mention-- 
eyes that shade darkly when 

my own internal chemicals burn 

are met with an endless night 

and not my strivings held 

But why pass precious seconds 
fingering the worries of an old man's dim candle? 
Speak of pleasant colours 

remind me not of foundering needs 
Smile! and turn to other phrases 


Fel 


| ask your dark eyes 

speak more of this melancholy! 

As son | would like to Know your soul 

help the grasping fingers un-cramp 

Wa and | may be your potentates 

do not hide from our carefully listening ears 
unburden yourself easily 


Wa 


Trust that Fel and | mean well 
speak not if you feel such strain 


Fent 


| wish not to display my decaying retinas 

a terrific monster whose instinct is only tempered 

by a honed acumen: | know all too well that | must be alone 
with this creature; well seasoned am | in rejection and 
stern recrimination 

golden leaves, the grasping at warmth 

to become another human though the medium of touch 
wonderful bright! 

Towers my desire which obstructs and shadows fall 
soil untilled in a cold shade 

| confess a desire to warm an other 

limbic systems alight with anticipation 

but how black the night! 

the seed falls useless into my own hands 

my chemicals bring no one light 


while others smile in bliss! 
Fel 


Still unrecognized as dimension by most 
the human tropism and arabesque 

for limbs vivid and deep eyes; 

your shade will be the fertilizer for growth 
potential always springs new 

though the eyes blind wander uncertain 
tides ebb and flow with natural ease 


Fent 


The creature's impatience brooks no 
patient cultivation and natural ease 
unnatural colours abound and bind 

and thus a vicious serpent 

my tail in my mouth 

my mouth in my tail 

the act of an aged and preposterous man! 
forgive me 

a shame to be negative at this joyous reunion 
thanks for your kaleidoscopic optimisms 

| prefer to change the focus from myself 
show me more evidences of your effort 
what kinds of filigreed art do you create? 
have you not images? 


Fel 


Images are imperfect but might nonetheless 

impress you with the essence of my creative acts 

they exist in time, and move quickly in and out of memory 
so | have captured a few instances with photographic arts 
let me fetch them from below 


[Fel exits] 

Wa 

Fel's enthusiasm is only matched by his need for appreciation 
but he lives well with obscurity for his imagination strives 

he is both more sturdy and more fragile than he seems 

Fent 

You are finely devoted to him 


| hope that he too makes you shine 
and keeps your palette fresh 


Wa 


In a masculine world garish bright 
the two of us hold freedom and trust 
as fantastic rewards for struggling 
one then the other selfish and alone 
we have learned to hold hands 

so that fireflys may glitter unceasingly 
even in the winters when we shiver 
and thus we glow in all seasons 


Fent 


It is the two of you who illume this evening 

lanterns who stray into this garden and keep me company 
you sway and beckon so well 

| spoke of forbidden matters 

what comfortable souls you have! 

to make me bare my cavities 


Wa 


First evening light 
trust makes us beautiful 
no less you for your feelings 


Fent 


the stewardship of flora 
must bring you tenderness 
your words heal 


Wa 


If only you realized 

how much your Fel loves you 
and thus I, 

you would not fret so 

but clasp my hands in soft 
brings touch gold to the heart 


Fent 
[clasps Wa's hands in his own] 


You the flower girl 

who presses fresh plantlings into my hands! 
your temperature and heartbeat flowing 

Wa 


With Fel you share blood 


with me you share touch 
Fent 


Exercises of threads pull 
weaving complexities 
you fill me to the brim 
inappropriate 


Wa 


My ways are not red and black 

no insectile calculation 

When you pass this life bye 
meaningful embraces will not regret 
Fel too knows the value 

come, make me beautiful 


Fent 


Instinct is much the brighter 

than reflexive consciousness 
what form and virditas! 

your upper lip reveals your nature 
flower mouth 


Wa 

mmm 
[Enter Fel] 
Fent 


You spoke of the bloom in your breasts 
bloom and nurture at once the same 


Fel 


This is beautiful, to 

give suckle to friend and father of mine! 
Father at the breast 

you nurse you 

here | kneel, touch your faces 

[...] 

You have two breasts! 

double harmony, miracle of form! 
Fent and Fel transmit through you 
ecstasy your body gives you to feel 
pleasure love and peace 


Wa 


The two of you, 
levo and dextro at each nipple 
orient in twin tongues and genetics 
somatic mirroring 
| feel ember and moist 
[..-] 
es kiss so that salivas may mingle to one 
[..-] 
ember and moist 
[...] 


Fel your Fent deserves more 
Fel 


| have always confessed desirous curiosity 
how similar in form? 

Fel will undress father 

an instrument revealed 


Wa 

What candor! 

this tastes [...] more paternal than Fel 
the source vibrant still 

Fel 

Let me join Wa and bring 

still more feeling and wetness 

to that which so vital to my making 
here before my eyes 


Fent 


Every act is a gift 
every act 


Fel 


Wa and | trade kiss and converse 
this current a medium between us 


[...] 
Fent 
Come Wa 


[...] what sensitivities you must feel 
the attentions of father and son 


what dimorphic secrets here lie 

to kiss you on the lips 

what want you betray! 

[...] 

Fel 

Wa recieves the act she so trustingly performed 
[...] 

| know the scent the construction 

of Wa's fragrant red-rimmed 

so receptive to Fent clean mouth 


[...] 

Fent 

nectar and pollen 

Wa 

Pistils and stamen 

Fel 

Chlorophyll and skin 

Fent 

What sensations sex gives birth to! 
Wa 

| cannot conceive anything other than 
gasp and light 

so don't worry your seeds bloom in the heart 
between three of us we bear a child 
called art 

human art 

Fent 

Breathless beautiful ribcage 

a billion years ago crystal and inorganic 
each of us us a genius 

to see beauty in human form 


Wa 


We are divinity 


Fel 

Beautiful miracles of personality, 

the sublime organizations of nature organic, 
creations of being, consciousness, light and mineral: 
the flesh is a miracle! 

[Fade lights as sex continues] 


END 


The Night Sky 
an Erotic Opera in Three Acts 


Cast: 

Fent, father 
Fel, his son 
Kal, Fel's wife 


Scene One 


Kal 


Gentle one all your tongues will turn to water 
speak not of withering 


Fel 


Angels have holy mandate not to wither 
have faith! 

we have struggled for and with each other 
paper love is no substitute for the true thing 
we have deepened our bond now 
unfettered eachother's hearts 

so now finally, stronger are we 


and | feel 

it is time 

let me show you half my blood 

my complexity owes to him - 

in asense my co-creator 

whom you have not met but indeed heard stories 
my pater 


Kal 
father Fent 
Fel 


Most pleased to show him my limbed spouse 
newer fevers make him well 

a good man you will feel 

makes his son yearn 

to do him proud 


Kal 
Before the bough deadens 


let eye contact transmit my love for Fel 
so that Fent may fall into this fever 


and smile at his son 
and merry smiles! 


Fel 


As am |, he may be 

we share traits, the same blood 

be warned: both he and | are in 

accord and express ourselves as father and son 
and thus my personality doubled 


Kal 


My Fel doubled! 

then those similarities reflect from him to you 
and redouble-- my love for you 

shall reflect to father 

the same blood and goodfeelings abound 


Fel 


How pleased am | for your consent 
father will be pleased with my wife Kal 
we Shall spend the night so we can 
talk till morn and spend company 


with his collection of music 
reach human understandings 
and new friendships 


Kal 


Like camels 

red memories and white experiences 

stored though the long desert of shallow sand 
and thirst make we an oasis and cultivate 
each other 


Fel 


Family holds bonds though understanding 
blood is heavy and a burden 

but we milk its nutrients 

lighten the obligations 

so blood relations may be borne aloft 
misunderstandings are common 

so let instinct dictate 

expressions of goodwill! 


Kal 


Make arrangements, 

new moon or so 

may we wax towards each other 
Fel and I, holding hearts 


Fel 


Holding hands 
palm lines deepen as my love does 


Kal 


Trace this limb 

yours: a miracle of nerve and musculature 

Mann was never more accurate 

in the midst of sickness concealed under robust chests 
but thanks that we are well! 


Fel 


| can trace a healthy line here 

from the lateral rib 

to the start of a fullness 

just at the juncture of lung and heart 
what pointed sensitivity lies here! 


blind and aware! 
Kal 


You have stained me with your lips 

intaglio saliva 

what lies beneath these threads? 

if we touch each other, we may become each other 


Fel 

How | wish to become another 

secrete like them 

can this body power such a rapidly beating heart? 
Kal 

Is this the first time - one of many - | give you 
cause to tremble with anticipation: why so? 

what unusual tension! 


Fel 


| wish to make you taste like me 


Kal 


| wish to violate your limbic system 
[lovely violence] 


[End scene one] 


Scene Two 
Fel 


We have come, arrived at the paternal house 
pleasant anticipation of the double embrace: 
being in the company of both wife and father 


Kal 
The anticipation is mine 
what kind man gives his son such eyes 


as have melted mine own? 
A slight apprehension at meeting 


Fel 


Do not quiver 

let ease upon your brow stray 
beams of light illume my eyes 
your beautiful senses will tell 
how much | love you 

Ah! Here we announce arrival 


Fent 


Good son! 

Buoyant with the knowledge of seeing you again 

have | waited for today 

The morning passed in exercises of deliberate distraction 
Now here you are 


Fel 


Sir, with the most pleasure 

meet you here my companion 

my friend on this many branched life 
my candle 

my wife, Kal 


Kal 


A pleasure Sir 
how well Fel has described you 
but yet did not prepare me for the warmth of your smile! 


Fent 


But for your clear eyes | would ask you not to flatter me 
come, | have modest preparations for a table 

soon we may break bread 

talk of this and that 

unfetter the bonds of first meetings 

know each other as persons 

Fel here knows the value of conversation 

but Fel - how long it has been--- 

perhaps | should not ask--- 

since | heard word of your mother 

| may be impertinent but the imagination wishes to know 
is she well? 


Kal 
Better to imagine healthy days and sunshine 


wishing her good 
than bringing to words the truth of the matter 


Fel 


| confess a reluctance to process the matter 

Indigestion results from chewing bad food 

verbiage might help empty these thoughts; 

| see myself of many years ago: 

| could not have imagined a better ally then, 
Confidences and the worries of a young child 

she made me her everything 

and herself everything to me 

soothed the frightful afterimages of bullies 

and arranged for my incipient naiveté 

children believe those they trust 

told of enemies in sight 

how my father Fent contrived to hurt 

an unstable queen with her brood 

now | have grown and cast off the trappings of juvenility 
and she still yearns for simplicity; those years of shared time with son 
conspiring against a father who knew only his family was distant 
(know father | have grown and have always loved you) 
she has fallen into a vast and simple nostalgia: 

one who arranges for dependence upon a simple child 
--the child is now grown, with vision in both eyes 

such a desperate one 

finds satisfaction only in harsh gestures 


beating at the riverbed till the water becomes 
cloudy 

must she obstruct her own clarity 

though infinite peace beckons 

trials should force one to become strong 

how mighty the human soul! 

how strange and brutal the need to suffer! 

it is her wont 

and | find it easier to stay true and cultivate new 
plants 

Not lashed to the masts of a ship blowing 
towards self destruction | hope she alters course 
but I, with my wife Kal 

find a beautiful openness with each other 

| stand on two feet, sea-legs strengthened 

by salt and grime 

Father whole and in my life at this juncture 

and how | express thanks to your humanism! 


Fent 


| am sorry for my strange question 

but most happy am | that Fel 

whom | thought was drowning 

has become such a strong swimmer 
and the aid of clear-eyed Kal to navigate 
no murky rivers in her eyes 


most excellent! 
Kal 


You are too eloquent 

Fel and | share a kindness and optimism 
he is strong not only because of tribulation 
but Sir, your gentle influence and smile 
have made him who he is 

my intuition tells me so 


Fel 


With what impunity you discuss 

my personality! Glad am | for your words 
can we not focus discussion on other topics 
than myself? | suffer from an excess of 
goodwill towards 

father and Kal 


Kal 


Your gloom fades as your pride flushes! 
glad to witness this change am | 


Fent 


We must speak of other topics 

if only so we may draw out personalities 
deep into the night- with music we may grow 
fearless of the void and create new life! 
friendship and family! 

but now: dinner is ready 

a toast to our health! 


Kal and Fel 
Our health! 


Scene Three 

Fel 

A wonderful repast 

desert wines tickle the palate 

the soft glow of shaded lamps upon the scene; 
stars brilliant in windows 


Fent 


Fortunate are we who who gleam beneath 
midnight skies a roof sturdy 

you have spoken whitely about your passions 
and your daily bread 

and so | beg Kal: 

how spend you the circular? 

you too gather the sun's shadows in movement? 


Kal 


Sir, | soend my days in the company of orchids 
helping most petals moisten and pistils form: 
my lively-hood is assisting beauty reveal itself; 
helping lovers and sensitive bond 

cultivation 

and | too feel a kind of bloom in my breasts 

in tendering virditas for a living 


Fent 


Virditas the metaphor for continuance 
the desire to reach up and out 

grow teach and share 

Most excellent an occupation! 

Plants that reach upwards 


greening passions and budding 

life! 

Yet those inks do not dye 

these open eyes: 

| confess my melancholy 

rust tinged bitterness at the mention 
eyes that shade darkly when 

my own internal chemicals burn 

are met with an endless night 

and not my strivings held 

But why pass precious seconds 
fingering the worries of an old man's dim candle? 
Speak of pleasant colours 

remind me not of foundering needs 
Smile! and turn to other phrases 


Fel 


| ask your dark eyes 

speak more of this melancholy! 

As son | would like to know your soul 

help the grasping fingers un-cramp 

Kal and | may be your potentates 

do not hide from our carefully listening ears 
unburden yourself easily 


Trust that Fel and | mean well 
epeak not if you feel such strain 


Fent 


| wish not to display my decaying 
retinas 

a terrific monster whose instinct is only 
tempered 

by a honed acumen: | know all too well 
that | must be alone with this creature; 
well seasoned am | in rejection and 
stern recrimination 

golden leaves, the grasping at warmth 
to become another human though the 
medium of touch wonderful bright! 
Towers my desire which obstructs and 
shadows fall 

soil untilled in a cold shade 

| confess a desire to warm an other 
limbic systems alight with anticipation 
but how black the night! 

the seed falls useless into my own 
hands 

my chemicals bring no one light 

while others smile in bliss! 


Fel 


Still unrecognized as dimension by most 
the human tropism and arabesque 

for limbs vivid and deep eyes; 

your shade will be the fertilizer for growth 
potential always springs new 

though the eyes blind wander uncertain 
tides ebb and flow with natural ease 


Fent 


The creature's impatience brooks no 
patient cultivation and natural ease 
unnatural colours abound and bind 

and thus a vicious serpent 

my tail in my mouth 

my mouth in my tail 

the act of an aged and preposterous man! 
forgive me 

a shame to be negative at this joyous reunion 
thanks for your kaleidoscopic optimisms 

| prefer to change the focus from myself 
show me more evidences of your effort 
what kinds of filigreed art do you create? 


have you not images? 
Fel 


Images are imperfect but might nonetheless 
impress you with the essence of my creative 
acts 

they exist in time, and move quickly in and 
out of memory so | have captured a few 
instances with photographic arts let me fetch 
them from below 


[Fel exits] 
Kal 


Fel's enthusiasm is only matched by his need 
for appreciation but he lives well with 
obscurity for his imagination strives 

he is both more sturdy and more fragile than 
he seems 


Fent 
You are finely devoted to him 
| hope that he too makes you shine 


and keeps your palette fresh 


Kal 


In a masculine world garish bright 
the two of us hold freedom and trust 
as fantastic rewards for struggling 
one then the other selfish and alone 
we have learned to hold hands 

so that fireflys may glitter unceasingly 
even in the winters when we shiver 
and thus we glow in all seasons 


Fent 


It is the two of you who illume this evening 
lanterns who stray into this garden and 
keep me company you sway and beckon 
SO well 

| spoke of forbidden matters 

what comfortable souls you have! 

to make me bare my cavities 


Kal 
First evening light 


trust makes us beautiful 
no less you for your feelings 


Fent 


the stewardship of flora 
must bring you tenderness 
your words heal 


Kal 


If only you realized 

how much your Fel loves you 
and thus l, 

you would not fret so 

but clasp my hands in soft 
brings touch gold to the heart 


Fent 

You the flower girl 

who presses fresh plantlings into my hands! 
your temperature and heartbeat flowing 


Kal 


With Fel you share blood 
with me you share touch 


Fent 


Exercises of threads pull 
weaving complexities 
you fill me to the brim 
inappropriate 


Kal 


My ways are not red and black 

no insectile calculation 

When you pass this life bye 
meaningful embraces will not regret 
Fel too knows the value 

come, make me beautiful 


Fent 


Instinct is much the brighter 

than reflexive consciousness 
what form and virditas! 

your upper lip reveals your nature 
flower mouth 


Kal 

mmm 
[Enter Fel] 
Fent 


You spoke of the bloom in your breasts 
bloom and nurture at once the same 


Fel 


This is beautiful, to 
give suckle to friend and father of mine! 
Father at the breast 
you nurse you 
here | kneel, touch your faces 
[...] 

ou have two breasts! 
double harmony, miracle of form! 
Fent and Fel, transmit through you 
ecstasy your body gives you to feel 
pleasure love and peace 


Kal 


The two of you, 
levo and dextro 
orient in twin tongues and genetics 
somatic mirroring 
| feel ember and moist 
[...] 
es kiss so that salivas may mingle to one 
[...] 
ember and moist 
[...] 


el your Fent deserves more 
Fel 


| have always confessed desirous curiosity 
how similar in form? 

Fel will undress father 

an instrument revealed 


Kal 


What candor! 
this tastes [...] more paternal than Fel 


the source vibrant still 
Fel 


Let me join Kal and bring 

still more feeling and wetness 

to that which so vital to my making 
here before my eyes 


Fent 


Every act is a gift 
every act 


Fel 


[...] 
Kal and | trade kiss and converse 
this current a medium between us 


ia 
Fent 


Come Kal 
[...] what sensitivities you must feel 


the attentions of father and son 
[...] 

what dimorphic secrets here lie 
to kiss you on the lips 

what want you betray! 


a and pollen 

Kal 

Pistils and stamen 

Fel 

Chlorophyll and skin 

Fent 

What sensations transfer give birth to! 
Kal 

| cannot conceive anything other than 


gasp and light 
so don't worry your seeds bloom in the heart 


between three of us we bear a child 
called art 
human art 


Fent 


Breathless beautiful ribcage 

a billion years ago crystal and inorganic 
each of us us a genius 

to see beauty in human form 


Kal 

We are divinity 

Fel 

Beautiful miracles of personality, 
the sublime organizations of nature 
organic, creations of being, 


consciousness, light and mineral: the 
flesh is a miracle! 


END 


The Night Sky 
an Opera in Three Acts 


Cast: 

Fent, father 
Fel, his son 
Wa, Fel's wife 


Scene One 
(in which Fel and Wa discuss going to meet Fent; then make love) 
Wa 


Gentle one all your tongues will turn to water 
speak not of withering 


Fel 


Angels have holy mandate not to wither 
have faith! 

we have struggled for and with each other 
paper love is no substitute for the true thing 
we have deepened our bond now 
unfettered eachother's hearts 

so now finally, stronger are we 

and | feel 

itis time 

let me show you half my blood 

my complexity owes to him - 

in a sense my co-creator 

whom you have not met but indeed heard stories 
my pater 


Wa 
Father Fent 
Fel 


Most pleased to show him my limbed spouse 
newer fevers make him well 

a good man you will feel 

makes his son yearn 

to do him proud 


Wa 
Before the bough deadens 


let eye contact transmit my love for Fel 
so that Fent may fall into this fever 


and smile at his son 
and merry smiles! 


Fel 


As am |, he may be 

we share traits, the same blood 

be warned: both he and | are in 

accord and express ourselves as father and son 
and thus my personality doubled 


Wa 


My Fel doubled! 

then those similarities reflect from him to you 
and redouble-- my love for you 

shall reflect to father 

the same blood and goodfeelings abound 


Fel 


How pleased am | for your consent 
father will be pleased with my wife Wa 
we shall spend the night so we can 
talk till morn and spend company 

with his collection of music 

reach human understandings 

and new friendships 


Wa 


Like camels 

red memories and white experiences 

stored though the long desert of shallow sand and thirst 
make we an oasis and cultivate 

each other 


Fel 


Family holds bonds though understanding 
blood is heavy and a burden 

but we milk its nutrients 

lighten the obligations 

so blood relations may be borne aloft 
misunderstandings are common 

so let instinct dictate 

expressions of goodwill! 


Wa 


Make arrangements, 


new moon or so 
may we wax towards each other 
Fel and I, holding hearts 


Fel 


Holding hands 
palm lines deepen as my love does 


Wa 


Trace this limb 

yours: a miracle of nerve and musculature 

Castorp was never more accurate 

in the midst of sickness concealed under robust chests 
but thanks that we are well! 


Fel 


| can trace a healthy line here 

from the lateral rib 

to the start of a fullness 

just at the juncture of lung and heart 
what pointed sensitivity lies here! 
blind and aware! 


Wa 
You have stained me with your lips 
intaglio saliva 


what lies beneath these threads? 
if we touch each other, we may become each other 


Fel 

How | wish to become another 

secrete like them 

can this body power such a rapidly beating heart? 
Wa 

Is this the first time - one of many - | give you 
cause to tremble with anticipation: why so? 

what unusual tension! 

Fel 


| wish to make you taste like me 


Wa 


| wish to violate your limbic system 
[lovely violence] 


[End scene one] 


Scene Two 


(in which Fel and We arrive at Fent's house; greet; allude to Fel's mother; and prepare to 
eat) 


Fel 


We have come, arrived at the paternal house 
pleasant anticipation of the double embrace: 
being in the company of both wife and father 


Wa 


The anticipation is mine 

what kind man gives his son such eyes 
as have melted mine own? 

A slight apprehension at meeting 


Fel 


Do not quiver 

let ease upon your brow stray 
beams of light illume my eyes 
your beautiful senses will tell 
how much | love you 

Ah! Here we announce arrival 


Fent 


Good son! 

Buoyant with the knowledge of seeing you again 

have | waited for today 

The morning passed in exercises of deliberate distraction 
Now here you are 


Fel 


Sir, with the most pleasure 

meet you here my companion 

my friend on this many branched life 
my candle 

my wife, Wa 


Wa 


A pleasure Sir 
how well Fel has described you 
but yet did not prepare me for the warmth of your smile! 


Fent 


But for your clear eyes | would ask you not to flatter me 
come, | have modest preparations for a table 

soon we may break bread 

talk of this and that 

unfetter the bonds of first meetings 

know each other as persons 

Fel here knows the value of conversation 

but Fel - how long it has been--- 

perhaps | should not ask--- 

since | heard word of your mother 

| may be impertinent but the imagination wishes to know-- 
is she well? 


Wa 


Better to imagine healthy days and sunshine 
wishing her good 
than bringing to words the truth of the matter 


Fel 


| confess a reluctance to process the matter 

Indigestion results from chewing bad food 

verbiage might help empty these thoughts; 

| see myself of many years ago: 

| could not have imagined a better ally then, 
Confidences and the worries of a young child 

she made me her everything 

and herself everything to me 

soothed the frightful afterimages of bullies 

and arranged for my incipient naiveté 

children believe those they trust 

told of enemies in sight 

how my father Fent contrived to hurt 

an unstable queen with her brood 

now | have grown and cast off the trappings of juvenility 
and she still yearns for simplicity; those years of shared time with son 
conspiring against a father who knew only his family was distant 
(know father | have grown and have always loved you) 
she has fallen into a vast and simple nostalgia: 

one who arranges for dependence upon a simple child 
--the child is now grown, with vision in both eyes 

such a desperate one 

finds satisfaction only in harsh gestures 

beating at the riverbed till the water becomes cloudy 


must she obstruct her own clarity 

though infinite peace beckons 

trials should force one to become strong 

how mighty the human soul! 

how strange and brutal the need to suffer! 

it is her wont 

and | find it easier to stay true and cultivate new plants 
not lashed to the masts of a ship blowing towards self destruction 
| hope she alters course 

but |, with my wife Wa 

find a beautiful openness with each other 

| stand on two feet, sea-legs strengthened 

by salt and grime 

Father whole and in my life at this juncture 

and how | express thanks to your humanism! 


Fent 


| am sorry for my strange question 

but most happy am | that Fel 

whom | thought was drowning 

has become such a strong swimmer 

and the aid of clear-eyed Wa to navigate-- 
no murky rivers in her eyes 

most excellent! 


Wa 


You are too eloquent 

Fel and | share a kindness and optimism 
he is strong not only because of tribulation 
but Sir, your gentle influence and smile 
have made him who he is 

my intuition tells me so 


Fel 

With what impunity you discuss 

my personality! Glad am | for your words 

can we not focus discussion on other topics than myself? 
| suffer from an excess of goodwill towards 

father and Wa 

Wa 


Your gloom fades as your pride flushes! 
glad to witness this change am | 


Fent 


We must speak of other topics 


if only so we may draw out personalities 
deep into the night- with music we may grow 
fearless of the void and create new life! 
friendship and family! 

but now: dinner is ready 

a toast to our health! 


Wa and Fel 
Our health! 


Scene Three 


(late night post dinner conversation. Fent confesses his troubles; Fel leaves and Fent 
and Wa engage in eroticism; Fel reenters and a threesome is had; as penetration 
begins, so does poetry and the love elegy) 


Fel 


A wonderful repast 

desert wines tickle the palate 

the soft glow of shaded lamps upon the scene; 
stars brilliant in windows 


Fent 


Fortunate are we who gleam beneath 

midnight skies a roof sturdy 

you have spoken whitely about your passions 
and your daily bread 

and so | beg Wa: 

how spend you the circular? 

you too gather the sun's shadows in movement? 


Wa 


Sir, | spend my days in the company of orchids 
helping most petals moisten and pistils form: 
my lively-hood is assisting beauty reveal itself; 
helping lovers and sensitive bond 

cultivation 

and | too feel a kind of bloom in my breasts 

in tending virditas for a living 


Fent 


Virditas the metaphor for continuance 
the desire to reach up and out 

grow teach and share 

Most excellent an occupation! 


Plants that reach upwards 

greening passions and budding 

life! 

Yet those inks do not dye 

these open eyes: 

| confess my melancholy 

rust tinged bitterness at the mention-- 
eyes that shade darkly when 

my own internal chemicals burn 

are met with an endless night 

and not my strivings held 

But why pass precious seconds 
fingering the worries of an old man's dim candle? 
Speak of pleasant colours 

remind me not of foundering needs 
Smile! and turn to other phrases 


Fel 


| ask your dark eyes 

speak more of this melancholy! 

As son | would like to Know your soul 

help the grasping fingers un-cramp 

Wa and | may be your potentates 

do not hide from our carefully listening ears 
unburden yourself easily 


Wa 


Trust that Fel and | mean well 
speak not if you feel such strain 


Fent 


| wish not to display my decaying retinas 

a terrific monster whose instinct is only tempered 

by a honed acumen: | know all too well that | must be alone 
with this creature; well seasoned am | in rejection and 
stern recrimination 

golden leaves, the grasping at warmth 

to become another human though the medium of touch 
wonderful bright! 

Towers my desire which obstructs and shadows fall 
soil untilled in a cold shade 

| confess a desire to warm an other 

limbic systems alight with anticipation 

but how black the night! 

the seed falls useless into my own hands 

my chemicals bring no one light 

while others smile in bliss! 


Fel 


Still unrecognized as dimension by most 
the human tropism and arabesque 

for limbs vivid and deep eyes; 

your shade will be the fertilizer for growth 
potential always springs new 

though the eyes blind wander uncertain 
tides ebb and flow with natural ease 


Fent 


The creature's impatience brooks no 
patient cultivation and natural ease 
unnatural colours abound and bind 

and thus a vicious serpent 

my tail in my mouth 

my mouth in my tail 

the act of an aged and preposterous man! 
forgive me 

a shame to be negative at this joyous reunion 
thanks for your kaleidoscopic optimisms 

| prefer to change the focus from myself 
show me more evidences of your effort 
what kinds of filigreed art do you create? 
have you not images? 


Fel 

Images are imperfect but might nonetheless 

impress you with the essence of my creative acts 

they exist in time, and move quickly in and out of memory 

so | have captured a few instances with photographic arts 

let me fetch them from below 

[Fel exits] 

Wa 

Fel's enthusiasm is only matched by his need for appreciation 


but he lives well with obscurity for his imagination strives 
he is both more sturdy and more fragile than he seems 


Fent 
You are finely devoted to him 
| hope that he too makes you shine 


and keeps your palette fresh 


Wa 


In a masculine world garish bright 
the two of us hold freedom and trust 
as fantastic rewards for struggling 
one then the other selfish and alone 
we have learned to hold hands 

so that fireflys may glitter unceasingly 
even in the winters when we shiver 
and thus we glow in all seasons 


Fent 


It is the two of you who illume this evening 

lanterns who stray into this garden and keep me company 
you sway and beckon so well 

| spoke of forbidden matters 

what comfortable souls you have! 

to make me bare my cavities 


Wa 


First evening light 
trust makes us beautiful 
no less you for your feelings 


Fent 


the stewardship of flora 
must bring you tenderness 
your words heal 


Wa 


If only you realized 

how much your Fel loves you 
and thus I, 

you would not fret so 

but clasp my hands in soft 
brings touch gold to the heart 


Fent 
[clasps Wa's hands in his own] 


You the flower girl 

who presses fresh plantlings into my hands! 
your temperature and heartbeat flowing 

Wa 


With Fel you share blood 
with me you share touch 


Fent 


Exercises of threads pull 
weaving complexities 
you fill me to the brim 
inappropriate 


Wa 


My ways are not red and black 

no insectile calculation 

When you pass this life bye 
meaningful embraces will not regret 
Fel too knows the value 

come, make me beautiful 


Fent 


Instinct is much the brighter 

than reflexive consciousness 
what form and virditas! 

your upper lip reveals your nature 
flower mouth 


Wa 

mmm 
[Enter Fel] 
Fent 


You spoke of the bloom in your breasts 
bloom and nurture at once the same 


Fel 


This is beautiful, to 

give suckle to friend and father of mine! 
Father at the breast 

you nurse you 

here | kneel, touch your faces 

Ed 

You have two breasts! 

double harmony, miracle of form! 
Fent and Fel transmit through you 
ecstasy your body gives you to feel 
pleasure love and peace 


Wa 


The two of you, 

levo and dextro at each nipple 

orient in twin tongues and genetics 
somatic mirroring 

| feel ember and moist 

[...] 

Yes kiss so that salivas may mingle to one 
[...] 

ember and moist 

[...] 


Fel your Fent deserves more 
Fel 


| have always confessed desirous curiosity 
how similar in form? 

Fel will undress father 

an instrument revealed 


Wa 


What candor! 
this tastes [...] more paternal than Fel 
the source vibrant still 


Fel 


Let me join Wa and bring 

still more feeling and wetness 

to that which so vital to my making 
here before my eyes 


Fent 


Every act is a gift 
every act 


Fel 


[...] 
Wa and | trade kiss and converse 
this current a medium between us 


[4] 
Fent 


Come Wa 
[...] what sensitivities you must feel 
the attentions of father and son 


[-..] 


what dimorphic secrets here lie 


to kiss you on the lips 
what want you betray! 


[..] 
Fel 


Wa recieves the act she so trustingly performed 


[...] 

| Know the scent the construction 
of Wa's fragrant red-rimmed 

so receptive to Fent clean mouth 


[<<] 

Fent 

nectar and pollen 

Wa 

Pistils and stamen 

Fel 

Chlorophyll and skin 

Fent 

What sensations sex gives birth to! 
Wa 

| cannot conceive anything other than 
gasp and light 

so don't worry your seeds bloom in the heart 
between three of us we bear a child 
called art 

human art 

Fent 

Breathless beautiful ribcage 

a billion years ago crystal and inorganic 
each of us us a genius 

to see beauty in human form 

Wa 


We are divinity 


Fel 


Beautiful miracles of personality, 

the sublime organizations of nature organic, 
creations of being, consciousness, light and mineral: 
the flesh is a miracle! 


[Fade lights as sex continues] 


END 


We Pray Rely Come 


Shell is awoman. She is Yolk's best friend. 
Yolk is also a woman. She is Shell's best friend. 
Husband is a man. He has raped Yolk. 


PART ONE 


Shell: there felt a gesture, an almost 
the veneer of the everyday provides a comfort 


| live the life where | sleep too much and provide too many times the careless 
glance 


why don't we say it outright? an escape to the everyday is sheltered by blue 
shadows 


just take the offering, and let every one say what they mean 

to the an why there a the these of and of your in 

a the in and was the to of 

| have fallen into a deep blueness 

there was a careless draping 

| will offer the them only 

why don't the flowers look more baroque? 

why don't the trellises look more shapely? 

why is everything muffled and all sense just below visible hearing range? 


| thought it would go on forever the becomes just like a limber bird, hopping the 
trail blazed road only was traveled it cost us, 


yes. yes! no. yes! no. take it from me: it's only a green one. 


| will invite my near soul, female gaze Yolk. 
my friend Yolk. 


PART TWO 


Yolk: it was so perfect that the more tears fell, the more light emerged from my 
bodice, nnk, it was so perfect that the more tears fell, the more light failed to 
emerge from my bodice. nnk, it was so imperfect that the less tears fell, the 
failed light failed to emerge from my bodice. 


like the grains that stick in your bones after they've moved on. ithycantalopes. 
fish melons? the cut was deeper than the lines between my toes, my body rash 
with make homes in your days, nnl. will | germ? 


oh |, my, oh, ah, oh, ah, I, I'm, I'm oh, ak, 
(breathing sequence for Yolk) 
Yolk: nnnnl, nnnk. 


| will go to my near soul, female gaze Shell. 
my friend Shell. 


INTERLUDE 


Yolk and Shell: what kind of time does we have when even there become not a 
shade, nor a waste, shodden tracks, overflown bears quiet noises fill interlines 
with interlocking never was there ever was there ever. stop masturbating and let 
the desire seep through your pores instead. 


it's a kind of waste) 

it's a tray of waste) 

it's a failure of waste) 

it's a compendium of waste) 
it's a emotion of waste) 

it's a light of waste) 


neon 


Yolk and Shell: it's a red sodden germinating flower that takes all the available 
light and says "mmm" 


PART THREE 

{faces and gestures become more and more as go on. eye work is also key} 
Shell: drive out the diverse, repeal the lenses, and reply to the assignations. 
we're all taken slow real redly times out of sense. these were the days of 


oversensitivity and long felt desire dealt darkly. 


Yolk: i'm not sure your words make sense. let me diversify your syllables, nnill. 


at the earliest time, these ones were taken. 

Shell: oh? why was it so was so we is an the this this became like? 
Yolk: winter fall spring summer, nn, fall spring 

Shell: it was in the time of fall, when red leaved mirror red emotions 
Yolk: there? 

Shell: red 

Yolk: red? 

Shell: white 

Yolk: white? 

Shell: dust 

Yolk: dust? 

Shell: pull 

Yolk: pull? 

Shell: ferment 

Yolk: ferment? 

Shell: and then it ended just like that. 

Yolk: like you wanted? 

Shell: unsaid letters that might have spilled over, but they were unsaid unsaid. 
Yolk: nnnk, i noticed the scar on your face. 

Shell: my legs are too short. 

Yolk: mine are too bowed. 

Shell: my arms are too curved 


Yolk: my face is too heavy 


Shell: my lips are too red 
Yolk: my breasts are too wide 
Shell: my skin is too dry 
Yolk: because it is winter 


Shell: winter was the season when husband would take apart the beds and 
replace them with tables made of wood. 


Yolk: it was was it was because of the it said itself unsaid? 

(action of violence) 

(Shell implodes into clothing) 

Shell: why it is a saltshaker 

full of devices 

and heavy handed grains 

Yolk: the days are airy and light enemies 

Shell: everything is like a twig to me, dried and almost irresponsible 


Yolk: has the relations ceased between you and your solitude? 


Shell: (yes)and between the sheets, the emptiness is not a screen for the 
imagination 


Yolk: when? 

Shell: sxsccccccccelrihgjn;iasjkv'[opmrewag;vjmp'qeriowasj 

Yolk: he made me fill out a text, body in part, half. words were felt on skin 
Shell: -- 

Yolk: it was like torn remade the steel forced and coldly 


Shell: | blue | take, | relent, | make, | body, | hate, | blue | take, | relent, | make, | 
body, | hate there were only there were here only there 


Yolk: | green | took, | remade | body | apologize, | green | took, | remade | body 
| apologize, there were only there were only there 


Shell: why didn't you say? 

Yolk: hgw OONVIMOQWEA|P; uioh;ijln 
Shell: i didn't know him about you. 
Yolk: comfort me 

Shell: it took all | could 

Yolk: the red stopped each month 
Shell: the wet came no more 


Yolk: nnk, it was overly overtly overly over over me over me over forced even 
overforced 


Shell: his lips were always curved 
Yolk: can you spell the words? 
Shell: red aperture press evenly 


Yolk: there is one sound of even pressing, nnk, one even sound of pressing, 
nnk, one sound even of pressing. 


Shell: Yolk and Shell, now separate, are bound by this red liquid, separate 
embryos now apart. 


Yolk: Shell and Yolk, now apart, are rent by this red liquid, apart embryos now 
separate. 


Shell: iron 
Yolk: wheat 
Shell: copper 
Yolk: blood 


Yolk: hYipiuo o;ilhgbnoi uipbgn; mo9j'[ 


Yolk: bpiuolh;'oj 


[both take turns attacking Husband...until he cries shudders slurs tears and 
rivers of salt] 


Yolk: one 
Shell: five 
[Husband hands out bundles of keys] 


[actors place keys in mouths] 
[blackout] 


We Pray Rely Come 
a short play for teenagers 


Abel Coelho 

Shell is a woman. She is Yolk's best friend. 
Yolk is also a woman. She is Shell's best friend. 
Husband is a man. He has raped Yolk. 


PART ONE 


Shell: there felt a gesture, an almost 

the veneer of the everyday provides a comfort 

| live the life where | sleep too much and provide too many times the careless glance 
why don't we say it outright? an escape to the everyday is sheltered by blue shadows 
just take the offering, and let every one say what they mean 

to the an why there a the these of and of your in 

a the in and was the to of 

| have fallen into a deep blueness 

there was a careless draping 

| will offer the them only 

why don't the flowers look more baroque? 

why don't the trellises look more shapely? 

why is everything muffled and all sense just below visible hearing range? 

| thought it would go on forever the becomes just like a limber bird, hopping the trail blazed road only was traveled it cost us, 
yes. yes! no. yes! no. take it from me: it's only a green one. 


| will invite my near soul, female gaze Yolk. 
my friend Yolk. 


PART TWO 


Yolk: it was so perfect that the more tears fell, the more light emerged from my bodice, nnk, it was so perfect that the more tears fell, the more light 
failed to emerge from my bodice. nnk, it was so imperfect that the less tears fell, the failed light failed to emerge from my bodice. 


like the grains that stick in your bones after they've moved on. ithycantalopes. fish melons? the cut was deeper than the lines between my toes, my 
body rash with make homes in your days, nnl. will | germ? 


oh! , my, oh, ah, oh, ah, |, I'm, I'm oh, ak, 
(breathing sequence for Yolk) 
Yolk: nnnnl, nnnk. 


| will go to my near soul, female gaze Shell. 
my friend Shell. 


INTERLUDE 


Yolk and Shell: what kind of time does we have when even there become not a shade, nor a waste, shodden tracks, overflown bears quiet noises 
fill interlines with interlocking never was there ever was there ever. stop masturbating and let the desire seep through your pores instead. 


(it's a kind of waste) 

(it's a tray of waste) 

(it's a failure of waste) 

(it's a compendium of waste) 
(it's a emotion of waste) 

(it's a light of waste) 


Yolk and Shell: it's a red sodden germinating flower that takes all the available light and says "mmm" 


PART THREE 


{faces and gestures become more and more as go on. eye work is also key} 


Shell: drive out the diverse, repeal the lenses, and reply to the assignations. we're all taken slow real redly times out of sense. these were the days 
of oversensitivity and long felt desire dealt darkly. 


Yolk: i'm not sure your words make sense. let me diversify your syllables, nnlll. at the earliest time, these ones were taken. 
Shell: oh? why was it so was so we is an the this this became like? 
Yolk: winter fall spring summer, nn, fall spring 

Shell: it was in the time of fall, when red leaved mirror red emotions 
Yolk: there? 

Shell: red 

Yolk: red? 

Shell: white 

Yolk: white? 

Shell: dust 

Yolk: dust? 

Shell: pull 

Yolk: pull? 

Shell: ferment 

Yolk: ferment? 

Shell: and then it ended just like that. 

Yolk: like you wanted? 

Shell: unsaid letters that might have spilled over, but they were unsaid unsaid. 
Yolk: nnnk, i noticed the scar on your face. 

Shell: my legs are too short. 

Yolk: mine are too bowed. 

Shell: my arms are too curved 

Yolk: my face is too heavy 

Shell: my lips are too red 

Yolk: my breasts are too wide 

Shell: my skin is too dry 

Yolk: because it is winter 

Shell: winter was the season when husband would take apart the beds and replace them with tables made of wood. 
Yolk: it was was it was because of the it said itself unsaid? 

(action of violence) 

(Shell implodes into clothing) 

Shell: why it is a saltshaker 

full of devices 

and heavy handed grains 

Yolk: the days are airy and light enemies 

Shell: everything is like a twig to me, dried and almost irresponsible 
Yolk: has the relations ceased between you and your solitude? 


Shell: (yes)and between the sheets, the emptiness is not a screen for the imagination 


Yolk: when? 

Shell: sxsccccccccelrihgjn;iasjkv [opmrewag;vjmp'qeriowasj 

Yolk: he made me fill out a text, body in part, half. words were felt on skin 

Shell: -- 

Yolk: it was like torn remade the steel forced and coldly 

Shell: | blue | take, | relent, | make, | body, | hate, | blue | take, | relent, | make, | body, | hate there were only there were here only there 
Yolk: | green | took, | remade | body | apologize, | green | took, | remade | body | apologize, there were only there were only there 
Shell: why didn't you say? 

Yolk: hgw OONVIMOQWEAJP; uioh;ijin 

Shell: i didn't know him about you. 

Yolk: comfort me 

Shell: it took all | could 

Yolk: the red stopped each month 

Shell: the wet came no more 

Yolk: nnk, it was overly overtly overly over over me over me over forced even overforced 
Shell: his lips were always curved 

Yolk: can you spell the words? 

Shell: red aperture press evenly 

Yolk: there is one sound of even pressing, nnk, one even sound of pressing, nnk, one sound even of pressing. 
Shell: Yolk and Shell, now separate, are bound by this red liquid, separate embryos now apart. 
Yolk: Shell and Yolk, now apart, are rent by this red liquid, apart embryos now separate. 
Shell: iron 

Yolk: wheat 

Shell: copper 

Yolk: blood 

Yolk: h9ipiuo o;ilhgbnoi uipbgn; mo9j'[ 

Shell: iiiiiiiii 

Yolk: bpiuolh;'oj 

[both take turns attacking Husband...until he cries shudders slurs tears and rivers of salt] 

Yolk: one 

Shell: five 

[Husband hands out bundles of keys] 


[eat the keys] 
[blackout] 


We Pray Rely Come 
a short play for teenagers 


Abel Coelho 

Shell is awoman. She is Yolk's best friend. 
Yolk is also a woman. She is Shell's best friend. 
Husband is aman. He has raped Yolk. 


PART ONE 


Shell: there felt a gesture, an almost 

the veneer of the everyday provides a comfort 

| live the life where | sleep too much and provide too many times the careless glance 
why don't we say it outright? an escape to the everyday is sheltered by blue shadows 
just take the offering, and let every one say what they mean 

to the an why there a the these of and of your in 

a the in and was the to of 

| have fallen into a deep blueness 

there was a careless draping 


| will offer the them only 


why don't the flowers look more baroque? 
why don't the trellises look more shapely? 
why is everything muffled and all sense just below visible hearing 
range? 


| thought it would go on forever the becomes just like a limber 
bird, hopping the trail blazed road only was traveled it cost us, 


yes. yes! no. yes! no. take it from me: it's only a green one. 


| will invite my near soul, female gaze Yolk. 
my friend Yolk. 


PART TWO 


Yolk: it was so perfect that the more tears fell, the more light 
emerged from my bodice, nnk, it was so perfect that the more 
tears fell, the more light failed to emerge from my bodice. nnk, it 
was so imperfect that the less tears fell, the failed light failed to 
emerge from my bodice. 


like the grains that stick in your bones after they've moved on. 
ithycantalopes. fish melons? the cut was deeper than the lines 
between my toes, my body rash with make homes in your days, 
nnl. will | germ? 

oh |, my, oh, ah, oh, ah, I, I'm, I'm oh, ak, 

(breathing sequence for Yolk) 


Yolk: nnnni, nnnk. 


| will go to my near soul, female gaze Shell. 
my friend Shell. 


INTERLUDE 


Yolk and Shell: what kind of time does we have when even there 
become not a shade, nor a waste, shodden tracks, overflown bears 
quiet noises fill interlines with interlocking never was there ever was 
there ever. stop masturbating and let the desire seep through your 
pores instead. 


it's a kind of waste) 

it's a tray of waste) 

it's a failure of waste) 

it's a compendium of waste) 
it's a emotion of waste) 

it's a light of waste) 


Nn non 


Yolk and Shell: it's a red sodden germinating flower that takes all 
the available light and says "mmm" 


PART THREE 

{faces and gestures become more and more as go on. eye work is 
also key} 

Shell: drive out the diverse, repeal the lenses, and reply to the 
assignations. we're all taken slow real redly times out of sense. 
these were the days of oversensitivity and long felt desire dealt 


darkly. 


Yolk: i'm not sure your words make sense. let me diversify your 
syllables, nnill. at the earliest time, these ones were taken. 


Shell: oh? why was it so was so we is an the this this became 
like? 


Yolk: winter fall spring summer, nnl, fall spring 
Shell: it was in the time of fall, when red leaved mirror red emotions 
Yolk: there? 


Shell: red 


Yolk: red? 


Shell: white 

Yolk: white? 

Shell: dust 

Yolk: dust? 

Shell: pull 

Yolk: pull? 

Shell: ferment 

Yolk: ferment? 

Shell: and then it ended just like that. 
Yolk: like you wanted? 

Shell: unsaid letters that might have spilled over, but they were unsaid unsaid. 
Yolk: nnnk, i noticed the scar on your face. 
Shell: my legs are too short. 

Yolk: mine are too bowed. 

Shell: my arms are too curved 


Yolk: my face is too heavy 

Shell: my lips are too red 

Yolk: my breasts are too wide 

Shell: my skin is too dry 

Yolk: because it is winter 

Shell: winter was the season when husband would take 


apart the beds and replace them with tables made of 
wood. 


Yolk: it was was it was because of the it said itself unsaid? 

(action of violence) 

(Shell implodes into clothing) 

Shell: why it is a saltshaker 

full of devices 

and heavy handed grains 

Yolk: the days are airy and light enemies 

Shell: everything is like a twig to me, dried and almost irresponsible 

Yolk: has the relations ceased between you and your solitude? 

Shell: (yes)and between the sheets, the emptiness is not a screen for the imagination 


Yolk: when? 


Shell: sxsccccccccelrihgjn;iasjkv'l[opmrewag;vjmp'qeriowasj 


Yolk: he made me fill out a text, body in part, half. words were felt on skin 
Shell: -- 
Yolk: it was like torn remade the steel forced and coldly 


Shell: | blue | take, | relent, | make, | body, | hate, | blue | take, | 
relent, | make, | body, | hate there were only there were 


here only there 


Yolk: | green | took, | remade | body | apologize, | green | took, | 
remade | body | apologize, there were only there were only there 


Shell: why didn't you say? 

Yolk: hgw OONVIMOQWEAJP; uioh;ijIn 

Shell: i didn't know him about you. 

Yolk: comfort me 

Shell: it took all | could 

Yolk: the red stopped each month 

Shell: the wet came no more 

Yolk: nnk, it was overly overtly overly over over 
me over me over forced even overforced 

Shell: his lips were always curved 


Yolk: can you spell the words? 


Shell: red aperture press evenly 


Yolk: there is one sound of even pressing, nnk, 
one even sound of pressing, nnk, one sound 
even of pressing. 


Shell: Yolk and Shell, now separate, are bound by 
this red liquid, separate embryos now apart. 


Yolk: Shell and Yolk, now apart, are rent by this red 
liquid, apart embryos now separate. 


Shell: iron 
Yolk: wheat 
Shell: copper 
Yolk: blood 


Yolk: h9Yipiuo o;ilhgbnoi uipbgn; mo9j'[ 


Yolk: bpiuolh;'oj 


[both take turns attacking Husband...until he cries shudders 
slurs tears and rivers of salt] 


Yolk: one 
Shell: five 
[Husband hands out bundles of keys] 


[eat the keys] 
[blackout] 


all the interconnectedness revolves around all 
traces, bile, fecund for what is fecundity more than 
the mere production of interconnectedness? 


is 'salvation' this idea vital to the souls of humans 
we welcome being saved, from what 


Blacker bitter, take me and bite me, 
twisting vitals and nodes this worthy 
flag enters fugue and stretches up and out 


For example, march me, tie me and martial omens, 
strings of certitude. Then you may widen and part, all 
red and simplicity itself. 


What would quality this 'saviour,' ? innocence, an ignorant 
set of suffering or quality knowledge of all states of being? Why 
must this saviour ‘suffer’ apotheosis for us? 


Oh the light is bright, filamental, the gushing outpour of heat. 
Go, go, and roll my arms, bake me in metaphors weakly of splendor and even 
of colour - numinous and easily countable numbers of fences. 


| wait. 


why did i become limerent 
when did the focus shift to/from/to/from myself 
how did these bones become limerence shifted, ghostly white outlines? 


ink traces pain akin to my body's covering all show what you made me do to me 
you influence 


sear matter, something reminds me of it! some memories are hurt but not 
because of them themselves 
more the current white tracings on my limerent limbs contrast with ink 


push more, into, why became..! it was alright, like the memory of inkness 
bad education should become good education not visa-versa 


the girls and guys take their time for when the memories become unbearable 
there is musics - almost all have been felt before 


i live the colours, dab and brush me watercolours oils and acrylic 
add texture 


contribute me, i am becoming art 
yes, what happened between us, 
is art 


white limbs and amber limbs tangle like lines 
of light against the dark sky on the roof 
tonight. 


| guess you'd call it yearning for the 
juxtaposition of arms, light against sky, thin 


and lips broad, cheerful wide jaws and health. 


assay. 


butterfly with wings was give apart 
what was | with give apart 


chemical 
aqua 
electrical 
beings 


become 
well 


inter- 


when 
will 


some 
times 


yes. 


conceive you, stupid, howl, react, create, was;'a 

a small jutter, stop red, fly, flurry, flip out of my control, 
because only when we use the words does the energy 
where does it go? 


calazar, sybaritic, encomium,, ,,, break, aaa,aa,a down 
forget that little voice, 

just forget that little voicejust forget that littlevoice 

just for, 

for we asla ala,, ( heavy with spangled nights 

and rose ) 


whence, ancient texts of drivel and drive, conversations 
until night was drove out to the cliff, wnere we saw waves break in 
the moonlight 


wavers, waves, glistening inthe moonalittle slip, a crescent, and 
we kissed, did we, out of memory and something like that you 
we said sweet and became like little bodies of light 


up, slip, burst, glitter in, more like starts, all a-glitter with for 
you said "i'm a pathological liar" and | said i know but i still like 
you more than ever your candied wrists and Almodovar, 


ALMOST three, thank you for the drive, become don't steal the gas 
walk slow some come over, you, 


(. todss as partes minha, necessario, ) 
como, come one, come on, make life, be happy, 


for you are a, a a,a, truly, 
you are good. 


In perception, mind, too black, or dark. | have a withhold taking my place, only 
unknown, though. | give a pretty direction (maybe) and too(2) only make current 
change. Then the beating breathing pumping panting begins, and | know. 
Two-patterned (meanings) symbols are literal and physical but they are also dual and 
consensual. 


In truth, was there ever a place? Maybe | too will take dual, but for now, taken: use of 
the word "mine" isn't ok as we all know, but that never really was the issue anyway. 
Consent might be there, in the black: to give is return, and to take is to go. 


The pleasure: you give gave and will. Three or more(?) breasts in solar bathed 
limerence, all experiencing the phenomenon differently. Some sweet sticky smell, 
feeling like a second skin or maybe like no skin (a metaphor) at all. Breathe is shallow, 
deep, pant, rhythm, face flush pleasure and hurt is away, here. 


greasy emotive rip apart, the feeling won't be colored in, crayon red and bleary vivid 
white. While whiteness spills my outer edges, blur and unfocus my borders, intensity 
wipes me out. It is probably a synonym of love. 


The two buds on my chest anticipate, the contour of ribs wait, skin looking for 
thermoception and company. Once again, a chain of spill, overflow and somehow, it is 
beautiful. 


Take some ice and let it melt in your mouth. This is how | feel. 


Fast and ever, 

speedy the bright 

till soil weals and field's light 
a beckon, a call, never 


about all patterns, ne'er 

near the edge of a cactus sit 

men with teeth and trousers 

near cat's gesture with pale flowers 
the men gaze, a counterfeit 

form and function, the sun blooms 


a beckon, a call never 

till soil weals and field's light 
speedy the bright, 

fast and ever 


In the last gap, a fish opens 

its mouth and gasps widely, 

pumping gills to draw 

oxygen from the air. 

With imagination, those unblinking eyes and sharp judders 

of the body could communicate as terror. 

Unless you throw it back now, that fish will die and become unmoving. 


The silver inert and hydrodynamic form you 

see here is no living being (it was). By the process of art 

the flashes of scale on sunlight have been 

transformed into communication, the the body transubstantiated 
into a being of light. 


And you think, 'I hope this will happen to me one day. 


for T 
and for C 


1am sorry you went crazy, but 

your intimations of experience - qand one little 
sighed sentence made me so sensitive thank you pale 
flesh you have and all 


the clown! be not afraid of the clown! what training, effort, 
wild extertions we undertake to finally become human! it hurts, 
but is worth more than all the tomes ever printed on paper 


dewy eye corners hinted, diagonal clues and so frothy 

that truths are mottled and down among the earth 

nutrients and catalysts where the colour of skin on skin was amber 
and how! 


yes the languages of limbs need no vocalizations, the cool green or 
steel metals are not so comfortable as the mushy slide into 

dusk, noiseless nonfunctional bats recall, how the 

linger of cold or warm stays, but leaves unattended in drawers in 
the mind 


I do not know why I took for granted or was frightened of 
your essential, save that now I look at the memories, tinged 
with gray and brown and all those showers from the clouds sky 
almost make sense 


an honesty, but also a hesitation - ok - and then 
some beautiful laughter and smiles - but how adult! nothing to 
say but of fondness and renewal 


It takes a small amount of happen. Give, with the take, small amounts of 
go. Was isn't taking became wasn't give happen or take. 

Present myself in light, positive of the light of, with or not with small 
wasn't of happen. 

About the was give because take became. 


With none of the light of taking were to make small with give or 
moment. Won't take nor happen nor give, became were. 

About when take was when give take became give or happen wasn't too 
bright. 

FLOOD 


Winter spring summer fall were given and became it became were we? 
IT BECAME HAPPENED 


The Goodnight Pig 


When the pig is born in the foam of beer, 
it runs though the valleys of the city, chewing on laundry 


In the night of the pig sleeping, the beer foam flows endlessly 


In the middle of the big city, under beer, the suicide body will not end 
wet until the morning 


In a forest mountain, beneath the birds, the suicide body holds a painful 
tooth-ache 


In the box of the television, the stars streak and the black laundry bows low 

In the forest, beneath a grove, the pig sees the stars in the television box, and chews on 
laundry under the brilliant sky The goodnight pig 

We aren't suspicious, our footprints won't become stones 

If we get drunk on the foam of beer, the desert holds our body free, the keys won't stop 
When the pig wakes in the foam of beer, the ladybug god won't sink into the sea 


goodnight pig 


WHY | CAN"T UNDERSTAND YOU 


1) by the dumpster, twigs and theatre wall. Walking like green onrush, curious. 
jagged artful arrangements, lighting designs, asphalt, and trash. There was presence. 


2) in the green across from the transformed railway, tall shadow. Amber trees, wind 
blew and pedal. More furtiveness, Wide eyes. into thoughts, splinter remember "oh 
that guy" and recognition. art and more artlessness. 


2.5) long interval. 


3) suggestion on paper, black photocopy. a bleak aesthetic, wiry and beautiful. 
Maybe even a shade of danger and red-cut-black-rimmed hedonism. ask: "shall 
we" "nah" 


5) not so. with or without movies, motives, graphics, and laughter. | took a reason, 
diminished it, and felt okay. All reasons were good, no impulse within just some slight 
twitch of when? because of answer. 


6) grey linoleum. bed on floor, indolence computer and something at peace. aural 
what? "come in" Shimmer eyes like glass = her sparkle and some precognitive 
impulse (mine) for difficult. 


7) reason phone and subway. reason, logic, phone, love, and subway. new friendship 
in metro. love time warner building couch, and this girl. 


8) limber bend, splinter. the phone conversation bent my heart. phones and subways 
are my gateways to reprive, but "you should worry" hurt into me, no subway friend 
metro help. Have me one ata time, please. light flooded my chest. 


8.5) thanks. giving. give me reason for no. gave me blind | felt blind | was blind. my 
brother. 


9) with some EXPLICIT leverage, bent pathways were not straightened. | FUCKING 
FORCED HER to. | know the impulses and responsibility lay with me. It was no great 
help, merely a novelty. | destroyed an elemental part of sex. 


9.5) trust won't grow. city depression, feline subtlety. we were in love. or we "were" 
in love. | can't relearn the trust after her intentional aggression. 


10) jumped right in, hedonistic and probably unintentional support. Invitations. Bleak 
ruined memory ruin my memory, opportunity leap right into the fold. Nothing wrong, 
no. nothing. not much longer. 


11) left 


11.5) stories of !! and!!! as well good. 


11.7) funny, serious, "5" gothic androgyny or somesuch black dark and very, very 
friendly. sensitive, art. | guess | never knew because | was never contacted. 


focus into lens of small killjoy with making moment every 
small little thing like redness defined patterns of redness 
taking into account the graphical vector. 


like corrosive spit trailing down my limbic system, 
gusts burst forth vile virile gossamer mucus of 
intensified limber non-such-goodness. 


when reams of basic chemicals counter acid and 
found "-ings" of emotive ejaculations, we encounter 
unsatisfactory green focus lensed metal pain. 


this is reactionary unforgiveness given shape, touch like 
a well-roughened grit glued sanding paper. delicate. 


it is sticky and well formed glue. like a manner of sharp 
seamy sterile sheeting, it hurts with absence of red rust 
and showy emotion. 


given all this infantile organic serrated and quite bright 
forms of rust light art 


just quite well maybe give pretty 


one day. 


why must these sad splinter splint my 
limbic course nerves with intangible 


intaglios. this ink should bleed through 
staining me rutting my fingertip grooves 


dark with black. 


a shape has only an edge, defined and quite 
immobile. the blurred sides call me clearly 


they need lime red strawberry alloy of glint 
and glare. a line, defined thin thick curving 


please note the graphs, communications of satin 
need yes take it with you because we you are. 


are you give up give into slight portal of wayside 
empathic sympathetic noticable systems of patterns 


in time clicking passing ticking changing particle of mineral 
giving us the notice of 


small moments. 


focus into lens of small killjoy with making moment every small little thing like redness 
defined patterns of redness taking into account the graphical vector. 


a thousand disintegrating subtexts, a spill of textual light and limbic colours. Ink on my 
hands. A tapestry of texture, textile squares of fragment human red-rimmed emotion. 
Ink on my body. Move <i>before</i> you move, so a blurred halo shimmer outline of 
limb before limb. Ink on my face. Soft blurry shroud not silhouette nor shadow, more 
a vivid falling of essential ends. Like flare on film, exposed and maybe ruined or made 
beautiful forever. Ink in my eyes. Ink in my eyes. Ink. Ink. Eyes. Ink in my eyes. 
Ink. 

Ink. 

Black ink. 


ba ls "y"why 
why became becomes 


MIN <3<3<#<3<2 
for was will won't 
became 


i do not to be like glass 


the big hurt machine was came took 
limber threads. 


no more bach to tell me of possibilities, 
communication of redness of whiteness or simple 
i can't convert more no more no gush just 

a simple edges are good i have them you know 
please notice ekot i have some nice pretty 

things i gave. 


i gave them because when fantastic colours 
show visible the possibilities of art are endless. 
weave, weft, dye a fabric: i suppose i must learn 
to strengthen myself, so that connectivities may 
brighten my day with 

live art. 


desintegrating redness 
fall apart 

live people are red inside 
as am | 


More than can ever meet the eye. Make 
the eye meet itself, and maybe the 
fertile soil will finally become green with 
envy or classics. That in itself might 
make all of us more and more 
interwoven, but some of us (like me) 
reject the interwoven bits because we 
are too ugly or oversensitive or maybe 
it is the same thing. 


In a bit of navelgazing, | was reminded 
of the crucial exponents: we are all 
given to sowing land, tilling soil, plowing 
or being plowed. In stretch of metaphor, 
we could apply that sensual nature to 
anything, but that might end up being 
kind of cheap. Look how the middle 
schoolers do it. 


But if the energy for budding continues, 
the reaping and fertilizing, perhaps we 
can come to a selective tending of ours 
and others plots, and this avoid the 
undesirability of interwoven that causes 
people like us so much trouble. Just a 
thought. 


More than can ever meet the eye. Make the 
eye meet itself, and maybe the fertile soil will 
finally become green with envy or classics. 
That in itself might make all of us more and 
more interwoven, but some of us (like me) 
reject the interwoven bits because we are 
too ugly or oversensitive or maybe it is the 
same thing. 


In a bit of navelgazing, | was reminded of 
the crucial exponents: we are all given to 
sowing land, tilling soil, plowing or being 
plowed. In stretch of metaphor, we could 
apply that sensual nature to anything, but 
that might end up being kind of cheap. Look 
how the middle schoolers do it. 


But if the energy for budding continues, the 
reaping and fertilizing, perhaps we can 
come to a selective tending of ours and 
others plots, and this avoid the undesirability 
of interwoven that causes people like us so 
much trouble. Just a thought. 


I am white/black/red you 

stop the focus, become, you, rent 
misconception and no patience 
you found out 


quick descisions quick smile quick anger 
lethargy and phlegmatic excuse, 
blink your eyes so slowly, 


ambiguous patience calm calumny conflict 
like sweet metallic shivers of instance sloww 


please, your quite welcome to blink your eyes 
so slowly because 

yousee 

youseeyou 

,yOuU See you, 

vr 


go. 


muted soaring moments when the ceaseless 
thought line does cease and our nerves 

turn white green possibility of transcending, 
filaments right in our grasp 


and when it passes, disappointed or relieved or inspired? 
Originality, vulgar plain originality the new combination of 
obscenities and body functions 


transcendence, the final few minuets of the 9th 
symphony when it feels that sound alone can 
destroy a soul and bring it back anew 
and pure 


ecstasy, the climax when orgasm approaches and the tides 
the oceans roll sweetly or salty drowning the and quietly 
anxious prosaic foolishness 


the joy of hate, of hurting someone different from you, why 
does it feel so good to kick them in the face, to share the moment 
with a cruel crowd united in violence? Magnificent unity of the human 
race. 


to laugh at the man slipping on a banana peel who dislocates 
his knee and it sticks up through his skin, in his 
comically twisted face help. Oh mercy me! chuckling 


the symbols of Nazi, so cool, a fashion statement not a personal 
one - the beauty of instrument of torture classic lines and 
shiny functional, but imaginative functionality. 


Forget originality - try for hope and optimism 
dis-affected bitterness is cool, sexy 

but if you try and find the gate, the little trapdoor to your 
soul, | doubt sarcasm alone will open it 


no words 


NUMBERS TOTAL 
17, 18, 19, 20 
22, 23, 24 


NUMBERS 
met 17, 22 
make 18, 22 
take 19, 23 
away 20, 24 


YOU PLACED MY HAND ON YOU 


| WAS TOO THOUGHTFUL 


Drip the oil 
The heavy grease of too-well reamed machinery slides across fingers 
rolar green cogs grind gears. 


Gyrate 


my grease moisturized spider paws feel smooth and well 
look dirty gritty sensual. 


Work 


fingers in the fold. The construction of tallow 
spilling between my fingernails. 


Reap 


blind rewards of ignored teeth bite into the skin 
feeling warm metallic slivers. 


Grasp 


the shiver cold smooth pain of forced steel grips 
blade cool and disturbing glint. 


Glide 


arm across my knife. Ice of just pains 
vivid embers sear of touch. 


Sever 


sinuous chord. Slide take blind opaque tar of life 
dark contour of shadow want. 


Rend 


a thread of sweet fragrance. Strip the gravity need 
of white-cold silky skin. 


Feel 


Alive and disremember the trained slave of me 
salve and liquid eyes needed. 


Grasp 


mine and keep me chained under an orange lemon cage 
strawberry prism of beam. 


Light 


of spill indirect falls to me and it hurts. 
Ream of god glow within 


SEE 


through the iron rust cage of heart and her-- 


God. 


Super little heart 

we must live and limber 

put an end, liver and lump 

a lymph swollen gland, heartless with 
grease 


Super great brain 

we must cogitate and coagulate 

stop the needless and needle 

a cognizance, deflated nerves, numb with 
dryness 


Super mediocre soul 

we must touch and tender 
release a gaze, and graze 

a torment, still reaching, rent with 
body fluid 


Super tortured skin 

we must salve and save 

transmit a feeling, and fever 

an oath, simple floating, instill with 
nectar 


Super liquid eyes 

we must stroke and strive 

reach and begin, and bring 

a song, raising up voices, vocal with 
humanity 


Ocean blue, wide, sparkling, shining deep, fishy 

wind, cool, salty, infinite invisible gently or forceful 

birds such awkward shapes and such grace, "like dancers" 
sky deep, shaded all blues and whites, stars come out 
smell of life, life cycle, salt sweet, soil, 

all reminds me 

how much | love you. 


when, the priestess 
asked, can the talon 
green incoming 
whiteness heal medical 
sickness? ah, I replied, 
only when called. 


what obviously 
well maybe these strings under my skin will pull 


iam not a puppet. 


muse, muse! muse on proprinquitous errors and 
more green white 
limberences and matters. 


convey these tongues folds that gaze and err, 
bodies that mix and mingle 
minx types cast out, inside holding. 


gauze. outline of gauze. strips of fastness and 
maybe overly formulaic encounters were all said 
and done 


the pressure and maybe even the release of it all 
becomes concerned 
when it all is said and done 


all said and done, there is a push outward towards 
female feelers animated expressions and faces 


Sarcasm has its place in the mouth of the girl with 
emaciated sunken cheeks and bad bone structure, 
no chin 


Bitterness has its place in the navel of the man with 

black hair on the tip of his nose and grease in his bellybutton, 
wheezing about being ignored while yet in youth having enjoyed being 
fellated by the girl with sarcasm in her mouth. 


They shared together a moment called anger, a union 
equally red, black, which became dirty grey. 
The frisson of these two gormless and even 'ugly' gives rise to 
the acid comments of the others who admired or disregarded their purity. 
But how little did others know about the deep pleasures, midnight sunrises 
and the mysteries of dewy cool body liquids on hot summer days? 


Only while sucking and licking each other did this girl learn how this 
sarcasm that lived in her mouth impaired her blowjobs and kisses. And 
only while struggling to remain hard and give pleasure and cock thrust and 
muff-dive did the man learn that the bitterness in his navel impeded his 
lovemaking. 


And the shared moment of anger, brilliant creative anger 
could have melted their disabilities; but instead they watched 
too much TV sitcoms and parted in bitterness and sarcasm. 


when the edges of human and human blur into white 
the waving grass on the sea bed 

for us two, the feeling of touch would be mutually felt 
your long jaw, your long torso 

what a high arch your feet have! 


| stretch on my bed, wishing | could melt into white light 


why is your skin so much, and the ruined rewards almost reaped? 
why isn't it just a makeshift dilemma or a musical instrument 


those sounds you produce almost put tower into pages, and 
almost even make the surrender seem sightly 


if you tell me your sacred maybe we could become diffident 
with the sounds of early morning and limbs here 


Slippery Sam, docks off and cold 

went tracing, dungarees abounding, slave 

to his wet briefs, seemingly sense sold - 
encountering leaf and sea, an ocean wave 
horriplating rocks and the dusty yellow smell 

as in liquid splurtings or pollination save 

that in all likelihood, realizing his clueless spell 
moiled foam all over his face, white trouble 
leaky spit careless and dripping shell, 

a severe denial of his heart - its ceaseless rubble. 


I frowned as I looked at slippery Sam how red 

were both my lips and his, the smoky emerging lust 

that shivers the foundations of the soul, an inky thread 
singing vibrating between he and I, the neck's forward thrust 
and automatic jabs. Sam and I had long been together, 
nearly always clasping, eternally clasping 

standing and reeling in arms prognosticating weather 

and before we realized- had both died- our tricky fasting. 


there were few, because of the limb, 
went over over so there were three; 
lesser becoming with vague traces, 


paper with thin lines 

forward to the equilibrium 

inky stains on paper that no events could bleed 
forthwith a delightful stain 
smaller animals years, tender 
little claws and velvet emotions 
your becomes thyself within 
within becomes thyself yours 
strings funnel restless 
everytime let things stand 
overly paper thin lines 

overtly smaller animal years 
over strings restless 

taking a measure of 


all things being equal 


it comes and stays 


a cyclic remembrance of 
half tangled wont 


| have several bruises on my jaw and face. _ It was like spit or lead. 


tango, threads ink themselves 
the shaded white strong sentiment 
spake, smiled with tawny intent 


as weaving the heat on the sleeve 
as wearing the silty paths elsewhere 
those simple outlines shimmer too 


idealism culled from media may, may 
no window or praxis find in chemical bodies, 
alone towards the soil, lonely barren solitary breath 


flex from perfection fellow green 
internal logic flow out, paths to vistas 


across, lost in jewels of visions sweet air 
trip crush fall bruise upon a tree root 
coming to face that pair in the legs, and also a 
tiny shiny beetle 
upon a tiny velvet flower 


The only explanation would be that you were in the grip 
of a chemical terror. 


Entropy as caused by highly complex brain fluids 
embers for souls and graphite for hands 


These bursts of electrical activity in your brain just 
had to spill over into and express through muscle activity 


gone, mossy tenacious oxygen processing life, 
your two hands feel broken but they do the 
breaking, loved ones, bones, expansive trivialities 
and of course the instant shame, a dirty low sorry 


But time isn't reversible, and 

those exaggerated demonstrations of feeling have changed nothing. 
And wonder, how could the body be expected to contain all those 
electrical chemical impulses and feelings and now somehow burst? 


there were few, because of the limb, 
went over over so there were three; 


lesser becoming with vague traces, 


paper with thin lines 


framed the equilibrium 


inky stains on paper that no events could bleed 


forthwith a delightful stain 


smaller animal years, tender 


little claws and velvet emotions 


your becomes thyself within 


within becomes thyself yours 


strings funnel restless 


everytime let things stand 


overly paper thin lines 


overtly smaller animal years 


overstrings restless 


taking a measure of 


Il things being equal 


it comes and stays 


a cyclic rememberance of 


half tangled wet 


the scarf was red 
the lips were pink 
and in side you felt 
white 


her hair was black 
her face was amber 
and your soul moved 
whitely 


her eyes were clear 

her gaze was transparent 
you felt yourself go 
whitely 


to appreciate her body - yes - 

chest, waist, legs, delta and face nose back all 

- is this - is it - a denial of the animating spark, the spirit 
her life, personality and soul? 


and to marvel at his sturdy frame - those 

soft eyes and somehow pliant strength - too - is this 

reducing to object his very being - formed over three decades 
of persistent living, feeling, experiencing? 


and this one here, very unaesthetic indeed, melty 

pallid butter - too we must not reduce their very life 

to forever being as a malformed object that somehow moves, 
verily - teaching us to look within? 


someone of feeling sanctioned the division and separation of 
external and internal - to be merely ineffective mirrors to others 
or each other 

others of you might feel that the internal style is the 

external and vice-versa 


to be so enthralled at those forms - and sometimes even more so 
at the myriad ways personalities and spirits chemical clash, mesh, and bleed 
with those same forms 


-what is so beautiful about her is how her thrilling, 
tomboyish rough language and expression contraster with her 
subtle, well proportioned and somehow rough body 


-his charm is how effectively every single movement he makes 
communicates so honestly what he thinks - what numbers of bodies he 
seems to possess depending on his mood 


-somehow he's large and greasy, stumbling and introverted 
in those cool eyes that hint at a delicate structure within 
you feel attraction 


-her long legs and idiosyncratic nose and full lips seem 
not to matter when you realize she's pretty boring really 


-something about his bony joints, hairy knuckles, 
and overweening braggadocio bring you a need to 
sooth 


-for all his exotic body language, he might 
be a good match for me weren't it for his devotion to 


the girl with the idiosyncratic nose 


-really lantern jawed and long faced with a unibrow, but 
when you know her well those jaws and unibrow seemed 
all but unbearable in their beauty 


-boy or girl or s/he - somehow it seemed to matter 
more that this very queer person made you laugh and feel 
Sexy 
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white 

blank 

clear 

transparent 

clean 

restive 

pale 

translucent 

hale hearty and ready 
two steps forward two steps forward 
it's universal 

white, even 


so, white, even blank, maybe clear-transparent and clean 
restive state from which the pale heart and all time 

hale, hearty, and ready to take two steps forward, and two steps 
forward - all catch up and say, human being, it's universal 


white even, so white so white 
this blank, engrave clear text to meaning becomes 
transparent clean groves, restive figures pale beside those 
translucent muddy others to terribly hale and heart, 
a meaning, obscured something about two steps forward two steps forward, 
universal, and white, even. 


why don't you undermake me? 
it was indefc 

indecent 

under mekedl 

in fight 

for-have 

can-give 

ma-ke 

where-is 


the gaze? 


Some have suggested that jealousy most centrally concerns one's perception of 
oneself. (Murphy, Rock). The perception that a person whose evaluation matters 
a great deal to us prefers someone else can make us doubt our own worth. 


Feelings are most generally information that biological beings are capable of 
sensing in the situations they are in, exposed to or depending on. For example 
fear is information that there is risk, threat or direct danger to the own being or 
related concerns. Empathy is information about another's feelings. 


The term “bonding” applies aptly to all variations of connections within 
interpersonal relationships, social networks, economic nexuses, political ties, etc. 


1 physical bond — two people bonded owing to physical adhesion. 
2 neurological bond — two people bonded owing to neurological adhesion. 


Trust between the two parties is a key requirement for a successful long-distance 
relationship. It requires each partner to learn to trust the other to project the 
correct image and not be easily seduced by the behaviour that may be exhibited 
by ‘interested’ parties. 


1 earlier prevalence of mood disorders increased young adults’ likelihood of 
subsequently experiencing a break-up/divorce. 


Almond eyes aspect guise 


Respect 


Threpp, stalty and statly. Congrument, “aseticly” and scootful. Troll. Rind and wind way to the sell. 
Outscape. Outcry. Outer and breaker conger eel. El train, pass yellow, green and blue and yellow are 
the colors of Brazil. The city | grew up in. Trust and heartbreak, elfin and dextrin. 


An impulse to craft an art of gibberish, nonsense trains that agglomorate into rapid touches, spokes, 
spoken, speak. 


So good night, you, 


have dreams that chase three sheets to the wind and make your soul proud. 


| have the desire to confess everything you. 


So maybe this is a start. 


Desire has always been a burden. Like a big backpack | want to put down. Desire for sex, for eating, for 
artmaking. 


My biggest desires, in no particular order 
to make you smile 

to make art 

to eat while reading 

to make more art 

to kiss and “make out” 

to sleep 

to dream 


to show you how great you are 


My Zen friends tell me about the freeing power of loosing desire. When anorexic, | lost sexual desire for 
a while, and it was lonely. If my Zen friends were to truly loose all desire, would they not die? For in 
loosing desire, active efforts to fulfil desire leave, and so does life. 


Perhaps one reason | find desire to hard is that it took more than twenty years for a person to like me 
enough to kiss me, and eating as much as | want is no good for a dancer. Unfulfilled desire is a weapon 
to find life meaningless. 


Unlike food, sexual acts give the possibility for mutual quenching. If the stars line up. Then like a 
shooting star your lips brush mine and my hand finds your shirt. 


The essential thing about a desire is that it is a projection outward of some very rooted instincts. Most 
humans share the same sorts of instincts when it comes to desire, and | pass no judgement on the 
colourful forms it can assume. 


Negative judging is an act that goes against everything in me. So if someone I’m “with” is not very 
pleasing, either | care enough to gently tell them what feels good, or | let it go because the relationship 
is temporal. Of course | expect the same kindness from anyone | respect enough to touch. 


This kind of respect should be so rooted that even if someone were “deformed” somehow, their status 
as a beautiful lover of mine would not change. It is respective. 


What else to confess? | know obligation. | have the obligation not to hurt. To bring smiles. It is ever 
hurtful to bring smile to someone. 


Questions for my friends: 


Do you know how beautiful you are? 


Do you know that you literally saved my life? 


What does your face look like when you just wake up? 


Have you ever sat down in the shower and cried? 


Have you ever gone to sleep, and woken up, weeping? 


Which smells of your body do you like the most? 


Have you ever felt drawn to a rigid religion for the feeling of legitimacy it might give you? 


Have you ever had a sexual thought about me? 


Does the feeling of thankfulness in your life outweigh the feeling of apologetic “sorry”? 


Name three beautiful words you’ve said out loud when all alone. 


Do you like to press your palms to your eyes and see the emerging patterns? 


Have you ever thought something inappropriate? 


Tell me about a time you were accidentally racist. 


Tell me about a time you were purposefully racist. 


Tell me about your kindness. 


| love you. 


If you could give everyone in the world just one (same) hand-held object, what would it be? 


If you could give everyone in the world just one (same) talent, what would it be? 


Would you still like me if | were fat? 
Anorexic? 

Republican? 

Libertarian? 


More confident? 


Who (all) would you like by your side on your deathbed? 


What information would you like me never to tell you? 


Why are you so judgemental? 
What if everyone judged you as harshly as you judged everyone? 


Would you think less of me if | enjoyed [shallow pop musician] deeply? 


Why don’t you call me more? 


Can you forgive me? 


The feeling of ejaculating is not always accompanied by the feeling of orgasm. And the feeling or 
orgasm is not always global—often it is only local and does not seep into the spongy strata of mind and 
give that experience people call “afterglow”. There are rumours that the most mechanical moments of 
sex are a blissful cessation of thought. It is rumoured to be pure experience. | have had this immersive 
feeling rarely during sex, but quite often while kissing and touching someone together with clothes 
halfway on/off. | don’t think I’ve ever experienced afterglow. Maybe | cool down too quickly, like metal 
as opposed to earth or water. 


| regret not having the sense to know how much it hurt you to reject. | reject the notion that | could not 
have been otherwise. Otherwise is a country with closed borders. A second chance is only ever a new 
chance, living within memory. It is only through one thing that | perceive (an)other. 


An elbow bent at a blue angle. A wine-coloured sea change. A gifter of second chances. The re-do that 
is an act of forgiveness. Smiling a second time, refreshing the other person with emotional colour. Blue 
violet smell of dew and sweat. Cat strokes. 


Memory of you is a talisman. That’s why | am scared to contact you. 


—I’m depressed today. I’m sorry. 
—lIt’s okay. There’s no way you could be more depressed than me. 


—Well, that’s good then. 


A galactic emotion. Galaxies of cool sustained existence. Nebulae shimmery dust suspended in the 
heavens. Momentum galactic, axial pulsars. Radio galaxies describing parabolas in the skies above. 
Below, the heavens glint golden silver blue. 


The starship shone against the velvet starscape like a paradox. Its existence within a vacuum seemed 
impossible, suspended in the void with no sustaining atmosphere to hold it up. The baroque curves of 
the hull, the filigree of the engine nacelles glinted in the ruby red starlight as my little craft nestled into 
one of its docking portals. The Vdrig. The airlock door was inscribed with our ship’s emblem, a 
silhouette of a winged woman in an oval. 


| remembered her distinctive smell as | took my first breaths aboard. A crisp and cool nutty aroma. 
After many years of departure and homecoming, she was my home and she smelled like home. The 
carpets were a shade just lighter than navy blue, and the walls were a comforting milk colour. All the 
fittings on the doors and portholes were finished with polished Pau Brasil wood. | tried hard not to 
notice the dust marring the edges where the floor carpet ended and the deck curved up to the wall. 


Usually we greet each other when one of us returns home. | never liked that custom because it made 
me feel like a guest in my own house. It is much nicer just to greet people and hug them as | walk the 
corridors and eventually show up in the galley. But there was no one waiting for me on the other side of 
the lock; | felt vaguely lonely. In lieu of a warm smile and a hug, there were deep thumping bass sounds 
droning in and out of phase. What’s this? Some exotic engine trouble? 


Ran crant, ricke’d and run, spill over and done. It was like that, only redder and more slat. We all 
thought the slat was perhaps sych with bunk, but it wasn’t so! Therefore we’d like to take the time to 
explain things over in this here document. 


IN GENERAL, Salzburg pepper and rinn craft, and so spill over and done. With less red and even more 
types of moral sych, it would have seemed quite diffident. But it wasn’t so! Therefore we needed to 
take the rask and bake the slink. In this here document. 


TRACKING all the brand and brass defils, pray’d all night long burning both ends at the candle. The 
moonlight crafty and hard, as if we weren’t already strange! But it wasn’t so slick as all that! Therefore | 
need tricks and slank in order to sink a fuss. Document this here. 


Flick, flack, and flecked, she ran all over the spill in some ominous timing of her own. It was more 
inevitable as we thought so. Ontime and hence it slicked and freight all of her own. She said it wasn’t 
so! All a-fraught, she documents. 


All we needed to do was run over the rim. All tasked. Taken as red as possible and even a little jam. But 
even jam-jammy wouldn’t do, no matter how asked. It would never be so! Therefore yolo and jam the 
espers. 


[Marii’s testament] 


Dear, dear doctors, 
Anyway, 


| had a typical girlhood. Not a girlhood that would explain my current predicament. Like all of you, like 
all families, there were times of distress, but on the whole it was utterly ordinary. Since you ask, | will 
tell you about only the most common of difficulties. Consider yourself warned: this is boring tale I’m 
sure most families enact all around the world. After all, scolding a child is common parenting practice. 


From an early age, my mother used to pinch my skin with her fingernails when | expressed joy. My 
father colluded with her: he would bring me a dolly, or swing me about his shoulders with a friendly 
lion’s roar, which caused me to laugh in childish glee. It was exactly at the point of a vocal laugh that 
mom would reach out and pinch me with her fingernails. | would cry and scream in bewilderment, 
amazed at this reversal of fortune. It was here when uncle Alex (who lived behind the kitchen) would 
burst out of his room, and placing his strong forefingers on the pressure points at either side of my neck, 
calmly explain to me that if | did not stop wailing, he would squeeze harder. As a toddler, it seems that | 
would often pass out from incomprehension and from screaming so much. Uncle Alex explained this to 
me when | was older. 


With an expert eye to a child’s earnest desire to play, Dad would show me magic tricks, or play whimsy 
on the piano, seemingly extremely happy to make me laugh. When | did, it resulted in the mess | just 
described. Over the years, mother became more sensitive to my happiness, so maybe when | was about 
five or six years, unreliably so, even a childish smile would bring a pincer-pinch. Another technique was 
to keep an icepick over a burner, and then use the needle tip of it to burn my scalp--always a point tiny 
enough for my locks to hide. To this day | am quite sensitive to the smell of burning hair and so never 
use a hairdryer. 


| was ten when Dad found Mom and Uncle Alex showering together in sexual bliss and suicided out of 
spite. In this he was very effective: mother felt a guilt that expressed itself in a needy need to be 
constantly listened to. She would roll off lists of father’s good qualities (such as being an effective 
merry-maker or being forgiving), then need many hours of reassurance that she was a fabulous mother 
and a sexy wife. Uncle Alex grew tired of giving all his emotional energy to supporting Mom, and 
rubbing my still-flat chest with his red palms, told me | was the “man” of the house, then finally gave up 
his little room behind the kitchen and went back home to Toledo. | was happy that Dad wasn’t around 
anymore to make me laugh: his delights only brought searing pain, after all. 


So Mom turned to me for reassurance. She explicitly explained her needs: that without my loving 
reassurance, she would suicide in agony and choose a very painful way to die. As a ten year old, | felt so 


guilty at having annoyed her and Uncle Alex by laughing openly and howling afterwards that it was 
logical to invest my whole being into taking care of her. Her violence took on a new form, where instead 
of just physically hurting me, she would insinuate how my extreme insensitivity to her psychic hurt was 
wounding her further. Most nights | would spend till just before dawn empathically telling her how 
great she was. | often fell asleep at school and had to repeat two school grades due to my lack of 
progress. My peers, all being so much younger than me, liked to call me “mongoloid” because of my 
narrow eyes and oversized frame. | had a nicked sized bald spot from worrying my head too much with 
fingernails, so my nickname was “baldycunt”. 


It was the age of thirteen was when | found a way to bring back delight in life. As anguish was the 
background emotion of my childhood, the only other contrasting emotions were the streaks of agony 
and humiliation when Mom pinched me or Uncle Alex squeezed my pressure points. It was almost as if 
the most pure expression of feeling were contained in these moments, which to my mind were also 
deep expressions of love. So it followed it was those pure moments where emotional and physical hurt 
collaborated to overcome all conscious thought in the brain when | felt the most free of my own 
disfigured self. Thought could be blotted out with emotional agony. For myself too. Mom taught me 
this by example, but it took a while to see beyond the anguished exterior of her ragged face and see 
how pure her experience of the world was. 


In the spirit of giving, | felt the need to give this smothering extremity of pain to my mother even more 
than she generated herself. | thought that if her troubling conscious thoughts could be extinguished all 
the more, maybe she would stop pinching me. | often placed my bloody napkins into her wigs, so her 
scalp would become bloodied on the mornings of my period. Since “baldycunt” was an insult levelled at 
me, | recycled the words to use daily, taking time to substitute it for “Mom” in public especially. You 
could charge me as cruel, but the truth is that these acts were very difficult. The suffering | gave mom 
reflected back to me double-fold in her temper tantrums, and it took a lot of gritting my teeth to 
knowingly hurt her feelings with insults and hurt her body. The most extreme physical act | engaged in 
was to chant “whoremonger” loudly while pouring boiling water over just one of her fingers. This was 
another word | used in place of “Mom” when we were in public, especially Walmart. The reprisals for 
these acts gave us endless screaming matches and tantrums that obliterated thought and was therefore 
refreshing for us two. | had to be careful not to make her an enemy, or else we would loose the 
oppressive closeness of late nights where | listened to her litany of complaints and then assiduously 
reassured her in detail how good a human she was and how sexy a wife: 


—You were such a sexy wife to Dad that other women were like needles in his eyes, and he couldn’t 
look at them. 


—You are such a good mother that your daughter can never, ever, ever, be thankful enough. 


—Your feelings are valid. You have been wronged horribly by everyone. So your feelings are valid. 


—But actually you are loved by everyone. They’re just overwrought by their envy of you and hurt you. 
They love you deeply. 


—Your cooking is the best. 

—Your conversation is sparkling and the waiter at Mario’s has a crush on you. 
—The waitress at Sushi-ya has a lady crush on you. 

—You are the most heterosexual person | have ever met. 

—Your kindness and thoughtfulness scares all your friends away. 

—You are beautiful when you sleep. 

—| have inherited your big breasts. 

—You have excellent taste. 


—You are a genius at kindness. 


..and so on. In this way | escaped being pinched for the most part. 


| felt no need for reassurance as Mom did. But | felt the need to give reassurance, since it seemed an 
effective way to enact small freedoms for myself. So, being lonely at school, | started using the same 
lines on my peers, especially the cheerleader girls, who | thought would like being complimented by 
someone perceptive like me. (They often called me “beetle-brow”.) Katie, Anya, Anny—they were not 
pleased by my compliments. Today | know it is because they didn’t have that blanket feeling of anguish 
against which the compliments would be like golden sunlight. And | should have adjusted the 
compliments for their age and youth instead of repeating verbatim what | said to Mom. They did not 
like being called “good mothers,” and would angrily ask me how | knew what they looked like when they 
were sleeping, etc. 


Because of my overdeveloped chest, | started wearing a giant kitchen apron over my school uniform. 
The teachers did not like it, but | told them each “your feelings are valid. You have been wronged 
horribly by everyone. So your feelings are valid.” And they let me be. 


Boys looked at me. Since | was older they were less mature. | thought complimenting them was the 
way to evade their taunts, so it wasn’t hard to find something to praise about Billy, Jimmy, or Mattais: 


—Your cheekbones are the best of your class. 


—You have 32 freckles that all turn red when you are angry. It is cute. 


—Your ass muscles are exceptionally strong and so maybe you will be good at sexual acts when you’re 
older. 


—The pimples on your cheeks will leave manly scars like Tommy Lee Jones if you keep scratching them 
like that. 


The upshot was that | was left all alone, though sometimes | found the word “baldycunt” scrawled on 
my locker. 


Mother’s pain and my own were so overwhelming that | soon gave up trying to pleasure my peers, 
anyway. 


As all things, | grew up. | became all legs and tangled hair. My legs became so long so fast that my body 
felt like a squashed fat cylinder of guts balanced precariously on stilts. My face erupted in pimples too, 
but | found that when comforting mother, rubbing my face all over her nightgown eased the oil. | knew 
Mom was jealous of my bursting body, so it was important to be ugly. | felt ugly, so that was easy. 


As all things, | grew up. Mother insisted that her one and only daughter would have to go to the best 
college, which was the cause of some domestic problems. | needed to get very good grades to get into 
the colleges she wanted, and so tried to spend a lot of time on homework and study. But it took away 
from our long nights and the abandonment she felt took the form of suicide threats, long hours 
screaming herself hoarse, and serial-calling the school administrators to try and bribe them into giving 
me good grades through sexual favours. This was a painful time. Sleep deprived, and my thoughts a 
haze of mathematics and coursework, the hours of the days whipped my little brain into such an anguish 
that “conscious thought” was replaced with frothy anguish, an anguish | couldn’t even notice because of 
the time spent on getting into a good college. 


As all things, | grew up. | obtained a scholarship to one of those liberal little schools in the Midwest, 
Fledge College in Remington, lowa. | declared my interest in “Masculinist Studies,” a non-existent major 
and probably gave the admission committee a thrill that a girl would choose such a subversive field as 
opposed to the more traditional “Feminist Studies”. It was the most daring thing I’d done in my entire 
life. 


As all things, | grew up. Mother declined. She spent hours in the bath. Many people spend hours in the 
bath. Her method was to get into a warm bath in the morning, and then spend all day immersed, adding 
hot water as needed. I’d come home from school, and she would still be in the bath. She’d be there all 
night and during my morning routine too, so | started using the school showers after a few days of being 
unable to wash at home. I’d bring her tacos or microwave mini-pizzas and made sure that there was 


always a bowl of strawberries on the toilet lid. Her skin turned grey and wrinkly, with open sores 
bleeding pus yellow into the greyish water. When she finally emerged, there was so much dead skin 
(“necrotic tissue”) sloughing off her body that | had to use a bucket to clean it all up. After a few weeks 
of bedrest, when her skin returned to normal, she would again take a “bath-cation” and return to the 
tub. Watching her turn into a webby necrotic monster was delightful agony, because the hurt | felt was 
bright and so wiped out my thoughts of rebellion or running away. 


Finally it came time to leave for Fledge College. Mom bought me a maroon Cadillac Eldorado so that | 
too could “become a butterfly” like her and fly with powder wings. She spilled cherry coke all over the 
plush white seats on the drive home from the dealer. Three days before our long drive, she filled it with 
diesel by mistake and so it stopped running on the curb and ended up blocking the mailbox. The 
mailman put our letters (pretty much all junk-mail) into the open slit at the top of the window. Since my 
Eldorado was stuck, and mother’s anxiety about leaving was so high she was taking infinite baths, | 
solved the situation neatly by slitting my wrists while sitting in the driver’s seat of our stalled car. The 
mailman found me and got quite angry that his route was so disturbed. My mother and | both ended up 
in this hospital, me for artery repair and her for the skin problems she suffered in the tub. She told me 
that the medical crew should be sued because they shuffled her into the ambulance with such 
roughness that her wig fell off and exposed her scalp to the bare air. 


And now here | am, trying to explain why | attempted to take my life. As you can see, my actions were 
predicated on total logic. You say “if | were you...” but the truth is, if you were me, you would have 
traveled the same paths and done the same things. You sit in judgement of mental health, while 
ignoring how much commonplace sense there is in this tale. Who among you does not long for the 
oblivion of sexual congress, an exhilirating sport, or an engrossing story? | took the only paths | knew to 
that bliss while also providing it for my mother. 


[Alex’s testament] 


Long before | went to live with her, I’d pull sister’s hair, gullioutine her Barbie dolls, and put ink in her 
shampoo bottle. That’s the kind of kid | was: a huge pranskter. Nothing was funnier than that moment 
of confounded anger on her face, and nothing more thrilling than fleeing her anger to climb up the 
nearest tree and staying up there till dinnertime. Yes it was my power over her. Agnes might be whip- 
smart, and also somehow a varsity athlete, but she was no match for my unpredictable antics. When 
she moved out, | felt sad because there was no one | had power over. Our parents preffered to just sigh 
loudly and get on with it. | swear, no one had as much patience as them. | realized when | was five or 
six. After drinking from the funny shaped green bottle Pop kept in his breifcase, | did a headstand 
against the wall for the whole night’s rerun of Green Acres and fainted. | came to crying and weeping 
with the fright of it all (I was six years old!) but Mom and Pop just sighed and looked at the ceiling. They 
never did turn the volume down during the commercial breaks. 


Yeah, they were great parents. Never a scolding word. Not when | was eight and reguarly blew things 
up nor when | was older and a total hellfire. | was so free. They didn’t care what | did to Agnes, and 
Agnes was the only one who’d yell and scream and hit me. Later on, | had to apologize to Agnes. With 
great age comes great maturity, and by the time | was going through puberty, I’d read and reread a 
tattered copy of The Portable Neitszche that was always next to the toilet. | came to understand that it 
merely my Will to Power that made me terrorize Agnes. Again and again, | said, “Agnes, it was my 
childish Will to Power. Forgive me! Let’s be powerful together! We’ll be Team Ubermensch!” but she 
was too busy reading Simone de Bouviour or Getrude Stein to pay any attention to me. Between Ms. 
Stein and vasrity rugby practice, she hardly looked at me at all. Still | was shocked when she moved out 
to attend Central CC. Bearing the weight of all that maturity from reading Neitszche, | found more and 
more solace with the Chess Club and Yearbook Club at school. | tried as often as possible to use words 
like “sesqualilapian” in everyday speech because it made me feel better than those other pimply brutes. 
That is why the yearbooks from those years have randomly beautiful passages. Here is one: 


vevedades Unfettered and irascible,the worthy Basketball elites of our educational institution have an 
inglorious history of being trounced on the battlefield of the gymnasiaum. Yet in this year of our Lord, 
they vanquished the enemies of the Lower Middle Higher School of Education Roosevelt High by 
prevaling upon gleaning their inner wrath and transumting it into srategies orotund and fecund (in the 
eliminative sense) which resulted in so many injuruous connextions to the opposing teamsters that their 
most glorious players were replaced by weaker humans: said subsequent subsitution caused our team 
to Win Glory for Our School...... 


As all things, | grew up. 


Sister kept me out of her life. She’d married a feminimst studies PhD guy with a pointy goatee, which 
back then was a statement of dignity and not of irony. | was sad because | was hoping she’d be lesbian. 
I’d heard she was a big mover at the local Planned Parenthood. Just imagine! Her lithe frame and toned 
arms, with light glinting off her teeth, casually and convincingly showing frightened teenagers that they 
too could end up like her, fit and smart and freckled, if only they would abort the child. Yes I’m sure the 
bright flame of her soul scared many girls into spontanuous miscarriages! 


As all things, | grew up. 


| was fired from many editorial jobs. No one wanted an editor like me. Turning bad English into Great 
English was such sweet satisfaction. Everything should be eternal. When a local reporter wrote 


“TUESDAY--local firefighters were given a party in their honor by the local Elks Club,” | would change it 
to 


“On Tuesday the 23rd of the year of our Lord 1977 the brave and sometime beraved men who fight 
flammable flames were the guests at an inflamatory banquet sponsored by the worthy members of our 
town’s Elks Club members.” Infinitely better. But after being fired or “cut loose” so often, | lost my own 
self-respect and overdosed on NyQuill. This was my undooing. | spent a few bad months at a rest home 
called “Home Acres,” but then sister took me in and installed me in the little room behind the kitchen. 
Apparently the Social Services worker told her that | was in danger of becoming homeless and beraved. 
Sister was not nice to me in those days, but | hardly cared. 


| noticed she had a little girl, Marii, who was given to screaming fits at night or sometimes wetting her 
diaper. Marii wet her diaper until she was three years old! | was working on my magnum opus, a 
gleeful retelling of the Prometheus myth as told from the point of veiw of the fire, but with Marii 
screaming all the time, | couldn’t get past the first page. | would get so mad and tell her so logically to 
be quiet. Anges would pinch her cheeks and yell at her to shut up. Maybe Anges was a little rough with 
little Marii, but as the uncle, | felt | could not intervene. Instead, would give her menthol mints or 
Jalapeno candies to placate her wailing little red mouth. Marii was never grateful for my gifts. 


Goatee-boy and | got along like a house on fire: sooner or later it became unlivable. His kindness to 
Marii disgusted me, as parents should encourage their children to grow up to be Ubermensch. Sleeping 
with Agnes was my biggest weakness. After another frustrating day of not writing about Prometheus, 

I'd train to become an Ubermensch by taking repeated cold showers or drinking seven gallons of water 
at ago. | wanted to rise above. As much training as that was, I’d find myself weeping and shivering. 
Anges was there for me. After little Marii pretented to faint again after a crying spell, Agnes would crawl 
into my bed and comfort me as my parents never actually did. Sister was my true mother. At the age of 
33, I’d found my true mother. 


My sister (Chloe) and | had always been very close. Even as an 
elementary school kid, | felt a responsibility as older brother. If she 
got bullied, | always would scowl at the bullies, trying to intimidate 
them. Later, | would help her with her homework. 


Although we had our fights here and there, we got along well. 


How many times have | been in Nagasaki in the broiling sun of August 9th....at the 
stroke of 11:02, the sirens ring, the bells reply, and we citizens offer a silent prayer. 
Even with all my empathic power, | cannot imagine that August day. A sea of fire, 
flesh burning— the sudden agonies and depths of despair. We who were not 
present cannot possibly understand this holocaust. 


While checking the final instrument drafts of this work, the copyist asked me if | 
would like to insert a dedication to be placed under the title. | hesitated, thinking of 
the unforgettable image of one Nagasaki survivor, Sumiteriu Tanigucihi: his skin 
burned horribly and a vivid scarlet. He had died only ten days before. He 
dedicated his life to activism to prohibit nuclear weapons. A choice for the Nobel 
Peace Prize, he did not receive it despite his nomination in 2015. 


However, for him this was no matter. His message was unwavering for over 
seventy years: 
"No more Hiroshima, no more Nagasaki, no more Hibakusha, no more war". 


This phrase echoes in my work. 


When he gave a lecture to students in New York, he showed them the image of his 
ruined back. Many of them exclaimed “oh my God!” and took photos of that photo 
with their smartphones. They asked if he had ever been apologised to by the 
United States, but he was resolute in his answer: "| am not here to 

be apologised to, | came here to insist on the total abolition of nuclear weapons". 


Full of passion for his mission, and worrying incessantly about the future, his soul 
finally left his deeply injured body at the age of eighty-eight. Despite the damage to 
his body, he always looked so beautiful and calm with pathos. 


There was a time when artists could foresee the future. This kind of vision is vital. 
We should not be incapable of our own distress. 

We need to look to that future, and make desperate efforts for it. 

Sumiteriu Tanigucihi never appealed to pity. He wanted us to never become 
victims. 

So | dedicate my music not to him, but to you. To all of you whom he cared about. 
His burned body was his testament: “Il want you to understand, if only a little, the 
horror of nuclear weapons.” 


TTT 

How many times | have presented in Nagasaki on 9th August broiling in the sun. 
At eleven second, the siren tells us the moment coming back and the bells 
responses, all citizens offer a silent prayer. 

Putting forth all my imagination to visualize what happened here on August 9th in 
1945 - a sea of fire and people's flesh burning off, | realize it is impossible to 
imagine the scenery which everybody believed the end of the world. 


When | was working on final check of the instrument parts, my copyist asked me 


if | have a dedication to put on the title pages of the parts, below the title. 

| had hesitated, thinking of an unforgettable image of a man who passed away 
only ten days ago. 

He, Sumiteru Taniguchi, spent his life as a postman and a prominent activist for a 
treaty prohibiting nuclear weapons. 


(A U.S. military motion picture film of him taken during hospitalization and 
released by media in 1970 made him known worldwide. The color photo 
from the film captured him lying on his stomach in hospital showing his 
terrible back burns, his skin scarlet.) 


*TDARV vyIORBa AY R-—AyY bORMSDOOS|AROC, MEE 
RAWERHYV ECR, COICMROTEABEEWOS, 


Sumiteru Taniguchi was nominated for Nobel peace prize in 2015, but he wasn't 
chosen. (He was once seen as a front-runner for the Nobel Peace Prize.) 


*(JADEBEADABUWDE? CECHSMEDOOSIABZOC COKE 
Pe Oe A Ga are Ta 


However for him it didn't matter, his message has been unwavering for 70 years; 
"No more Hiroshima, no more Nagasaki, no more Hibakusha, no more War". 
The phrase echoes in my work. 

(Hibakusha means radiation victims.) 


He visited a university in New York to talk to 150 students. When he showed 
them the known "red back" picture, many of them said "Oh my god!" and stood 
up to take a photo with their smart phones. 

When he was asked a question "Have you ever been apologised to by the United 
States?" he answered resolutely, "| am not here to be apologised to, | came here 
to insist on the total abolition of nuclear weapons". 


Warning and worrying about the situation incessantly, his soul had finally left his 
deeply injured body at the age of 88. Despite of such a damage to his body, he 
had always looked so beautiful and calm with pathos. 


Once upon a time the artist could foresee the future. Why not now? 

We shouldn't be incapable of our own distress. 

We need to foresee, making a last-ditch effort. 

He had never appealed for our pity. He had considered us never to become 
hibakusha. 

| decide to dedicate my music not to him but to you, to all of you whom he had 
really considered. His body was testimony with the caption, "I want you to 
understand, if only a little, the horror of nuclear weapons. 


Here's part of the Japanese diary | kept while | was in Japan in the summer. Amusing entries only. It's all 
translated from the Japanese to English, it will be rough reading for a while. (Which can be even worse 
than rough sailing, as any pirate can attest to) 


May 24 


| want to become a pirate. The simple life of a pirate. Sea, sky, ships, wind...so nice. | think I’ll become a 
pirate. 


May 27 


If | become a pirate, what will | do about my college education? | like fish, but | don’t think | like fish that 
much. Also, | hear you can’t buy chocolate at sea, right? | can’t live without chocolate. Even so, I’ll make 
an effort to become a pirate! 

But wait. | don’t think pirate ships have running gas. Without gas, a stove won’t work. If that’s the case, 
how will | eat? | can’t cook without a stove. I'll be in trouble. Maybe I’d better do some thinking about 
my dream of becoming a pirate. 


May 28 


When | am talking to a new person | keep wondering weather they'll become a good friend or not so 
much that | become dazed imagining all the fun I’Il have with them. And then | can’t hold a real 
conversation anymore. That’s why | can’t really converse with people. Of course | can talk to my good 
friends, but they had a lot of patience with me until | was able to talk to them. | wonder if there are any 
patient people in Japan... 


May 31 


| want to become a train driver. A subway driver. A job that is important to society. | want to improve 
society by becoming a subway driver. For the good of everyone, |’Il try hard to realize my dream. 
Subway drivers move society. If | can become a subway driver, |’ll finally feel important! 


Jun 2 


| love dancing. | open my body and let the music move me. The sound of a subway is like music to me. If 
| become a subway driver, I’d always be dancing to that music. But I’m so clumsy that | might not be able 
to drive and dance at the same time. | might cause an accident. | shouldn’t become a subway driver. I’m 
crushed. 


Jun 7 
Here’s a story | wrote. 


One Day, Mika-chan got lost. | don’t know why. But | do know that Mika-chan started to cry. Even so, | 
have no idea where Mika-chan is. Actually, | can’t help Mika-chan. I’m kind of an irresponsible author. 
But, somehow, Mika-chan was okay in the end. | don’t know how. There are a lot of things | don’t know, 
huh? 

THE END OF MIKA-CHAN’S STORY 


Jun ?? 


| might be too ambitious. Ambitious people have to really work hard. I’m a big sloth, so how will | ever 
succeed? Even though | am a “girl of leisure” | sleep all day. 
| want to become: 

1) female 

2) a pirate 

3) a subway driver 

4) music 

5) light 

6) lighting design 

7) Ringo Starr 

8) Sailor Mercury 

9) an artist 

10) pure 

11) a musician 

12) someone who can read Japanese 

12) a good person 

13) somebody with no regrets 

14) a translator 

15) someone who does not hurt other people 
16) stylish 

17) a good dancer 

18) elderly 

19) ten years old 

20) always in Satori 

21) someone with no cares 

21) someone who helps their friends 

23) someone who can count numbers 

24) someone who does not know how to count numbers 
25) someone who always does their homework 
26) a Kyoto Seika U security guard 

27) relaxed 

28) an author 

29) a beautiful girl 

30) a beautiful girl 

31) a skinny girl 

32) a composer 

33) someone who can do contact improv 

34) ink 

35) colour 

36) sane 

37) not-sane 


| want to become a lot of things, huh? 
38) someone who does not get annoyed easily 


That is one of the hardest ones. Getting angry is unhealthy, and people don’t like people who are always 
acting annoyed. Pirates live according to their saying, “Life is Anger,” and that’s why they’re always 
killing people. If | became a pirate, I’d have to kill all the people who annoy me. Yaay! Maybe | should 
just take no notice of annoying people. No, | think killing them would be a lot more fun. 


July 7 
In order to become a pirate, | created this plan of action: 
THE GREAT PIRATE BECOMING PLAN 


PART ONE 

Watch “Pirates of the Caribbean” and take notes. Buy “Barron’s Fluent Pirate Speak in only 72 Hours!” 
tapes. 

PART TWO 

Become the pirate of the kitchen sink 

PART THREE 

Become the pirate of the public bath 

PART FOUR 

Become the pirate of the campus pond. Start pirate club on campus. 
PART FIVE 

Become the pirate of Biwa Lake 

PART SIX 

Become the pirate of the Seven Seas 

PART SEVEN 

Repair ship 

PART EIGHT 

Build ship 

PART NINE 

Arrrreeeee! 

PART TEN 

Get tatoo 

PART ELEVEN 

Get pierced 

PART TWELVE 

Boat insurance 

PART THIRTEEN 

CPR lessons 

PART FOURTEEN 

Kill annoying people from ship (even if they live in Ohio) 
PART FIFTEEN 

Swashbuckle (I don’t know Japanese for this. Kenka?) 
PART SIXTEEN 

Full fledged pirate 


The Night Sky 
an Opera in Three Scenes 


by Abel Coelho 


Cast: 

Fent, father 
Fel, his son 
Wa, Fel's wife 


Scene One 
(in which Fel and Wa discuss going to meet Fent; then make love) 
Wa 


Gentle one all your tongues will turn to water 
speak not of withering 


Fel 


Angels have holy mandate not to wither 
have faith! 

we have struggled for and with each other 
paper love is no substitute for the true thing 
we have deepened our bond now 
unfettered eachother's hearts 

so now finally, stronger are we 

and | feel 

itis time 

let me show you half my blood 

my complexity owes to him - 

in a sense my co-creator 

whom you have not met but indeed heard stories 
my pater 


Wa 

Father Fent 

Fel 

Most pleased to show him my limbed spouse 
newer fevers make him well 

a good man you will feel 

makes his son yearn 

to do him proud 


Wa 


Before the bough deadens 


let eye contact transmit my love for Fel 
so that Fent may fall into this fever 
and smile at his son 

and merry smiles! 


Fel 


As am I, he may be 

we share traits, the same blood 

be warned: both he and | are in 

accord and express ourselves as father and son 
and thus my personality doubled 


Wa 


My Fel doubled! 

then those similarities reflect from him to you 
and redouble-- my love for you 

shall reflect to father 

the same blood and goodfeelings abound 


Fel 


How pleased am | for your consent 
father will be pleased with my wife Wa 
we shall spend the night so we can 
talk till morn and spend company 

with his collection of music 

reach human understandings 

and new friendships 


Wa 


Like camels 

red memories and white experiences 

stored though the long desert of shallow sand and thirst 
make we an oasis and cultivate 

each other 


Fel 


Family holds bonds though understanding 
blood is heavy and a burden 

but we milk its nutrients 

lighten the obligations 

so blood relations may be borne aloft 
misunderstandings are common 

so let instinct dictate 

expressions of goodwill! 


Wa 


Make arrangements, 

new moon or so 

may we wax towards each other 
Fel and I, holding hearts 


Fel 


Holding hands 
palm lines deepen as my love does 


Wa 


Trace this limb 

yours: a miracle of nerve and musculature 

Castorp was never more accurate 

in the midst of sickness concealed under robust chests 
but thanks that we are well! 


Fel 


| can trace a healthy line here 

from the lateral rib 

to the start of a fullness 

just at the juncture of lung and heart 
what pointed sensitivity lies here! 
blind and aware! 


Wa 

You have stained me with your lips 

intaglio saliva 

what lies beneath these threads? 

if we touch each other, we may become each other 


Fel 


How | wish to become another 
secrete like them 
can this body power such a rapidly beating heart? 


Wa 

Is this the first time - one of many - | give you 
cause to tremble with anticipation: why so? 
what unusual tension! 


Fel 


| wish to make you taste like me 


Wa 


| wish to violate your limbic system 
[lovely violence] 


[End scene one] 


Scene Two 


(in which Fel and We arrive at Fent's house; greet; allude to Fel's mother; and prepare to 
eat) 


Fel 


We have come, arrived at the paternal house 
pleasant anticipation of the double embrace: 
being in the company of both wife and father 


Wa 


The anticipation is mine 

what kind man gives his son such eyes 
as have melted mine own? 

A slight apprehension at meeting 


Fel 


Do not quiver 

let ease upon your brow stray 
beams of light illume my eyes 
your beautiful senses will tell 
how much | love you 

Ah! Here we announce arrival 


Fent 


Good son! 

Buoyant with the knowledge of seeing you again 

have | waited for today 

The morning passed in exercises of deliberate distraction 
Now here you are 


Fel 


Sir, with the most pleasure 

meet you here my companion 

my friend on this many branched life 
my candle 

my wife, Wa 


Wa 


A pleasure Sir 
how well Fel has described you 
but yet did not prepare me for the warmth of your smile! 


Fent 


But for your clear eyes | would ask you not to flatter me 
come, | have modest preparations for a table 

soon we may break bread 

talk of this and that 

unfetter the bonds of first meetings 

know each other as persons 

Fel here knows the value of conversation 

but Fel - how long it has been--- 

perhaps | should not ask--- 

since | heard word of your mother 

| may be impertinent but the imagination wishes to know-- 
is she well? 


Wa 


Better to imagine healthy days and sunshine 
wishing her good 
than bringing to words the truth of the matter 


Fel 


| confess a reluctance to process the matter 

Indigestion results from chewing bad food 

verbiage might help empty these thoughts; 

| see myself of many years ago: 

| could not have imagined a better ally then, 
Confidences and the worries of a young child 

she made me her everything 

and herself everything to me 

soothed the frightful afterimages of bullies 

and arranged for my incipient naiveté 

children believe those they trust 

told of enemies in sight 

how my father Fent contrived to hurt 

an unstable queen with her brood 

now | have grown and cast off the trappings of juvenility 
and she still yearns for simplicity; those years of shared time with son 
conspiring against a father who knew only his family was distant 
(Know father | have grown and have always loved you) 
she has fallen into a vast and simple nostalgia: 

one who arranges for dependence upon a simple child 
--the child is now grown, with vision in both eyes 

such a desperate one 


finds satisfaction only in harsh gestures 

beating at the riverbed till the water becomes cloudy 
must she obstruct her own clarity 

though infinite peace beckons 

trials should force one to become strong 

how mighty the human soul! 

how strange and brutal the need to suffer! 

it is her wont 

and | find it easier to stay true and cultivate new plants 
not lashed to the masts of a ship blowing towards self destruction 
| hope she alters course 

but |, with my wife Wa 

find a beautiful openness with each other 

| stand on two feet, sea-legs strengthened 

by salt and grime 

Father whole and in my life at this juncture 

and how | express thanks to your humanism! 


Fent 


| am sorry for my strange question 

but most happy am | that Fel 

whom | thought was drowning 

has become such a strong swimmer 

and the aid of clear-eyed Wa to navigate-- 
no murky rivers in her eyes 

most excellent! 


Wa 


You are too eloquent 

Fel and | share a kindness and optimism 
he is strong not only because of tribulation 
but Sir, your gentle influence and smile 
have made him who he is 

my intuition tells me so 


Fel 

With what impunity you discuss 

my personality! Glad am | for your words 

can we not focus discussion on other topics than myself? 
| suffer from an excess of goodwill towards 

father and Wa 

Wa 


Your gloom fades as your pride flushes! 
glad to witness this change am | 


Fent 


We must speak of other topics 

if only so we may draw out personalities 
deep into the night- with music we may grow 
fearless of the void and create new life! 
friendship and family! 

but now: dinner is ready 

a toast to our health! 


Wa and Fel 
Our health! 


Scene Three 


[late night post dinner conversation. Fent confesses his troubles; Fel leaves and Fent 
and Wa engage in eroticism; Fel reenters and a threesome is had; as penetration 
begins, so does poetry and the love elegy] 


Fel 


A wonderful repast 

desert wines tickle the palate 

the soft glow of shaded lamps upon the scene; 
stars brilliant in windows 


Fent 


Fortunate are we who gleam beneath 

midnight skies a roof sturdy 

you have spoken whitely about your passions 
and your daily bread 

and so | beg Wa: 

how spend you the circular? 

you too gather the sun's shadows in movement? 


Wa 


Sir, | spend my days in the company of orchids 
helping most petals moisten and pistils form: 
my lively-hood is assisting beauty reveal itself; 
helping lovers and sensitive bond 

cultivation 

and | too feel a kind of bloom in my breasts 

in tending virditas for a living 


Fent 


Virditas the metaphor for continuance 
the desire to reach up and out 


grow teach and share 

Most excellent an occupation! 

Plants that reach upwards 

greening passions and budding 

life! 

Yet those inks do not dye 

these open eyes: 

| confess my melancholy 

rust tinged bitterness at the mention-- 
eyes that shade darkly when 

my own internal chemicals burn 

are met with an endless night 

and not my strivings held 

But why pass precious seconds 
fingering the worries of an old man's dim candle? 
Speak of pleasant colours 

remind me not of foundering needs 
Smile! and turn to other phrases 


Fel 


| ask your dark eyes 

speak more of this melancholy! 

As son | would like to Know your soul 

help the grasping fingers un-cramp 

Wa and | may be your potentates 

do not hide from our carefully listening ears 
unburden yourself easily 


Wa 


Trust that Fel and | mean well 
speak not if you feel such strain 


Fent 


| wish not to display my decaying retinas 

a terrific monster whose instinct is only tempered 

by a honed acumen: | know all too well that | must be alone 
with this creature; well seasoned am | in rejection and 
stern recrimination 

golden leaves, the grasping at warmth 

to become another human though the medium of touch 
wonderful bright! 

Towers my desire which obstructs and shadows fall 
soil untilled in a cold shade 

| confess a desire to warm an other 

limbic systems alight with anticipation 

but how black the night! 

the seed falls useless into my own hands 

my chemicals bring no one light 


while others smile in bliss! 
Fel 


Still unrecognized as dimension by most 
the human tropism and arabesque 

for limbs vivid and deep eyes; 

your shade will be the fertilizer for growth 
potential always springs new 

though the eyes blind wander uncertain 
tides ebb and flow with natural ease 


Fent 


The creature's impatience brooks no 
patient cultivation and natural ease 
unnatural colours abound and bind 

and thus a vicious serpent 

my tail in my mouth 

my mouth in my tail 

the act of an aged and preposterous man! 
forgive me 

a shame to be negative at this joyous reunion 
thanks for your kaleidoscopic optimisms 

| prefer to change the focus from myself 
show me more evidences of your effort 
what kinds of filigreed art do you create? 
have you not images? 


Fel 


Images are imperfect but might nonetheless 

impress you with the essence of my creative acts 

they exist in time, and move quickly in and out of memory 
so | have captured a few instances with photographic arts 
let me fetch them from below 


[Fel exits] 

Wa 

Fel's enthusiasm is only matched by his need for appreciation 
but he lives well with obscurity for his imagination strives 

he is both more sturdy and more fragile than he seems 

Fent 

You are finely devoted to him 


| hope that he too makes you shine 
and keeps your palette fresh 


Wa 


In a masculine world garish bright 
the two of us hold freedom and trust 
as fantastic rewards for struggling 
one then the other selfish and alone 
we have learned to hold hands 

so that fireflys may glitter unceasingly 
even in the winters when we shiver 
and thus we glow in all seasons 


Fent 


It is the two of you who illume this evening 

lanterns who stray into this garden and keep me company 
you sway and beckon so well 

| spoke of forbidden matters 

what comfortable souls you have! 

to make me bare my cavities 


Wa 


First evening light 
trust makes us beautiful 
no less you for your feelings 


Fent 


the stewardship of flora 
must bring you tenderness 
your words heal 


Wa 


If only you realized 

how much your Fel loves you 
and thus I, 

you would not fret so 

but clasp my hands in soft 
brings touch gold to the heart 


Fent 
[clasps Wa's hands in his own] 


You the flower girl 

who presses fresh plantlings into my hands! 
your temperature and heartbeat flowing 

Wa 


With Fel you share blood 


with me you share touch 
Fent 


Exercises of threads pull 
weaving complexities 
you fill me to the brim 
inappropriate 


Wa 


My ways are not red and black 

no insectile calculation 

When you pass this life bye 
meaningful embraces will not regret 
Fel too knows the value 

come, make me beautiful 


Fent 


Instinct is much the brighter 

than reflexive consciousness 
what form and virditas! 

your upper lip reveals your nature 
flower mouth 


Wa 

mmm 
[Enter Fel] 
Fent 


You spoke of the bloom in your breasts 
bloom and nurture at once the same 


Fel 


This is beautiful, to 

give suckle to friend and father of mine! 
Father at the breast 

you nurse you 

here | kneel, touch your faces 

[...] 

You have two breasts! 

double harmony, miracle of form! 
Fent and Fel transmit through you 
ecstasy your body gives you to feel 
pleasure love and peace 


Wa 


The two of you, 
levo and dextro at each nipple 
orient in twin tongues and genetics 
somatic mirroring 
| feel ember and moist 
[..-] 
es kiss so that salivas may mingle to one 
[..-] 
ember and moist 
[...] 


Fel your Fent deserves more 
Fel 


| have always confessed desirous curiosity 
how similar in form? 

Fel will undress father 

an instrument revealed 


Wa 

What candor! 

this tastes [...] more paternal than Fel 
the source vibrant still 

Fel 

Let me join Wa and bring 

still more feeling and wetness 

to that which so vital to my making 
here before my eyes 


Fent 


Every act is a gift 
every act 


Fel 


Wa and | trade kiss and converse 
this current a medium between us 


[...] 
Fent 
Come Wa 


[...] what sensitivities you must feel 
the attentions of father and son 


what dimorphic secrets here lie 

to kiss you on the lips 

what want you betray! 

[...] 

Fel 

Wa recieves the act she so trustingly performed 
[...] 

| know the scent the construction 

of Wa's fragrant red-rimmed 

so receptive to Fent clean mouth 


[...] 

Fent 

nectar and pollen 

Wa 

Pistils and stamen 

Fel 

Chlorophyll and skin 

Fent 

What sensations sex gives birth to! 
Wa 

| cannot conceive anything other than 
gasp and light 

so don't worry your seeds bloom in the heart 
between three of us we bear a child 
called art 

human art 

Fent 

Breathless beautiful ribcage 

a billion years ago crystal and inorganic 
each of us us a genius 

to see beauty in human form 


Wa 


We are divinity 


Fel 

Beautiful miracles of personality, 

the sublime organizations of nature organic, 
creations of being, consciousness, light and mineral: 
the flesh is a miracle! 

[Fade lights as sex continues] 


END 


"The adequate shoe makes one forget the foot". 


Since | believe that philosophy and ideas have invisible super-powers over us humans, | 
could never dismiss philosophizing as empty. It is only empty if you choose it to be so. 


Pithy phrases reach us like seeds scattered on the wind: 99.9% will fail to grow - but 
some phrase, some apt sentence might stay with one long enough to grow, bloom, 
blossom. Only by choosing to cultivate them can any gnomic words really change us. 


Most of the time, we'll read something like "you reap what you sow," and think, "huh. 
Yea. What a good way of putting it," and then move on, shallowly affected for a few 
minutes. Sometimes one might even think "how trite!" Or "that's all very well, but | still 
gotta go to work today." 


But no matter how trite seeming, when you internalize and mull a phrase - its 
implications - exegesis - even! - it will change you. Many years ago John Fleming said 
to me "Abel get with it! Every step you take is a step into the future!" Yeah, a trite 
truth at first glance, maybe. But his words really stuck with me. Thinking those words 
for many, many years has had an immeasurable affect on who | am at this moment. 
Thank you, John. 


Luckily, not all the quotes and pretty sentences we meet take root. To a degree, we 
can choose which ideas we deepen. The point is, these ideas can be shallow or deep, 
affecting or trite - we may choose. The degree to which one sentence may change you 
depends on the amount of mental effort you use in its service. 


Then, to evolve in concert with an idea - well! 


...and if | choose to read a whole book of a philosophy, and find myself affected in a 
good way...| reread it! 


SAS E OBA A 
SASE OA LYEHA OH 
SASEDTPALEAOH 
SAS & OIEEBEO AA 
SAS E DO AA] & OD A 
SA SE OA LYE O # 
SA SE DBE LURID FA 
SASSO HH 
SASOBP? FAD 
SA SOL & OF 
HAD 6 SALSAD EO HA 
SASS & AAD BO HH 


SA SOU OND HA 
SA SEBEEE ORM EOS 
it 

RARE AAD EATER O RIO Bh 


| first remember meeting Sensei as a first year graduate student at the University of Hawai’i. Even 
though | was formally in the Asian Theatre department, my interest in art led me to take a Fiber Arts 
course taught by an incredible teacher named Mary Babcock. 


The Art Department of UH was very proactive in sponsoring and putting up interesting 
exhibitions for their central gallery space. The efforts of Tom ...., Lisa Yoshihara, Sharon Tasaka, and 
Wayne Kawamoto transformed what might have been an average gallery in a state university into a first 
rate space with varied and interesting shows that presented both the very latest art, and showcase 
exhibitions of centuries old ancient work. (| had applied for a student job at the gallery, but was turned 
down, because, as a graduate student | cost more money to employ.) 


The centerpiece of their exhibition, “Reconstructing Memories,” was a life size Japanese Zero 
airplane constructed entirely from 6x4 photographs of a tiny scale model Zero. They needed many 
volunteers to put the airplane together, among them war veterans of many nationalities, community 
members, and students. When Mary told our fiber class about this project, | took and immediate 
interest and soon was spending all my free time in the gallery. There was a strong sense of community 
around the Zero; time there was always very rewarding and sociable, and Sensei began to take an 
interest in this tall, bleached blonde artist tranny-ish guy who called themself “she.” We recognized 
each other as fellow artists, albeit in very different fields, experience, and level of success. 


He gave me my very own version of Rilke’s Letters to a Young Poet. Even though he could not 
be certain of being fully understood, over post-work drinks in his hotel, Sensei would talk and talk and 
talk to me about art, art-making, and art-life. In those days Sensei has a fondness for whisky, and he 
would lecture and drink, drink and lecture. | tried to match him drink for drink, but soon had to give it 
up, for it was as if we were ona rocking boat, whose destination was the ever elusive thing called “art,” 
and so | needed to keep steady as not to fall overboard. Feeling focussed and somehow exposed, in the 
way that one might feel adrift on an open ocean, his incisive words gave me impulse to keep swimming 
those rocky seas. 


His philosophies have entered me so deeply that | cannot separate his ideas from mine, but | should like 
to impart here some of the lessons he taught me over those hotel nights. 


ON TECHNIQUE 


You should never worry about technique. Why? Because the technique appropriate to the art you 
make, will come automatically, as you make the art. Whatever technique you need, will come to you. If 
you make no art, you'll have no technique. But in making art, you build technique and experience that 


works for your art. You should not build technique for the sake of making art; make art, and technique 
will come. 


SELF DOUBT 


Even if you are compelled by internal pressure to express yourself, making art is voluntary. You make 
art because you want to, or because you must. Self-doubt is merely the desire for praise. Self-doubt 
should never even enter the equation. Make the art you want to - need to. You are free. 


There is an expression, an art you are scared to make. Maybe it is too personal 


1) As | understand it, butoh is dark, earthbound form of dance/movement that 
developed in the difficult years after WWII. How do you describe and explain it? 


For a quick history of Butoh, please look at a document | wrote about a year ago: 
https://docs.google.com/document/d/188OE6gKuzXW7 Ge50kz9dLCMGoO_JsBp0Y 
yvb_ 6ujwW4/edit?usp=sharing 


2) How did you come into contact with butoh, and what drew you to the form? How 
long have you studied/performed butoh? 


| came into contact with Butoh an an Antioch student during my Study Abroad 
program with Kyoto Seika University. | had been struggling for a long while trying to 
find an expressive “voice” as an artist, and the class at Seika left me trembling and 
vulnerable with a new appreciation of my own body and its capacity for expression. 
This sense of authenticity coupled with the quite rigid discipline of the dance led me 
down an artistic rabbit hole from which | have not recovered. 


I've studied Butoh for eleven years, though not always as a model student of the 
form. During my late twenties | studied various Asian Drama/Dance forms for my 
MFA at the University of Hawai’i, and the experience was as developmental to me as 
an artist as my first encounter with Butoh had been. 


These days there is a lot of debate about what “Butoh” actually is, and just who of 
what nationality has the right to call themselves a “Butoh dancer,” and | prefer to 
leave that conversation to others and focus on creating art through performance. In 
this respect it is not so important that our work be labelled as “butoh”. I'd like to think 
that the movements are original enough that there is no cultural appropriation of 
Japanese Butoh dance. 


3) Can you tell me a little bit about how and why you developed the piece, "Free to be 
Struggling," that you will be performing at Antioch? | think Louise said you'd be 
performing that piece, as well as a shorter one involving Antioch students. What do 
you hope audiences get from the performances? 


FYI: 
I'm not sure if the title of the piece is being PR’d as “Free to be Struggling” or “Aspect 
of Hamlet”. The correct title is “Aspects of Hamlet”. 


Composer Keiko Fujiie and | have been working on two monologues from Hamlet : 
the famous “to be or not to be” when Hamlet meditates on suicide and death, and the 
scene in which his uncle Claudius attempts to pray. We perform these scenes in 
English and Japanese, drama, dance, and music. Hopefully a working knowledge of 
Hamlet is not necessary to understand the work. 


The piece pretty much emphasises the limits of emotional and verbal expression. 
Words are but signifiers, and even the eloquence of Shakespeare can not always 
travel between the borders of human and human. Movement and music alike are 
limited surface indicators of an internal state, and so we have tried to create a piece 
in which nothing is ever enough: no communication is ever enough. It is this 


powerlessness that fascinates me. 


Here are the program notes: 


A backwards rendition of Claudius’ prayer monologue renders the phrase "liméd 
soul, that struggling to be free, art more engaged" into "engaged more art, free to 
be struggling, that soul liméd." Free to be struggling—an idea that pairs with the 
correct phrase—struggling to be free—and is so suggestive of a way in which we 
humans may engage with the contradictions between boundary and free will. 


We have chosen to perform bilingually, and even occasionally, backwards. As 
we create this piece comes the awareness that language is merely a 

vessel. The particular shapes of the vessel are this case Japanese and English, 
but as our bodies are capable to shifting to one or another shape, so too does 
the language in this piece morph though the contents remain similar. 


We have been discovering a certain artistic freedom within which we are bound 
by the vessels of language, body, music, and time. There are certain moments 
in which we attempt to repeat and modify, but any redo can only occur upon an 
already structured memory. The memory of repetition is one technique of this 
piece. 


Since this performance too, will become a past, it is in a sense irreversible from 
itself, and what you see onstage tonight is already unavailable for 

modification. We can only hope that something will pass through the mesh of 
words and music to communicate to you on a level deep, familiar, and maybe 
unknown. 


~~~w 


Program notes for “courage”: 


courage was originally performed at Kumu Kahua Theatre in Honolulu, HI. In 
migrating across the ocean to Yellow Springs, the piece has changed considerably, 
but retains the same imagery and detail. The Antioch dancers have given it new life 
with their own idiosyncratic bodies. As a work of choreography, it is intended to be 
abstract and emotional. Rather than searching for a story, please enjoy the 
movement and images for what they evoke in you. 


What do you want the audience to get from the pieces? 


Good question. Both works do not have have “stories” per se. 

As an artist specializing in movement forms onstage, | find that using the thin line 
between Specific choreographies and Authentic movements creates an emotional 
tension that draws empathy from the audience: creating “art” that truly speaks to the 
human being by awakening viewers’ somatic responses. And, in doing so, produce 
work that encourages contemplation of interdependence and compassion. 


4) You graduated from Antioch in 2004. How did your studies there inform and 


develop your interest in Japanese culture and dance? 


In retrospect, Antioch was the only school that could have developed me as an artist. 
By not slotting students into rigid majors, | was forced to experience a much wider 
range of possibility than if | had gone to a more traditional liberal arts college. In 
order to make it to graduation, Antioch faced me to develop an independent spirit of 
thought and action. Professors Harold Wright, Louise Smith, John Fleming, and 
Helen Richardson all encouraged me to step out of my safe spaces and engage with 
the world. | have deep gratitude for them. 


5) Anything else you'd like to add? 


People think too hard about how or wether they appreciate a certain artwork. Or 
that they must have some secret education about a piece in order to understand it. 
In this era of instant emojis, sometimes art take a few hours or even days to ripen. | 
would like it if audiences were to allow this ripening rather than demanding instant 
judgement or clarity. 


